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TO

THE RIGHT HONOURABLE

CHARLES KENDAL BUSHE,

CHIEF JUSTICE OF IRELAND.

This trifle the pastime of my winter evenings, is presented

to a person of whom I have long held the highest opinion

among the circle of my friends and the crowd of my contem-

poraries; and for whom my regards have been both disinte-

rested and undeviating.

The work is too trivial to be of any weight, and I offer it

only as a Souvenir, which may amuse one who can be constant

to friendship at all periods, and knows how to appreciate a

gift, not by its value, but by the feelings of the heart which

sends it.

Jonah Barrington, K. C





INTRODUCTION.

The compilation by me of a medley ol this description may

appear rather singular. Indeed, I myself think it so, and had

got nearly half-way through it before I could reasonably ac-

count for the thing; more especially as it vvas by no means

commenced for mercenary purposes. The fact is, I had long

since engaged my mind and time on a work of real public im-

portance; and so far as that work vvas circulated, my literary

ambition was more than gratified by the approbation it received.

But it has so happened, that my publishers, one after another,

have been wanting in the qualification of stability; and hence,

my " Historic Memoirs of Ireland" have been lying fast asleep,

in their own sheets, on the shelves of three successive book-

sellers or their assignees; and so ingeniously were they scat-

tered about, that I found it impossible for some years to collect

them. This was rather provoking, as there were circum-

stances connected with the work, which, be its merits what

they may, would, in my opinion, have ensured it an extensive

circulation. However, I have at length finished the Memoirs

in question, which I verily believe are now about to be pub-
lished in reality, and will probably excite sundry diflerences

of opinion and shades of praise or condemnation (both of the

book and the author) among His Majesty's liege subjects.

For the purpose of completing that work, I had lately re-

assumed my habit of writing; and being tired of so serious and

responsible a concern as "Memoirs of Ireland and the Union," I

began to considerwhatspeciesofemploymentmight lightly wear
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away the long and tedious winter-evenings of a demi-invalidj

and recollecting that I could neither live for ever nor was 5re
of being the "last man," I conceived the idea of looking over

and burning a horse-load or two of letters, papers, and frag-

ments of all descriptions, which I had been carrying about in

old trunks (not choosing to leave them at any body's mercy,)
and to which I had been perpetually adding.

The execution of this inflammatory project I immediately
set about with vast assiduity and corresponding success; and

doubtless, with very great advantage to the literary reputation

of an immense number of my former correspondents as well as

my own. After having made considerable progress, I found

that some of the fragment^ ^mused myself, and I therefore

began to consider whether they might not also amuse other

people. I was advised to make selections from my store, par-

ticularly as I had, for near half a century, kept not a diary

but a sort of rambling chronicle, wherein I made notes of

matters which, from time to time, struck my fancy. Some

of these memoranda were illegible; others just suflScient to

set my memory working; some were sad, and some were

cheerful; some very old, others recent. In fine, I began to

select: but I soon found that any thing like a regular series

was out of the question; so I took a heap indiscriminately,

picked out the subjects that amused me most, wrote a list of

their several headings, which were very numerous; and, as his

Majesty pricks for sheriffs, so did I for subjects, and thereby

gathered as many as I conceived would make two or three vo-

lumes. My next process was to make up court-dresses for my
Sketches and Fragments, such as might facilitate their intro-

duction into respectable company, without observing strict

chronological sequence, to which I am aware light readers have

a rooted aversion.

This laudable occupation served to amuse me and to fill up
the blanks of the winter-evenings; and being finished, the re-

sidue of the papers re-deposited, and the trunks locked again,

I requested the publisher of my " Historic Memoirs" also to

set my "Personal Sketches" afloat. This he undertook to do;

and they are now sent out to the public the world^ as it is

/
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called; and the reader (^gentle reader is too hackneyed a term

to be employed by me) is fully at liberty to draw from them

whatever deductions he pleases. All I have to say is, that the

several matters contained herein are neither fictions nor essays,

but relate to real matters of fact, and personages composed of

flesh and blood. I have aimed at no display of either fancy or

imagination; nor have I set down long dialogues, which could

not possibly be recorded except when heroes and heroines car-

ried short-hand writers in their pockets, which must have been

peculiarly inconvenient. In speaking oi fanciful matters, by-

the-by, I may as well except my own opinions on certain sub-

jects here and there interspersed, which I freely leave to the

mercy of any one who is disposed to esteem them visionary.

However, be it understood, that I by no means intend this

disclaimer as an assault on but on the contrary as a distin-

guished compliment to writers and to woii:s of pure imagina-

tion of improbability and impossibility! inasmuch as such

works prove an unlimited range of intellect and talent, on the

part of the authors, for inventing matters of fact that never

could have occurred, and conversations that never could have

taken place; a talent which, when duly cultivated and practised

for the use of fj-iends and private families, seldom fails to bring
an author's name into most extensive circulation; and if per-

chance he should get himself into any scrape by it, nothing is

so likely as the exercise of the same talent of invention to get
him out of it again.
. On the other hand, I must own, even against myself, that

the writing of mere common-place truths requires no talent

whatsoever! it is quite a humdrum straight-forward acquire-

ment, which any person may attain. Besides, matter of fact

is not at all in vogue just now: the disrepute under which truth

in general at present labours, in all departments and branches

of literature, has put it quite out of fashion even amongst the

savans: so that chemistry and mathematics are almost the

only subjects, on the certainty of which, the "
nobility, gentry,

and the public at large," appear to place any very considerable

reliance.

Having thus, I hope, proved my candour at my own cost..



VIU INTRODUCTION.

the deduction is self-evident namely, that the unfortunate au-

thenticity of these sketches, must debar them from any compe-
tition with the tales and tattle of unsophisticated invention:

when, for instance, scandal is true, it is (as some ladies have

assured me) considered by the whole sex as scarcely worth lis-

tening to, and actually requiring at least very considerable ex-

aggeration to render it at all amusing! 1 therefore greatly fear I

may not, in this instance, experience so much of their favour

as I am always anxious to obtain: my only consolation is, that

when their desire to indulge an amiable appetite for scandal is

very ardent, they may find ample materials in every booksel-

ler's shop and haut-ton society to gratify the passion.

I feel now necessitated to recur to another point, and I do it

at the risk of being accused of egotism. I hope, however, I

can advance a good reason for my proceeding; namely, that on

reading over some of the articles whereof this melange is com-

posed, I freely admit, that if I were not ve7'y intimately ac-

quainted with myself, 1 might be led at least into a puzzle as

to the writer's genuine sentiments on many points of theology
and politics. Now, I wish, seriously speaking, to avoid, on

these subjects, all ambiguity; and therefore, as responsible for

the opinions put forth in the following Sketches, I beg to state,

that I consider myself strictly orthodox both in politics and

theology: that is to say, I profess to be a sound protestant, with-

out bigotry; and an hereditary royalist, without ultraism. Li-

berty I love Democracy I hate: Fanaticism I denounce! These

principles I have ever held and avowed, and they are confirm-

ed by time and observation. I own that I have been what is

generally called a loyalist, and I have been also what is gene-

rally called a patriot; but I never was either unqualifiedly :

I always thought, and I think still, that they never should, and

never need be (upon fair principles) opposed to each other. I

can also see no reason why there may not be patriot kings as

well as patriot subjects a patriot minister, indeed, may be

more problematical. In my public life, I have met with but

one transaction that even threatened to make my patriotism

overbalance my loyalty: I allude to the purchase and sale of

the Irish Parliament, called a Union, which I ever regarded
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as one of the most flagrant public acts of corruption on the re-

cords of history, and certainly the most mischievous to this

empire except our absurdities at Vienna. I believe very few

men sleep the sounder for having supported either the former

or the latter measures; though some, it is true, went to sleep a

good deal sooner than they expected when they carried those

measures into execution.

I must also observe that, as to the detail oi politics, I feel

now very considerable apathy. My day for actual duty is past;

and I shall only further allude, as a simple casuist, to the slang

terms in which it has become the fashion to dress up the most

important subjects of British statistics subjects on which cer-

tain of these Sketches appear to have a remote bearing, and on

which my ideas may possibly be misunderstood.

I wish it therefore to be considered as my humble opinion,

that what, in political slang, is termed Radical Eeform, is, in

reality, proximate revolution: Universal Suffrage appears

to me to be inextinguishable uproar: Annual Parliaments,

nothing less than periodical bloodshed. My doubts as a casu-

ist, with these impressions on my mind, must naturally be, how
the orderly folks of Great Britain would relish proximate revo-

lution, inextinguishable uproar, and periodical bloodshed? I

do not extend the query to the natives of my own country, be-

cause, since His Majesty was there, nobody has taken much
notice of them; and besides, the people in Ireland having very
little to eat and no amusement at all, the aforesaid pastimes

might divert them, or at least their hunger, and of course be

extremely acceptable to a great body of the population.

As I also perceive some articles in these Sketches touching

upon matters relative to Popes, Catholic countries, &c.
; lest I

may be misconstrued or misrepresented on that head, I beg to

observe, that I meddle not at all in the controversy of Catholic

Emancipation. The Doctors employed differ so essentially in

opinion, that, as it frequently falls out on many other consul-

tations, they may lose their patient whilst debating on the pre-

scription: in truth, I don't see how the Doctors can ever

agree, as the prescribers must necessarily take the assay^ and
VOL. T. B
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one half of them verily believe that they should be poisoned

thereby!
"
Amongst ye be it, blind harpers!"

I apprehend I have now touched on most of the topics which

occurred to me as requiring a word of explanation. I repeat

that this book is only to be considered as a desultory melange
the whim of a winter's evening a mere chance-selection. I

shall therefore make no sort of apology for inaccuracies as to

unity of time, for defective connexion, or the like. It amused

my leisure hours; and if it fortunately amuses those of other

people, I shall receive a great deal of satisfaction.

Jonah Barrington,

May 28tb, 1827.
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I WAS born at Knapton, near Abbeyleix, in the Queen's

County, at that time the seat of my father, but now of Sir

George Pigott. I am the third son and fourth child of John

Barrington, who had himself neither brother nor sister; and

at the period of my birth, my immediate connexions were thus

circumstanced.

My family, by ancient patents, by marriages, and by inhe-

ritance from their ancestors, possessed very extensive landed

estates in Queen's County, and had almost unlimited influence

over its population, returning two members to the Irish Par-

liament for Ballynakill, then a close borough.

Cullenaghmore, the mansion where my ancestors had re-

sided from the reign of James the First, was then occupied by
my grandfather, Colonel John Barrington. He had adopted
me as soon as I was born, brought me to Cullenaghmore, and
with himI resided until his death.

That old mansion (the Great House as it was called) exhibit-

ed altogether an uncouth mass, warring with every rule of

symmetry in architecture. The originar castle bad been d*;>
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molished, and its materials converted to a much worse purpose:
the front of the edifice which succeeded it was particularly un-

graceful; a Saracen's head (our crest) in coloured brick-work

being its only ornament, whilst some of the rooms inside were
wainscoted with brown oak, others with red deal, and some
not at all. The walls of the large hall were decked (as is cus-

tomary
)
with fishing-rods, fire-arms, stags' horns, foxes' brushes,

povvdc^-flasks, shot-pcuches, nets, and dos;-collars; here and
there relieved by the extended skin of a kite or a king-fisher,
nailed up in the vanity of their destroyers: that of a monstrous

eagle, which impressed itself indelibly on my mind, surmount-
ed the chimney-piece, accompanied by a card announcing the

name of its slaughterer "Alexander Barrington;" who, not

being a 7'ich relation, was subsequently entertained in the Great

House two years, as a compliment for his pi-esent. A large

parlour on each side of the hall, the only embellishments of

which were some old portraits, and a multiplicity of hunting,

shooting and racing prints, with red tape nailed round them

by way of frames, completed the reception-rooms; and as I

was the only child in the house, and a most inquisitive brat,

every different article was explained to me.

I remained here till I was nine years old; I had no play-fel-
lows to take off my attention from whatever I observed or was

taught; and so strongly do those early impressions remain en-

graven on my memory, naturally most retentive, that even at

this Irng distance of time I fancy I can see the entire place as

it stood then, with its old inhabitants moving before nie:

their faces I most clearly recollect.

The library was a gloomy closet, and rather scantily fur-

nished with every thing but dust and cobvvebs: there were
neither chairs nor tables; but I cannot avoid recollecting many
of the principal books, because I read such of them as I could

comprehend, or as were amusing; and looked over aH^the prints
in them a hundred times. Wiiile tr) ing to copy these prints,

they made an indelible impression upon me; and hence I feel

confident of the utility of embellishments in any book intended
for the instruction of children. I possessed many of the books

long after my grandfather's death, and have some of them
still. I had an insatiable passion for reading from my earliest

days, and it has occupied the greater portion of my later life.

Gulliver's Travels, Robinson Crusoe, Fairy Tales, and The

History of the Bible, all with numerous plates, were my fa-

vourite authors and constant amusement: 1 believed every
word of them except the fairies, and was not entirely sceptical
as la those good people neither.
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I fancy there was then but little variety in the libraries of

most country gentlemen; and I mention as a curiosity, the fol-

lovvino- volumes, several of which, as alreadv stated, I retained

many years after my grandfather and grandmother died: The
Journals of ine House of Co^nmons; Clarendon's History; The

Spectator and Guardian; Killing no Murder; The Patriot King;

Bailey'b Dictionary; some of Swift's W.rks; George Falkner's

New'.papei's; Quintus Curtius in English; Bishop Burnet; A
Tr-iitisa*dn Tar-water, by some bishop; Robinson Crusoe;
^

idibras; History of the Bible, in folio; Nelson's Fasts and

y easts; Fairy Tales; The History of Peter Wilkins; Glums
and Gouries; somebody's Justice of Peace; and a multiplicity
of Farriery, Sporting, and Gardening Books, &c, which I lost

piecemeal, when making room for law-books probably not

half so good, but at least much more experimental.

Very few mirrors, in those days, adorned the houses of the

country-gentlemen: a couple or three shaving-2;lasses for the

gentlemen, and a couple of pre! t}"- large dressing-glasses, in black

frames, for the ladies' use, composed, I believe, nearly the en-

tire stock of reflectors at my grandfather's, except tubs of

spring-water, which answered for the maid-servants.

A very large and productive, but not neatly dressed-up gar-

den, adjoined the house. The white-washed stone images; the

broad flights of steps up and down; the terraces, with the round

fish-pond, rivetted my attention, and gave an impressive va-

riety to this garden, which I shall ever remember, as well as

many curious incidents which I witnessed therein.

At the Great House all disputes amono;st the tenants were
then settled, quarrels reconciled, old debts arbitrated: a

kind Irish landlord reigned despotic in the ardent affections of

the tenantry, their pride and pleasure being to obey and to

support him.

But there existed a hsppy reciprocity of interests. The
landlord of that period protected the tenant by his influence-

an}'^ wanton injury to a tenant being considered as an insult to

the lord; and if either of the landlord's sons were grown up,
no time was lost by him in demanding satisfaction from any
gentleman, for mal-treating even his father's blacksmith.

No gentleman of this degree ever distrained a tenant for

rent: indeed the parties appeared to be quite united and knit

together. The greatest abhorrence, however, prevailed as to

tithe proctors, coupled with no great predilection for the clergy
who employed them. These latter certainly were, in princi-

ple and practice, the real country tyrants of that day, and first

caused the assemblina; of the White Boys.
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I have heard it often said that, at the time I speak of, every
estated gentleman in the Queen's County was honoured by the

gout. I have since considered that its extraordinary preva-
lence was not difficult to be accounted for, b} the dispropor-
tionate qtiantity of acid contained in their seductive beverage,
called rum-shrub which was then universally drunk in quan-
tities nearly incredible, generally from supper-time till morn-

ing, by all country-gentlemen, as they said, to keep down'their

claret.

My grandfather could not refrain, and therefore he suffer,

well: he piqued himself on procuring, through the interest oi

Batty Lodge, (a follower of the family who had married a

Dublin grocer's widow,) the very first importation of oranges
and lemons to the Irish capita! every season. Horse-loads of

these, packed in boxes, were immediately sent to the Great

House of Cullenaghmore; and no sooner did they arrive, than

the good news oi fresh fruit was communicated to the Colo-

nel's neighbouring friends, accompanied by the usual invita-

tion.

Night after night the revel afforded uninterrupted pleasure
to the joyous gentry: the festivity being subsequently renewed

at some other mansion, till the Gout thought proper to put the

whole party hors de combat; having the satisfaction of making
cripples for a few months such as he did not kill.

Whilst the convivials bellowed with only toe or finger ago-

nies, it was a mere bagatelle; but when Mr. Gout marched up
the country, and invaded the head or the stomach, it was then

called no joke; and Drogheda usquebaugh, the hottest distilled

drinkable liquor ever invented, was applied to for aid, and ge-

nerally drove the tormentor in a few minutes to his former quar-

ters. It was, indeed, counted a specific; and 1 allude to it the

more particularly, as my poor grandfather was finished thereby.

It was his custom to sit under a very large branching bay-
tree in his arm- chair, placed in a fine sunny aspect at the en-

trance of the garden. I particularly remember his cloak, for I

kept it twelve years after his death: it was called a cartouche

cloak, from a famous French robber who, it was said, invented

it for his gang for the purposes of evasion. It was made of

very fine broad-cloth; of a bright blue colour on one side, and

a bright scarlet on the other: so that on being turned, it might
'cFeceive even a vigilant pursuer.

There my grandfather used to sit of a hot sunny day, re-

ceive anv rents he could collect, and settle any accounts which

his indifference on that head permitted him to think of.

At one time he suspected a young rogue of having slipped
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some money off his table when paying rent; and therefore,
when afterwards the tenants besan to count out their money,
he used to throw the focus of his large reading-glass upon their

hands: the smart, without any visible cause, astonished the

ignorant creatures! they shook their hands, and thought it

must be the devil who was scorching them. The priest was
let into the secret: he seriously told them all it ivas the devil,
who had mistaken them for the fellow that had stolen the mo-

ney from the Colonel; but that if he (the priest) was properIt/

considered, he would say as many masses as would bother

fifty devils, were it necessary. The priest got his fee; and
another farthing never was taken from my grandfather.
He was rather a short man, with a large red nose strong

made; and wore an immense white wig, such as the portraits

give to Dr. Johnson. He died at eighty -six years of age, of shrub-

gout and usquebaugh, beloved and respected. I cried heartily
for him; and then became the favourite of my grandmother,
the best woman in the world, who went to reside in Dublin,
and prepare me for college.

Colonel John Barrington, my great grand-fatlier, for some
time before his death, and after I was born, resided at Bally-
roan. My grandfather having married Margaret, the daugh-
ter of Sir Joiin Byrne, Bart., had taken to the estates and

mansion, and gave an annuity to my great grandfather, who
died, one hundred and four years old, of a fever, having
never shown any of the usual decreptitudes or defects of age
he was the most respectable man by tradition of my family,
and for more than seventy years a parliament man.

Sir John Byrne, Bart, my maternal great-grandfather, lived

at his old castle, Timogee, almost adjoining my grandfather
Barrington: his domains, close to Stradbally, were nearly the

most beautiful in the Queen's County. On his decease, his

widow. Lady Dorothea Byrne, an Englishwoman, whose name
had been Warren, I believe a grand-aunt to the late Lady
Bulkley, resided there till her death; having previously seen
her son give one oi the first and most deeply to be regretted in-

stances of what is called forming f^nglish connexions. Sir

John Byrne, my grand-uncle, having gone to England, mar-
ried the heiress of the Leycester family: the very name of
Ireland was then odious to the English gentry; and previous
terms were made with him, that his children should take the

cognomen of Leycester, and drop that of Byrne; that he should

quit Ireland, sell all his paternal estates there, and become an

Englishman. He assented: and the last Lord Shelburne pur-
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chased, for less than half their value, all his fine estates, of
which the Marquis of Landsdown is now the proprietor.

After the father's death, the son became, of course, Sir Pe-
ter Leycester, the predecessor of the present Sir John Fleming
Leycester : thus the family of Byrne, descended from a long
line of Irish princes and chieftains, condescended to become
little amongst the rank of En2;lish commoners; and so ended
the connexion between the Byrnes and Barrin^tons.
My mother was the daughter of Patrick French, of Peters-

well, county of Galway, wherein he had large estates: my
grandmother, (his wife) was one of the last remaining to the
first house of the ancient O'Briens. Her brother, my great-
uncle, Donatus, also emigrated to England, and died fifteen or
sixteen years since, at his mansion, Blatherwick, in Cheshire,
in a species of voluntary obscurity, inconsistent with his birth
and large fortune. He left screat hereditary es'ates in both
countries to the enjoyment of his mistress, excluding the le-

gitimate branches of his family from all claims upon the ma-
nors or demesnes of their ancestors. The law enabled him to
do what a due sense of justice and pride would have inter-
dicted.

The anomaly of political principles among the Irish country
gentlemen at that period was very extraonlinary. They pro-
fessed what they called "unshaken loyalty;'' and yet they
were unqualified partizans of Cromwell and William, two de-
cided nsxrrpcrs one of them having dethroned his falher-in-

law, and tlie other decapitated his king.
The fifth of November was celebrated in Dublin for the pre-

servation of a Scottish king from gunpowder in London: then
the thirtieth of January was much approved of by a great num-
ber of Irish, as tiie anniversary of making his son, Charles the

First, shorter by the head; and then the very same Irish cele-
brated the restoration of Charles the Second, who was twice as
bad as his father; and whilst they rejoiced in putting a crown
upon the head of the son of the king who could not quietly
keep his own head on, they never failed to drink bumpers to
the memory of Old Noll, who had cut that king's head off.

To conclude, in order to commemorate the whole story, and
make their children remember it, they dressed up a fat calf's

head on every anniversary of King Charles's throat being cut,
and with a smoked ham placed by the side of it, all parties par-
took thereof most happily, washing down the emblem and its

accompaniment with as much claret as they could hold.

Having thus proved their loyalty to James the First, and
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their attachment to his son's murderer, and then their loyalty
to one of his grandsons, to another of whom they were disloy-

al, they next proceeded to celebrate the birth-day of William

of Orange, a Dutchman, who turned their king;, his father-in-

law, out of the country, and who, in all probability, wouhl
have sriven the Irish another calf's head for their celebration,

if his said father-in-law had not sot cut of the way with the

utmost expedition, and gone to live upon charity in France,
with the natural enemies of the British nation.

One part of the Irish people then invented a toast, called
*' The glorious, pious, and immortal memory of William, the

Dutchman;" whilst another raised a counter-toast, called " The

memory of the chesnut-horse,
'
that broke the neck of the same

King William.* But in my mind (if I am to judge of past
times by the corporation of Dublin) it was only to coin an ex-

cuse for getting loyally drunk as often as possible, that they
were so enthusiastically tond of making sentiments, as they
called them.f
As to the politics of my family, we had, no doubt, some very

substantial reasons for being both Cromweilians and William-

ites; the one confirmed our grants, and the other preserved
them for us: my family, indeed, had certainly not only those,
but other very especial reasons to be pleased with King Wil-

liam; and thous;h he gave them nothing, they kept what they
had, which might have been lost but for his usurpation.

During the short reign of James the Second in Ireland, those

who were not for hini were considered to be against him, and
of course were subject to the severities and confiscations usual

in all civil wars. Amongst the rest, my great-grandfatl.er, Colo-

nel John Barrington, being a Protestant, and having no predi-
lection for King James, was ousted from his mansion and es-

tates at Cullenaghmore by one O'Fagan, a Jacobite wig-maker
and violent partizan, from Ballynakill. He was, notvvith-

standing, rather respectfully treated, and was allowed forty

pounds a year so long as he behaved himself.

However, he only behaved well for a couple of months; at

the end of which time, with a party of his faithful tenants, he

surprised the wig-maker, turned him out of possession in his

turn, and repossessed himself of his mansion and estates.

*
King- William's neck was not broken ; but it was said that he got a fall

from a cliesnut horse, which hurt him inwardly, and hastened his dissolution.

f Could his Majestj', Kmg Wdliam, learn in tJie other world tliat he has been
the cause of more broken heads and drunken men, since his departure, than
all his predecessors, he must be tlie proudest ghost and most conceited skele-
ton that ever entered the gardens of Klysium,
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The wig-maker, having escaped to Dublin, laid his com-

plaint before the authorities; and a party of soldiers were or-

dered to make short work of it, if the colonel did not submit

on the first summons.
The party demanded entrance, but were refused; and a little

firing from the windows of the mansion took place. Not be-

ing, however, tenable, it was successfully stormed: the old

gamekeeper, John Neville, killed, and my great-grandfather
taken prisoner, conveyed to the drum-head at Raheenduff,

tried as a rebel by a certain Cornet M'Mahon, and in due form

ordered to be hanged in an hour.

At the appointed time, execution was punctually proceeded
on; and so far as tying up the colonel to the cross-bar of his

own gate, the sentence was actually put in force. But at the

moment the first haul was given to elevate him, Ned Doran, a

tenant of the estate, who was a trooper in King James's army,
rode up to the gate himself and horse in a state of complete
exhaustion. He saw with horror his landlord strung up, and

exclaimed,
Holloa! holloa! blood and ouns, boys! cut down the colo-

nel! cut down the colonel! or ye'll be all hanged yeerselves,

ye villains of the world, ye! I am straight from the Boyne
Water, through thick and thin: ough, by the hokys! we're all

cut up and kilt to the devil and back agin Jemmy's scamper-

ed, bad luck to him, without a <

good bye to yees!' or,
' kiss

my r p!' or the least civility in life!"

My grandfather's hangmen lost no time in getting off, leav-

ing the colonel slung fast by the neck to the gate-posts. But

Doran soon cut him down, and fell on his knees to beg pardon
of his landlord, the holy Virgin, and King William from the

Boyne Water.

The colonel obtained the trooper pardon, and he w^as ever

after a faithful adherent. He was the grandfather of Lieuten-

ant-colonel Doran, of the Irish brigade, afterwards, if I recol-

lect rightly, of the 47th regiment the officer who cut a Ger-

man colonel's head clean off in the mess room at Lisbon, after

dinner, with one slice of his sabre. He dined with me repeat-

edly at Paris about six years since, and was the most disfigured

warrior that could possibly be imagined. When he left Cul-

lenaugh for the continent, in 1783, he was as fine a clever-

looking young farmer as could be seen; but he had been blown

up once or twice in storming batteries, which with a few gashes
across his features, and theobvious aid of numerous pipes of

wine, or something not vveaker, had so spoiled his beauty, that

he had become of late absolutely frightful.
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This occurrence of my great-grandfather fixed the political

creed of my family. On the 1st of July, the orange lily was sure

to sarnish every window in the mansion: the hereditary pete-

reroes scarcely ceased cracking all the evening, to glorify the

victory of the Boyne Water, till one of them burst, and killed

the gardener's wife, who was tying an orange ribbon round

the mouth of it, which she had stopped for fear of accidents.

The tenantry, though to a man Papists, and at that time

nearly in a state of slavery, joined heart and hand in these re-

joicings, and forgot the victory of their enemy while com-

memorating the rescue of their landlord. A hundred times

have I heard the story repeated by the "
Cotchers," as they sat

crouching on tlieir hams, like Indians, around the big turf fire.

Their only lament was for the death of old John Nevill, the

game-keeper. His name I should well remember; for it was his

grandson's wife, Debby Clarke, who nursed me.

This class of stories and incidents was well calculated to

make indelible impressions on the mind of a child, and has

never left mine The old people of Ireland (like the Asiatics)

took the greatest delight in repeating their legendary tales to

the children, by which constant repetition their old stories be-

came in fact hereditary, and I dare say neither gained nor lost a

single sentence in the recital for a couple of hundred years.

The massacres of Queen Elizabeth were quite familiar to

them; and by an ancient custom of every body throw ing a stone

on the spot where any celebrated murder had been committed,

upon a certain day every year, it is wonderful what mounds

were raised in numerous places, which no person, but such as

were familiar with the customs of the poor creatures, would

ever be able to account for.

VOL. I.
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ELIZABETH FITZGERALD.

My great-aunt, Elizabeth Beseiged in her csistle of Moret My uncle seized

and hanged before the walls Attempted abduction of Elizabeth, whose

forces surprise the castle of Reuben Severe battle.

A GREAT AUNT of mine, Elizabeth Fitzgerald, whose hus-

band, Stephen, possessed the castle of Moret, nearBally-Brittis
and not very far from Cullenagh, did not fare quite so well as

my great-grandfather, before-mentioned.

She and her husband held their castle firmly during the trou-

bles. They had forty good warders; their local enemies had

no cannon, and but few guns. The warders, protected by the

battlements, pelted their adversaries with large stones, when

they ventured to approach the walls; and in front of each of

that description of castles, there was a hole perpendicularly
over the entrance, wherefrom any person, himself unseen,

could drop down every species of defensive material upon as-

sailants.

About the year 1690, when Ireland was in a state of great

disorder, and no laws were really regarded, numerous factious

bodies were formed in every part of the country to claim old

rights, and take possession of estates under legal pretences.

My uncle and aunt, or rather my aunt and uncle (for she

was said to be far the most effective of the two,) at one time

suffered the enemy (who were of the faction of the O'Cahils,

and who claimed my uncle's property, which they said Queen
Elizabeth had turned them out of,) to approach the gate in the

night-tin e. There were neither out works nor wet fosse; the

assailants therefore, counting upon victory, brought fire to con-

sume the gate, and so gain admittance. My aunt, aware of

their designs, drew all her warders to one spot, large heaps of

great stones being ready to their hands at the top of the

castle.

When the O'Cahils had got close to the gate, and vvere di-

rectly under the loop-hole, on a sudden streams of boiling

waier, heated in the castle coppers, came showeiing down up-

oi. the heads of the crowd below: this extinguished their fire,

and cruelly scalded many of the besiegers.

The scene may be conceived which was presented by a
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multitude of scalded wretches, on a dark night, under the pow-
er and within the reach of all offensive missiles. They attempt-
ed to fly; but whilst one part of the warders hurled volleys of

weighty stones beyond them, to deter them from retreating,
another party dropped stones more ponderous still on the heads

of those who, for protection, crouched close under the castle-

vvalls: the lady of the castle herself, meantime, and ail her mai<ls,

assisting the chief body of the warders in pelting the Jacobites

with every kind of destructive missile, till all seemed pretty
still; and wherever a groan was heard, a volley quickly ended
the troubles of the sufferer.

The old traditionists of the country often told me, that at

day-break there were lying above one hundred of the assailants

under the castle-walls some scalded, some battered to pieces,

and many lamed so as to have no power of moving off: but my
good aunt kmdly ordered them all to be put out of their misery,
as fast as ropes and a long gallows, erected for their sakes

could perform that piece of humanity.
After the victory, the warders had a feast on the castle-top,

whereat each of them recounted his own feats. Squire Fitz-

gerald, who was a quiet easy man, and hated fighting, and v^ho

had told my aunt, at the beginning, that they would surely kill

him, having seated himself all night peaceably under one of

the parapets, was quite delighted when the fray was over. He
had walked out into his garden outside the wall to take some

tranquil air, when an ambuscade of the hostile survivors sur-

rounded and carried him off. In vain his warders sallied the

squire was gone past all redemption!
It was supposed he had paid his debts to nature if any he

os\ed v^hen, next day, a large body of theO'Cahil faction ap-

peared near the castle. Tlieir force was too great to be attack-

ed by the warders, who durst not sally; and the former assault

had been too calamitous to the O'Cahils to warrant tjiem in at-

tempting another. Both were therefore standing at bay, when
to the great joy of the garrison. Squire Fitzgerald was produ-
ced, and one of the assailants, with a white cloth on a pike, ad-

vanced to parley.
The lady attended his proposals, which were very laconic.

" I'm a truce, lady ! Look here (showing the terrified squire,)
we have your husband in hault yee's have yeer castle sure

enough. Now we'll change, if you please: we'll render the

squire and you'll render the keep; and if yees won*t do that

same, the squire will be throttled before your two eyes in half

an hour."
"
Flag of truce!" said the heroine, with due dignity and
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without hesitation: "mark the words of Elizabeth Fitzgerald,
of Moret Castle: they may serve for your own wife upon some
future occasion. Flag of truce! I loonH render my keep, and
I'll tell you why Elizabeth Fitzgerald may get another hus-

band, but Elizabeih Fitzgerald may never get another castle;

so I'll keep what I have, and if you can't get off faster than

your legs can readily carry you, my warders will try which is

hardest, your skull or a stone bullet.''

The OCahils kept their word, and old Squire Stephen Fitz-

gerald, in a short time, was seen dangling and performing vari-

ous evolutions in the air, to the great amusement of the Jaco-

bites, the mortification of the warders, and chagrin (which
however was not without a mixture of consolation) of my great-
aunt, Elizabeth.

This magnanimous lady, after Squire Stephen had been duly
cut down, waked and deposited in a neighbouring garden, con-

ceived that she might enjoy her castle with tranquillity: but,

to guard against every chance, she replenished her stony ma-

gazine; had a wide trench dug before the gate of the castle;

and pit-falls, covered with green sods, having sharp stakes

driven within, scattered round it on every side the passage
through these being only know/i to4;he faithful warders. She
contrived, besides, a species of defence that I have not seen

mentioned in the Peccata Hibernia, or any of the murderous
annals of Ireland: it consisted of a heavy beam of wood, well

loaded with iron at the bottom, and suspended by a pulley and
cord at the top of the castle, and vvhich, on any future assault,

she could let down through the projecting hole over the en-

trance; alternately, with the aid of a few strong warders

above, raising and letting it drop smash among the enemy who

attempted to gain admittance below,- thereby pounding them
as if with a pestle and mortar, without the power of resistance

on their part.
The castle-vaults were well victualled, and at all events could

safely defy any attacks of hunger; and as the enemy had none of

those despotic engines called cannon, my aunt's garrison were in

all points in tolerable security. Indeed, fortunately for Elizabeth,
there vvas not a single piece of ordnance in the country, ex-

cept those few which were mounted in the Fort of Dunnally,
or travelled with the king's army: and, to speak truth, fire-arms

then would have been of little use, since there was not suffi-

cient gun-powder among the people to hold an hour's hard

fighting. ^
With these, and some interior defences, Elizabeth imagined
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herself well armed against all marauders, and quietly awaited

a change of times and a period of general security.
Close to the castle there was, and I believe still remains, a

dribbling stream of water, in which there is a large stone with

a deep indenture on the top. It was always full of limpid water,
and called St. Bridget's Well, that holy woman having been

accustomed daily to kneel in prayer on one knee, till she wore
a hole in the top of the granite by the cap of her pious joint.
To this well, old Jug Ogie, the oldest piece of furniture in

Moret Castle, (she was an hereditary cook,) daily^-went for

the purpose of drawing the most sacred crystal she could,

wherewith to boil her mistress's dinner; and also, as the well

was naturally consecrated, it saved the priest a quantity of

trouble in preparing holy water for the use of the warders.

On one of these sallies of old Jug, some fellows (who, as it

afterwards appeared, had with a very deep design lain in am-

bush) seized and were carrying her off, when they were per-
ceived by one of the watchmen from the tower, who instantly

gave an alarm, and some warders sallied after them. Jug was

rescued, and the enemy fled through the swamps; but not be-

fore one of them had his head divided into two equal parts by
the hatchet of Keeran Karry, who was always at the head of

the warders, and the life and soul of the whole garrison.
The dead man turned out to be a son of Andrew M'Mahon,

a faction-man of Reuben; but nobody could then guess the

motive for endeavouring to carry off old Jug. H;>uever, that

matter soon became developed. /
Elizabeth was accounted to be very rich, the cleverest wo-

man of her dav, and she had a large demesne into the barsrain:

and, finding the sweets of independence, she refused matrimo-
nial offers from many quarters; but as her castle was, for those

days, a durably safe residence, such as the auctioneers of the

present time would denominate a genuine undeniable man-
sion, the country squires determined she sJiould marry one of

them, since marry willingly she would not but they nearly
fell to loggerheads who should run away with her. Almost

every one of them had previously put the question to her by
fiag of truce, as they all stood in too much awe ef the lady to

do it personally) and at length, teased by their importunities,
she gave notice of her intention to hang the next flag of truce

who brought any such impudent proposals.

Upon this information, they finally agreed to decide b}' lot

who should be the hero to surprise and carry off Elizabeth,
which was considered a matter of danger on account of the

warders, who would receive no other commandant.
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Elizabeth got wind of their design and place of meeting,
which was to be in the old castle of Reuben, near Athy. Ele-

ven or tw elve of the squires privately attended at the appointed
hour, and it was determined that whoever should be the lucky
winner, was to receive the aid and assistance of the others in

bearing away the prize, and o;aining her hand. To this effect,

a league offensive and defensive was entered into between
them one part of which went to destroy Elizabeth's warders,
root and branch; and, to forward their object, it was desirable,

if possible,' to procure some inmate of the cas'le, who, by fair

or foul means, would inform them of the best mode of entry:
this caused the attempt to carry off old Jug Ogie.

However, they were not long in want of a spy: for Eliza-

beth, hearing of their plan from the g^s^oon of Reuben (a ne-

phew of Jug's,) determined to take advantage of it. "My
lady," said Jug Ogie, "pretend to turn me adrift in a dark

night, and give out that my gassoon here was found robbing
vou they'll soon get wind of it, and I'll be the very person
the squires want and then you'll hear all,"

The matter was agreed on, and old Jug Ogie and the gas-

soon were turned out, as thieves to the great surprise of the

warders and the country. But Jug was found and hired, as

she expected; and soon comfortably seated in the kitchen at

Castle Reuben, with the gassoon, whom she took in as kitchen

boy. She gave her tongue its full fling, told a hundred sto-

ries about her "devil of a mistress," and undertook to inform

the squires of the best way to get to her apartment.
Elizabeth was now sure to learn every thing so soon as de-

termined on. ,The faction had arranged all matters for the

capture: the night of its execution approached: the old cook

prepared a good supper for the quality the squires arrived,

and the gassoon had to run only three miles to give the lady

the intelligence. Twelve cavaliers attended, each accompanied

by one of the ablest of his faction, for they were all afraid of

each other, wlienever the wine should rise upwards.
The lots, being formed of straws of different lengths, were

lield by the host, who was disinterested, and the person of

Elizabeth, her fortune, and Moret Castle, fell to the lot of

Cromarty O'Moore, one of the Crem.organ squires, and, ac-

cording to tradition, as able-bodied, stout a man as any in ths

whole county. The rest all swore to assist him till death;

and one in the morning was the time appointed for the sur-

prise of Elizabeth and her castle while in the meantime they

began to enjoy the good supper of old Jug Ogie.

Castle Reuben had been one of the strongest places in the
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county, situated in the midst of a swamp, which rendered it

nearly inaccessible. It had belonged to a natural son of one of

the Geraklines, who had his throat cut by a game-keeper of his

own; and nobody choosing to interfere with the sportsman, he
remained peaceably in possession of the castle, and now ac-

commodated the squires with it during their plot against Eli-

zabeth.

That heroic dame, on her part, was not inactive; she in-

formed her warders of the scheme to force a new master on
her and them; and many a round oath she swore (with cor-

responding gesticulations, the description of which would not

be oyer agreeable to modern readers,) that she never would

grant her favours to man, but preserve her castle and her chas-

tity to the last extremity.
The warders took fire at the attempt of the squires. They

always detested the defensive system; and probably to that

hatred may be attributed a few of the robberies, burglaries,
and burnings, which in those times were little more than oc-

casional pastimes.
"Arrah! lady," said Keeran Karry,

'* how many rogues
'ill there be at Reuben, as you larn, to-night? arrah!"

"I hear only four-and-twenty," said Elizabeth, "besides
the M'Mahons."

"Right, a'nuff," said Keeran, "the fish in the Barrow must
want food this hard weather; and I can't see why the rump of
a rapparee may not make as nice a tit-bit for them as any thing
else."

All then began to speak together, and join most heartil}'^ in

the meditated attack.

"Arrah! run for (he priest," says Ned Regan, "may be

you'd like a touch of his reverence's office first, for fear there

might be any sin in it."

"I thought you'd like him with your brandy, warders," said

Elizabeth, with dignity; "I have him below: he's pra3"ing a

little, and will be up directly. The whole plan is ready for

you, and Jug Ogie has the signal. Here, Keeran," giving him
a green ribbon with a daub of old Squire Fitzgerald, who was

hanged, dangling to the ribbon, "if you and the warders do
not bring me their captain's ear, you have neither the courage
of a weasel, nor nor" (striking her breast hard with her able

hand) "even the revenge of a woman in you."" Arrah, be asy, my lady!" said Keeran,
" be asy ! by my

sowl, we'll bring you four-and-twenty pair, if your ladyship
have any longing for the ears of such villains."

"Now, warders," said Elizabeth, who was too cautious to
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leave her castle totally unguarded, as we are going to be just,

let us be also generous; there's only twent3'-four of them, be-

sides the M'Mahons will be there. Now, it would be an eter-

nal disgrace to Moret, if we went to overpower them by num-

bers: twenty-four chosen warders. Father Murphy and the

corpora], the gassoon and the piper, are all that shall leave the

castle to-night; and if Castle Reuben is let to stand till day-
break to-morrow, I hope none of you will come back to me

again." ^
The priest now made his appearance; he certainly seemed ra-

ther as if he had not been idle below during the colloquy on the

leads; and the deep impressions upon the bottle which he held

in his hand, gave grounds to suppose that he had been very

busy and earnest in his devotions.

"My flock!" said Father Murphy, rather lispingly.
<< Arrah!" said Keeran Karry, "we're not sheep to night:

never mind your flocks just now. Father! give us a couple of

"lasses a piece! time enough for mutton-making."
"You are right, my chickens!" bellowed forth Father Mur-

phy, throwing his old black surtout over his shoulder, leaving

the empty sleeves dangling at full liberty, and putting a knife

and fork in his pocket for ulterior operations: "I forgive

every mother's babe of you every thing you choose to do till

sun-rise: but if you commit any sin after that time, as big even

as the blacks of my nele, 1 can't take charge of yeer sovvls,

without a chance of disappointing you."
All was now in a bustle: the brandy circulated merrily, and

each warder had in his own mind made mince-meat of three or

four of the Reuben faction, whose ears they fancied already in

their pockets. The priest marked down the " De profundis"

in the leaves of his doable manual, to have it ready for the

burials: every man took liis skeen in his belt had a thick

club, with a strong spike at the end of it, slung with a stout

leather thong to his wrist; and under his coat, a sharp broad

hatchet with a black blade and a crooked handle. And thus,

in silence, the twenty-five Moret warders set out with their

priest, the piper, and the gassoon with a copper pot slung over

his shoulders, and a piece of poker in his hand, on their expe-

dition to the castle of Reuben.

Before twelve o'clock, the warders, the priest, Keeran Kar-

ry, and the castle piper, had arrived in the utmost silence and

secrecy. In that sort of large inhabited castle, the principal

entrance was through the fartn-yard, which was, indeed, gene-

rally the only assailable quarter. In the present instance, the

gate was half open, and the house lights appeared to have been
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collected in the rear, as was judged from their reflection in the

water of the Barrow, which ran close under the windows. A
noise was heard, but not of drunkenness; it was a sound as of

preparation for battle. Now and then a clash of steel, as if per-
sons were practising at the sword orskeen for the offensive, was

going forward in the hall; and a loud laugh was occasionally
heard. The warders foresaw it would not be so easy a busi-

ness as they had contemplated, and almost regretted that they
had not brought a less chivahous numerical force.

It was concerted that ten men should creep upon their hands
and feet to tlie front entrance, and await there until, by some
accident, it might be sufficiently open for the ferocious rush
which was to surprise their opponents.
But Keeran, always discreet, had some forethought that more

than usual caution would be requisite. He had counted on

dangers which the others had never dreamt of, and his pru-
dence, in all probability, saved the lives of many of the war-
ders. He preceded his men, crawling nearly on his breast;
he had suspected that a dog overheard them, and a bark soon
confirmed the truth of that suspicion, and announced the pos-
sibility of discovery. Keeran, however, was prepared for this

circumstance; he had filled his pockets with pieces of bacon,

impregnated with a concentrated preparation of nux vomica,
then, and at a much later period, well known to the clergy and

spirituals, I cannot tell for what purpose, nor shall I here "in-

quire. Its effect on dogs was instaritaneous; and the savoury
bacon having rendered them quite greedy to devour it, it had
now an immediate effect on two great mastiffs and a wolf-dog
who roamed about the yard at nights. On taking each a por-
tion, they quickly resigned their share of the contest without
further noise.

Keeran advanced crawling to the door; he found it fast, but

having listened, he soon had reason to conjecture that the in-

mates were too well armed and numerous to make the result of
the battle at all certain. Fie crept back to the hedge and ha-

ving informed the warders of the situation in which they were

placed, they one and all su'ore they would enter or die. The
priest had lain himself down under a hay -stack in the outer

hay-yard, and the piper had retired nobody knew where, nor
in fact did any body care much about him, as he was but a

very indifferent chanter.

Keeran now desired the warders to handle their hatchets,
and be prepared for an attack so soon as they should see the
frontdoor open and hear three strokes on the copper kettle.

The gassoon had left that machine on a spot which he had de-
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scribed near the gate, and Keeran requested that, in case of

any fire, they should not mind it till the kettle sounded. H6
then crawled away, and they saw no more of him.
The moments were precious, and seemed to advance too

fast. At one o'clock a body armed possibly better than them-

selves, and probably more numerous, would surely issue from
the castle on their road to Moret, well prepared for combat.
The result in such a case might be very precarious. The ward-
ers by no means felt pleased with their situation; and the ab-

sence of their leader, priest, and piper gave no additional ideas

of conquest or security. In this state of things near half an
hour had elapsed, when of a sudden they perceived, on the

side of the hay-yard tovvards their own position, a small blaze

of five issue from a corn-stack in a moment another, and ano-

ther! The conflagration was most impetuous; it appeared to be

devouring every thing, but as yet was not perceived by the in-

mates at the rear of the house. At length volumes of flame

illuminated by reflection the waters of the river under the

back windows. The warders now expecting the sally, rubbed
their hands well with bees' wax, and grasped tightly their

hatches, yet moved not: breathless, with a ferocious anxiety,

they avvaited the event in almost maddening suspense. A loud

noise now issued from the interior of the house: the fire was

perceived by the garrison still it might be accidental the

front door was thrown open and near thirty of the inmates

poured out, some fully, others not fully armed. They rushed

into the hay-yard some cried out it was "
treachery!'' whilst

others vociierated "accident! accident!" All was confusion,
and many a stout head afterwards paid for its incredulity.
At that moment the copper kettle was beaten rapidly and

with force: a responsive sound issued from the house the

garrison hesitated, but hesitation was quickly banished; for on
the first blow of the kettle, the warders, in a compact body,
with hideous yells, rushed on the astonished garrison, who had

no conception who their enemies could be. Every hatchet

found its victim; limbs, features, hands, were chopped off

without mercy death ordismeniberment followed nearly every
blow of that brutal weapon, whilst the broad sharp skeenssoon
searched the bodies of the wounded, and almost half the garri-
son were annihilated before they were aware of the foe by whom
they had been surprised. The survivors, however, soon learn-

ed the cause (perhaps merited) of their comrades' slaughter.
The war cry of " A Gerald! a Gerald! a Gerald!" which
now accompanied every crash of the murderous hatchet, or

every plunge of the broad-bladed skeen, informed them who
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they were fighting with: fifteen or sixteen still remained un-

Wounded of the garrison their case was desperate. Keeran

Karry now headed his warders. -The gassoon rapidly and

fiercely struck the copper, in unison with the sound of the fa-

tal weapons, whilst the old and decrepid Jug Ogie, within the

castle, repeated the same sound, thereby leading the garrison

lo believe that to retreat inside the walls would only be to en-

counter a fresh enemy.
The affair, however, was far from being finished; the sur-

vivors rapidly retired, and got in a body to the position first

occupied by Keeran's warders. They were desperate they
knew they must die, and determined not to go alone to the other

regions. The flames still raged with irresistible fury in the

hay-yard. It was Keeran who had set fire to the corn and hay,
which materials produced an almost supernatural height of

blaze and impetuosity of conflagration. The survivors of the

garrison were at once fortified, and concealed from view, by
a high holly hedge, and awaited their turn to become assailants:

it soon arrived. From the midst of the burning ricks in the

hay-yard a shrill and piercing cry was heard to issue, of

*'Ough, murther murther! the devil the devil! ough Holy
Virgin, save me! if there is any marcy, save me!" The voice

was at once recognised by the warriors of Moret as that of

their priest Ned Murphy, who had fallen asleep under a hay-
stack, and never avvakened till the flames had seized upon his

cloak. Bewildered, he knew not how to escape, being met,
wherever he ran, by crackling masses. He roared and cursed

to the full extent of his voice: and gave himself up for lost,

though fortunately, as the materials of his habit did not associate

with flame, he was not dangerously burned, although he suffer-

ed somewhat in his legs. No sooner did they perceive his

situation, than the warders, each man forgetting himself, rush-

ed to save their "clergy," on whom they conceived their own
salvation entirely to depend. They now imagined that the

fight was ended, and prepared to enjoy themselves by tlie plun-
der of Castle Reuben.

This was the moment for the defeated garrison: with a loud

yell of "a Moore, a Moore! a Moore!" they fell in their turn

upon the entangled warders in the hay-yard, five oi whom had
been wounded and one killed in the first fray, whilst many had

subsequently thrown down their hatchets to receive their pas-

tor, and had only their spikes and skeens wherewith to defend

themselves. The battle now became more serious, because

more doubtful, than at its commencement. Several of the

warders were wounded, and four more lay dead at the entrance
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to the hay-yard; their spirit was dashed, and their adversaries

laid on with the fury of desperation. Keeran Karry had re-

ceived two sword-thrusts throucrh his shoulder and could fi,e;ht

no more; but he could do better he could command. He
called to the warders to retreat and take possession of the cas-

tle, which was now untenanted: this step saved them; they re-

tired thither with all possible rapidity, pursued by the former

garrison of the place, who however were not able to enter with

them, but killed another man before the doors were fast closed.

Keeran directed the thick planks and flag stones to be torn up,

theret)}' leaving the hall open to the cellar beneath, as had been
done at Moret. The enemy were at bay at the door, and could

not advance, but, on the other hand, many of the warders ha-

ving, as we before stated, flung away their hatchets, were ill-

armed. The moment was critical: Keeran, however, was ne-

ver at a loss for some expedient; he counted his men; five had
been killed in the hay-yard, and one just outside the vi'alls;

several others were wounded, amongst whom was the piper,
who had been asleep. Keeran told the warders that he feared

the sun might rise on their destruction, if something were not

immediately done. '' Are there," said he,
" five among ye,

who are willing to swap your lives for the victory?" Every
man cried out for himself and I! I! I! echoed through
the hall. "Well!" said Keeran, who without delay directed

five men and the gassoon with the copper kettle, to steal out

at the back of the castle, creep through the hedges, and get
round directly into the rear of the foe before they attacked; ha-

ving succeeded in which, they were immediately to advance

beating the vessel strongly. "They will suppose," said the

warlike Keeran, " that it is a reinforcement, and we shall then

return the sound froai within. If they believe it to be a rein-

forcement, they will submit to mercy: if not, we'll attack them
front and rear and as our numbers are pretty equal, very few
of us on either side will tell the story to ourchilder! but we'll

have as srood a chance as them villains."O
This scheme was carried into immediate execution, and com-

pletel}' succeeded. The enemy, who were now grouped out-

side the door, hearing the kettle in the rear, supposed that they
should be at once attacked by a sally and from behind. Thinking
that they had now only to choose between death and submis-

sion, the mercy, which was offered, they accepted; and peep-

o'day being arrived, the vanquished agreed to throw their arms
into the well, to swear before the priest thatthey never would

disturb, or aid in disturbing, Lady Elizabeth, or the castle of

Moret, that no man on either side should be called upon b}'-
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law for liis fighting that night; and finally, that the person
who had succeeded in drawing the lot for Elizabeth, should de-

liver up the lock of his hair that grew next his ear to testify

his submission: this latter clause, however, was stipulated

needlessly, as Cromarty O'Moore was discovered in the farm-

yard, with nearly all his face cut off, and several skeen wounds
in his arms and body. Early in the morning, the dead were
buried without noise or disturbance, and both parties breakfasted

together in perfect cordiality and good-humour: those who fell

were mostly tenants of the squires. The priest, having had

his burnt legs and arm dressed with chewed herbs by Jug Ogie,
said a full mass, and gave all parties double absolution, as the

affair was completed by the rising of the sun. The yard was
cleared of blood and havock; the warders and garrison parted
in perfect friendship; and the former returned to the castle,

bringing back Jug Ogie to her impatient mistress. Of the

warders, tiiirteen returned safe; six remained behind badly

[ided, and six were dead. Keeran's wounds were severe,

jy soon healed; and Elizabeth afterwards resided at Mo-
averylaie period in the reign of George the First. Reu-

"soon changed its occupant, M'Mahon, who was hanged for

the murder of his master: and that part of the country has since

become one of the most civilized of the whole province.
I have given the foregoing little history in full, inasmuch as

it is but little known, is strictly matter of fact, and exhibits a

curious picture of the state of Irish society and manners in or

about the vear 1690.
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IRISH GENTRY AND THEIR RETAINERS.

Instances of attachment formerly of the lower orders of Irish to the gentry A
field of corn of my father's reaped in one night without his knowledge

My grandfather's servants cut a man's eai's off by misinterpretation My
grandfather and grandmother tried for the fact Acquitted The coUiers of

Donane Their fidelity at my election at Ballynakill, 1790.

The numerous and remarkable instances, which came within

my own observation, of mutual attachment between the Irish

peasantry and their landlords in former times, would fill vo-

lumes. A few only will suffice, in addition to what i|i^S9^
ready been stated, to show the nature of that reciprocal goon-
will, which, on many occasions, was singularly useful to h^\h:

and in selecting these instances from such as occurred in my
own family, I neither mean to play the vain egotist nor to

determine generals by particulars, since good landlords and at-

tached peasantry were then spread over the entire face of Ire-

land, and bore a great proportion to the whole country.
I remember that a very extensive field of corn of my father's

had once become too ripe, inasmuch as all the reapers in the

country were employed in getting in their own scanty crops
before they shedded. Some of the servants had heard my fa-

ther regret that he could not by possibility get in his reapers
without taking them from these little crops, and that he would
sooner lose his own.

This field was within full view of our windows. My father

had given up the idea of being able to cut his eorn in due time.

One morning, when he rose, he could not believe his sight:
he looked rubbed his eyes called the servants, and asked

them if they saw any thing odd in the field: they certainly
did for, on our family retiring to rest the night before, the

whole body of the peasantry of the country, after their hard

labour during the day, had come upon the great field, and had

reaped and stacked it before dawn! None of them would even

tell him who had a hand in it. Similar instances of affection

repeatedly took place; and no tenant on any of the estates of

my family was ever distrained, or even pressed, for rent.
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Their p;ratitude for this knew no bounds; and the only indivi-

duals who ever annoyed them were the parsons, by their proc-

tors, and the tax-o;atherers for hearth-money; and thoM'?;h hard

cash was scant with both landlord and tenant, and no small

bank notes had got into circulation, provisions were plentiful,
and but little inconvenience was experienced by the peasantry
from want of a circulating medium. There vvas constant resi-

dence and work: no banks and no machinery: and though
the people might not be quite so refined, most undoubtedly
they were vastly happier.

But a much more characteristic proof than the foregoing of

the extraordinary devotion of the lower to the higher orders in

Ireland, in former times, occurred in my family, and is on
record.

My grandfather, Mr. French, of County Galvvay, was a re-

markably small, nice little man, but of an extremely irritable

temperament. He vvas an excellent swordsman; and, as was
often the case in that county, proud to excess.

S^j|& relics of feudal arrogance frequently set the neighbours
and th eir adherents together by the ears: my grandfather had
conceived a contempt for, and antipathy to, a sturdy half-
Wiown/et^ gentleman, one Mr. Dennis Bodkin, who, havingan
independent mind, entertained an equal aversion to the arro-

gance of my grand-father, and took every possible opportunity
of irritating and opposing him.

My giandmother, an O'Brien, was high and proud steady
and sensible; but disposed to be rather violent at times in her

contempts and animosities, and entirely agreed with her hus-
band in his detestation of Mr. Dennis Bodkin.
On some occasion or other, Mr. Dennis had outdone his usual

outdoings, and cha:i;rined the squire and his lady most outra-

geously. A large company dined at my grandfather's, and

my grandmother launched out in her abuse of Dennis, con-

cluding her exordium by an hyperbole of hat-ed expressed,
but not at all meant, in these words: '! wish the fellow's
ears were cut off! that mioht quiet him."

It passed over as usual: the subject was changed, and all went
on com.fortably till supper; at which time, when every body
was in full glee, the old butler, Ned Regan (who had drank

enough) came in: joy was in his eye; and whispering some-

thing to his mistress which she did not comprehend, he put a

large snuff-box into her hand. Fancying it was some whim of
her old domestic, she opened the box and shook out its contents:

when, lol a considerable portion of a pair of bloody ears drop-
ped on the table! The horror and surprise of the company ma}*



0-4 IRISH GENTRY

be conceived: upon which old Ned exclaimed <
Sure, my

lady, you wished that Dennis Bodkin's ears were cut off; so I

told old Gahagan (the game-keeper,) and he took a few boys
with him, and broui2;ht back Dennis Bodkin's ears and there

they are; and I hope you are plazed, my lady!"
The scene may be imagined; but its results had like to have

been of a more serious nature. The sportsman and the boys
were ordered to get off as fast as they could; but my grandfa-
ther and grandmother were held to heavj' bail, and were tried

at the ensuing assizes at Gaiway. The evidence of the entire

company, however, united in proving that my grandmother
never had an idea of any such order, and that it was a mistake
on the part of the servants. They were, of course, acquitted.
The sportsman never re-appeared in the county till after the

death of Dennis Bodkin, which took place three years subse-

quently.
This anecdote may give the reader an idea of the devotion

of servants, in those days, to their masters. The q|^||^f
things is now reversed and the change of times cannc

ter proved than b_v the propensity servants noiv havi

(and, if convenient, murder) the families from whom t!.

rive their daily bread. Where the remote error lies, I know
not; but certainly the ancient fidelity of domestics seems to

be totally out of fashion with those gentry at present.
A more recent instance of the same feeling as that illustrated

by the two former anecdotes, namely, the devotion of the

country people to old settlers and families, occurred to my-
self, which, as I am upon the subject, I will now mention. I

stood a contested election in the year 1790, for the borough
of Bollynakill, for which my ancestors had returned two mem-
bers to parliament during nearly two hundred years. It was

usurped by tiie Marquis of Drogheda, and I contested it.

On the day of the election, my eldest brother and myself

being candidates, and the business preparing to begin, a cry
was heard that the whole colliery was coming down from Do-

nane, about ten miles off. The returning officer, Mr. French,^
lost no time: six voters were polled against me; mine were re-

fused generally in mass; the books were repacked, and the poll

declared the election ended, and my opponents just retiring
from the town, when seven or eight hundred colliers entered

it with colours flying and pipers playing; their faces were all

blackened, and a more tremendous assemblage was scarce ever

seen. After the usual shoutin2;s, &c. the chief captain came

up to me: "Counsellor, dear!" said he, "we're all co(ne from

Donane to help vour honour against the villains that oppose
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you: we're the bovs that can tittivate! Barrington for ever!

hurra!" Then coming close to me, and lovverinsi; his tone, he

added, "Counsellor, jewel! which of the villains shall we
settle first?''
To quiet him, 1 shook his black hand, told him nobody

should be hurt, and that the gentlemen had all left the town.

"Why, then, counsellor," said he, "we'll be after overtaking
them. Barrington for ever! Donane, boys!"

I feared that I had no control over the riotous humour of the

colliers, and knew but one mode of keeping them quiet. I de-

sired Billy Howard, the innkeeper, to bring out all the ale he

had; and having procured many bairels in addition, together
with all the bread and cheese in the place, I set them at it as hard

as might be. I told them I was sure of Deing elected in Dub-

lin, and ^^ to stay asy'' (their ov\n language;) and in a little

time I made them as tractable as lambs. They made a bonfire

in the evening, and about ten o'clock I left them as happy and

merr^^set of colliers as ever existed. Such as were able

strqJ|[^Back in the night, and the others next mortiing, and

not^BfBghtest injury was done to any body or any thing.
TllW'was a totally unexpecied and voluntary proof of the

disinterested and ardent attachment of the Irish country peo-

ple to all whom they thought would protect or procure them

justice.

VOL, I.
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MY EDUCATION.

My godfathers Lord Maryborough Personal description and extraordinary
character of Air. Michael Lodge My early education At home At school

My private tutor, Rev. P. Crawley, desribe Defects of the University

course Lord Donoughmore's father Anecdote of the \'ice-Provost A
country sportnnan's educatio^i.

My godfathers were INIr. Pool of Ballyfin, and Captain

Pigott of Brocologh Park; and I must have been a very plea-
sant infant, for Mr. Pool, having no children, desired to take

me home with him, in which case I should probably
out of feather a very good person and a very kind fri^

present Lord Marj'borough, whom Mr. Poolafterwan

ed whilst a midshipman in the navy, and bequeathec
noble demesne and a splendid estate near my father's,

family have always supported Lord Maryborough for Queen's

County, and his lordship's tenants supported me in my hard-

contested election for Maryborough in 1800.

No public functionary could act more laudably than Mr.
Pool did whilst secretary in Ireland ; and it must be a high

gratification to him to reflect that, in the year 1800, he did

not abet the degradation of his country.

Captain Pigott expressed the same desire to patronise me as

Mr. Pool ; received a similar refusal, and left his property, I

believe, to a parcel of hospitals : whilst I was submitted to the

guardianship of Colonel Jonah Barrington,and the instructions

of Mr. Michael Lodge, a person of very considerable conse-

quence in my early memoirs, and to whose ideas and eccen-

tricities I really believe I am indebted for a great proportion
of my own, and certainly not the worst of them.

Mr. Cieorge Lodge had married a love-daughter of old Ste-

phen Fitzgerald, Esq. of Bally Thomas, who by affinity was a

rel itive of the house of Cullenaghmore, and from this union

sprang Mr. Michael Lodge.
I shall never forget his figure ! he was a tall man with thin

legs and great hands, and was generally biting one of his nails

whilst employed in teaching me. The top of his head was
half bald ; his hair was clubbed with a rose-ribbon ; a tight
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Stock, with a large silver buckle to it behind, appeared to be

almost choking him : his chin and jaws were very long and
he used to hang his under jaw, shut one eye, and look up to

the ceiling, when he was thinking or trying to recollect any
thing.

Mr. Michael Lodge had been what is called a Matross in

the artillery service. ]My grandfather had got him made a

ganger ;
but he was turned adrift for letting a poor man do

something wrong about distilling. He then became a land-

surveyor and architect for the farmers : he could farry, cure

cows of the murrain, had numerous secrets about cattle and

physic, and was accounted the best bleeder and bone-setter in

that county all of which healing accomplishments he exer-

cised gratis. He was also a famous brewer and accountant
in fine, was every thing at Cullenagh: steward, agent, caterer,

farmer, sportsman, secretary, clerk to the colonel as a magis-
trate, and also clerk to Mr. Barret as the parson : but he would
not sing a stave in church, though he'd chant indefatigably in

the^teiAl. He had the greatest contempt for women, and used
to ^pPthe maid-servants ; whilst the men durst not vex him,
as he was quite despotic ! He had a turning-lathe, a number of

grinding-stones, and a carpenter's bench, in his room. He
used to tin the sauce-pans, which act he called chymistry;
and I have seen him, like a tailor, putting a new cape to his

riding-coat! He made all sorts of nets, and knit stockings ; but
above all he piqued himself on the variety and depth of his

learning.
Under the tuition of this Mr. Michael Lodge, who was sur-

named the " wise man of Cullenaghmore." I was placed at

four years of age, to learn as much of the foregoing as he could
teach me in the next five years : at the expiration of which pe-
riod he had no doubt of my knowing as much as himself, and
then (he said) I should go to school '' to teach the master. ^^

This idea of teaching the master was the greatest possible
incitement to me; and as there was no other child in the house,
I never was idle, but was as inquisitive and troublesome as

can be imagined. Every thing was explained to me ; and I

not only got on surprisingly, but my memory was found to be
so strong, that Mr. Michael Lodge told my grandfather half
learning would answer me as well as whole learning would
another child. In truth, before my sixth year, I was making
a very great hole in Mr. Lodge's stock of information (forti-
fication and gunnery excepted,) and I verily believe he only
began to learn many things himself when he commenced teach-

ing them to me.
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He took me a regular course by Horn-book, Primer, Spell-
ing-book, Reading made-eas)', ^sop's Fables, &c.: but I soon

aspired to such of the old library books as h^d pictures in

them ; and particularly, a very large History of the Bible with
cuts was my constant study. Hence I knew how every saint
was murdered ; and Mr. Lodge not only told me that each

martyr had a painter to take his likeness before death, but also

fully explained to me how they had all sat for their pictures,
and assured me that most of them had been murdered by the

Papists. I recollect at this day the faces of every one of them
at their time of martyrdom ;

so strongly do youthful impres-
sions sink into the mind, when derived from objects which at
the time were viewed with interest.*

Be this as it may. however, my wise man, Mr. Michael Lodge^
used his heart, head, and hands, as zealously as he could to teach
me most things that he did know, and many things he did not
know

; but with a skill which none of our school-masters prac-
tise, he made me think he was only am.using instead of givingme
a task. The old man tried to make me inquisitive., and iAfcied
to ask about the thing which he wanted to explain to i^iPand
consequently, at eight years old I could read prose and poetry,
write text, draw a house, a horse, and a gam.e-cock, tin a cop-
per saucepan, and turn my own tops. I could do the manual ex-
ercise with my grandfather's crutch

; and had learnt, besides,
how to make bullets, pens, and black-ball

; to dance a jig, sing
a cronane, and play the Jew's harp. Michael also showed me,
out of scripture, hov/ the world stood stock still whilst the sun
was galloping round it

;
so that it was no easy matter at col-

lege to satisfy me as to the Copernican system. In fact, the
old Matross gave me such a various and whimsical assem-

blage of subjects to think about, that tny young brain imbibed
as many odd, chivalrous, and puzzling theories as would drive
some children out of their senses ; and, truly, I found it no

easy matter to get rid of several of them when it became abso-

lutely necessary, \\h.\\st- some I shall certainly retain till my
deatii's day.

This course of education I most sedulously followed, until
it pleased God to suspend my learning by the death of my-

*
Formerly the chimneys were all covered v.ith tile^, having scripture-

pieces, examples of natural histon,-, &.c. daubed on them
; and there being a

great variety, the father or mother (sitting of a winter's evening round the
hearth with the young ones) explained the meaning of the tiles out of the
Bible, &c. ; so that the impression was made without being called a lesson,
and the child acquired knowledge without thinking that it was being taugjit.
So far as it went, this w^s one of the best modes of instruction.
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grandfather, on whom I doated. He had taught me the broad-

sword exercise with his cane, how to snap a pistol, and shoot

with the bow and arrow
; and had bespoktn a little quarter-

staff to perfect me in that favourite exercise of his youth, by
which he had been enabled to knock a gentle van's brains out

for a wager, on the ridge of iVIar\ borough, in company with

the grandfather of the present Judge Arthur Moore, of the

Common Pieas of Ireland. It is a whimsical gratification to

me, to think that I do not at this moment forget much of the

said instruction which I received either from Michael Ledge,
the Matross, or from Colonel Jonah Barrington, though after

a lapse of nearly sijity years !

A new scene was now to be opened to me. I was carried

to Dublin, and put to the famous schoolmaster of that day,
Dr. Ball, of St. Michael-a-Powel's, Ship-street ; and here my
puzzling commenced in good earnest. 1 was required to learn

the English Grammar in the Latin tongue :,
and to translate

languages without imderstanding any of them. I was taught

prosody without verse, and rhetoric without composition ; and
before*I had ever heard any oration except a sermon, I was

flogged for not minding my emphasis in recitation. To com-*-

plete my satisfaction, for fear I should be idle during the

course of the week, castigation was regularly administered

every Monday morning, to give me, by anticipation, a sample
of what the repetition-day might produce.

However, notwithstanding all this, I worked my waj-, got
two premiums, and at length was reported fit to be placed under
the hands of a private tutor, by whom I was to ht finished for

the University.
That tutor was well known many years in Digges-stveet,

Dublin, and cut a still mbre extraordinary figure than the Ma-
tross. He was the Rev. Patrick Crawlv, Rector of Killgob-
bin, whose son, my schoolfellow, was hanged a few years ago
for murdering two old women with a shoemaker's hammer.

My tutor's person was, in my imagination, of the same genus
as that of Caliban. His feet covered a considerable space of

any room wherein he stood, and his thumbs were so large that

he could scarcely hold a book without hiding more than half

the page of it : though bulky himself, his clothes doubled the

dimensions proper to suit his body; and an immense frowzy
wig, powdered once a week, covered a head which, for size

and form, might vie with a quarter-cask.
Vaccination not having as yet plundered horned-cattle of

their disorders, its predecessor had left evident proofs of at-

tachment to the rector's countenance. That old Christian
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malady, the small-pox, which had resided so many centuries

amongst our ancestors, and which modern innovations have
endeavoured to undermine, had placed his features in a perfect
state of compactness and security each being screwed quite
tight to its neighbour, and every seam appearing deep and
gristly, so that the whole visage appeared to defy alike the

edge of the sharpest scalpel and the skill of the most expert
anatomist.

Yet this was as good-hearted a parson as ever lived : affec-

tionate, friendly, and, so far as Greek, Latin, Prosody, and
Euclid went, excelled by few: and under him 1 acquired, in

one year, more classical knowledge, than 1 had done during
the former six, whence I was enabled, out of thirty-six pupils,
early to obtain a place in the University of Dublin.
The college course, at that time, though a very learned one,

was ill arranged, pedantic, and totally out of sequence. Stu-
dents were examined in " Locke on the Human Understand-

ing," before their own had arrived at the first stage of matu-

rity ; and Euclid was pressed upon their reason before any one
of them could comprehend a single problem. We were set to

work at the most abstruse sciences before we had well digested
the simpler ones, and posed ourselves at optics, natural philo-

sophy, ethics, astronomv, mathematics, metaphysics, &c. &c.
without the l^ast relief from belles-lettres, modern history,

geography, or poetry ; in short, without regard to any of those

acquirements the classics excepted, which form essential parts
of a gentlemarTs education.*

Nevertheless, I jogged on with bene for the classics satis
for the sciences and mediocriter for mathematics. I had,

* Mr. Ilutcliinson, a later provost, father of Lord Donoiig-limore, went into

the opposite extreme ; a most excellent classic scholar himself, he wished to

introduce every elegant branch of erudition : to cultivate the modern lan-

guages, in short, to adapt the course to the education of men of rank as well

as-^TOen of science. The plan was most laudable, but was voted not monastic

enoug> indeed, a polished gentleman would have operated like a ghost
amongst those pedantic fellows.

Air. Hutchinson went too far in proposing a riding house. The scheme drew
forth from Dr. Duigenan a pamphet called " Pranceriana," which turned the

project and projector into most consummate, but very coarse and ill-natured

vid.cule.

Doctor Barret, late vice-provost, dining at the table of the new provost, who
lived in a style of elegance attempted by none of his predecessors, helped
himself to wljat he thought a peach, but which happened to be a shape made
of ice. On taking it into his mouth, never having tasted ice before, he sup-

]>osed, from the pang given to his teeth and the shock which his tongue and
mouth instantly received, thut the sensation was produced bj' heat. Starting

up, therefore, he cried out (and it was the first oat!i he had ever uttered,)
*"l'm scalded, by G d !" r:iii home, and sent for the next apothecary !
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however, the mortification of seeing the stupidest fellows I ever

met, at school or college, beat me out of the field in some of

the examinations, and very justly obtain premiums for sciences

which I could not bring within the scope of my comprehen-
sion.

My consolation is, that many men of superior talent to my-
self came off no better ; and I had the satisj'aciion of knowing
that some of the most erudite, studious, and distinguished of

my contemporary collegians, went raving and others melan-

choly mad ; and I do believe, that there are at this moment
five or six of the most eminent of my academic rivals roaring
in asylums for lunatics.

When I seek amusement by tracing the fate of such of my
school and college friends as 1 can get information about, I

find that many of the most promising and conspicuous have
met untimely ends ; and that most of those men whose great
talents distinguished them first in the university and after-

wards at the bar, had entered, as sizers, for provision as well

as for learning: indigence and genius were thus jointly con-

cerned in their merited elevation
; and I am convinced that the

finest abilities are frequently buried alive in affluence and in

luxury.
The death of my grandmother, which now took place, made

a very considerable change in my situation, and 1 had sense

enough, though still very young, to see the necessity of turning

my mind towards a preparation for some lucrative profession
either law, physic, divinity, or war.

*

1 debated on all these, as I thought, with great impartiality;
the pedantry of college disgusted me with clericals

;
wooden

legs put me out of conceit with warfare ; the horror of death
made me shudder at medicine ; and whilst the law was but a

lottery-trade, too precarious for my taste, manufacture was too

humiliating for my pride. Nothing, on the other hand, could
induce me to remain a walking gentleman: and so, every occu-

pation that I could think of having its peculiar disqualification,
I remained a considerable time in a state of great uncertainty
and disquietude.

Meanwhile, although my choice had nothing to do with the

matter, I got almost imperceptibly engaged in that species of

profession exercised by a young sportsman, whereby I was
initiated into a number of accomplishments ten times worse
than the negative ones of the walking gentleman : namely,
riding, drinking, dancing, carousing, hunting, shooting, fishing,

fighting, racing, cock-fighting, &c. &c.
After my grandmother's death, as my father's country-house
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was my home, so my two elder brothers became my tutors

the rustics my pi'ecedents and a newspaper my literature.

However, the foundation for my propensities had been two well

laid to be easily rooted up ; and whilst I certainly, for a while,

indulged in the habits of those around me, I was not at all idfe

as to the pursuits I had been previously accustomed to. I had

a pretty good assortment of books of mv own, and seldom

passed a day without devoting some part of it to reading or

letter-writine; ;
and though I certainly somewhat mis-spent, I

cannot accuse myself of having lost, the period I passed at

Bladsfort since I obtained therein a full insight into the man-

ners, habits and dispositions of the different classes of the

Irish, in situations and under circumstances which permitted
nature to exhibit her traits without restraint or caution : build-

ing on which foundation, my greatest pleasure has ever been

that of adding to and embellishing the superstructure which my
experience and observation have since conspired to raise.

It is quite impossible I can give a better idea of the dissipa-

tion of that period, into which 1 was thus phmged, than by

describing an incident I shall never forget, and which occur-

red very soon after my first entree into the sporting sphere.
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IRISH DISSIPATION IN 1778.

The Huntsman's cottage Preparations for a seven days' carousal A cock-

fightWelsh main Harmony A cow and a hogshead of wine consumed by

the party Comparison between former dissipation and that of tlie present

day A dandy at dinner in Bond-street Captain Parsons iloye and his ne-

phewCharacter and description of both The nephew disinherited by his

uncle for dandyism Curious anecdote of Dr. Jenkins piercing Admiral

Cosby 's fist.

Close to the kennel of my father's hounds, he had built a

small cottage, which was occupied solely by an old huntsman,
his older wife, and his nephew, a whipper-in. The chace, and

the bottle, and the piper, were the enjoyments of winter ;
and

nothing could recompense a suspension of these enjoyments.

My elder brother, justly apprehending that the frost and

snow of Christmas might probably prevent their usual occu-

pation of the chace, determined to provide against any listless-

ness during the shut-up period, by an uninterrupted match of

what was called ''hard going," till the weather should break

up.
A hogshead of superior claret was therefore sent to the cot-

tage of old Quin the huntsman ; and a fat cow, killed, and

plundered of her skin, was hung up by the heels. All the

windovv^s were closed to keep out the light. One room, filled

with straw and numierous blankets, was destined for a bed-

chamber in common ;
and another was prepared as a kitchen

for the use of the servants. Claret, cold, mulled, or btittered,

was to be the beverage for the whole company ; and in addition

to the cow above mentioned, chickens, bacon and bread were

the only admitted viands. Wallace and B osey, my father's and

my brother's pipers, and Doyle, a blind but a famous fiddler,

were employed to enliven the banquet, which it was determined

should continue till the cow became a skeleton, and the claret

should be on its stoop.

My two elder brothers ; two gentlemen of the name of

Taylor (one of them afterwards a writer in India;) a Mr.

Barrington Lodge, a rough songster; Frank Skelton, a jester
VOL. I, 9
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and a Initt; Jemmy Moffat, the most knowing sportsman of

the neighbourhood , and two other sporting gentlemen of the

county, composed the pei'manoit bacchanalians. A few vi-

siters were occasionally admitted.

As for myself, I was too unseasoned to go through more
than the first ordeal, which was on a frosty St- Stephen's day,
when the '" hard goers^^ partook of their opening banquet, and
several neighbours were invited, to honour the commencement
of what they called their "

shut-up pilg?'image.'"
The old huntsman was the only male attendant; and his an-

cient spouse, once a kitchen-maid in the family, now somewhat

resembling the amiable Leonarda in Gil Bias, was the cook ;

whilst the drudgery fell to the lot of the whipper-in. A long
knife was prepared to cut coUops from the cow ;

a large turf fire

seemed to court the gridiron ;
the pot bubbled up as if proud

of its contents, whilst plump white chickens floated in crowds

upon the surface of the water; the simmering potatoes, just

bursting their drab surtouts, exposed the delicate whiteness of

their u\ealv bosoms
;

the claret was tapped, and the long-

earthen wide-mouthed pitchers stood gaping under the impa-
tient cock, to receive their portions. The pipers plied their

chants ; the fiddler tuned his cremona
;
and never did any feast

commence with more auspicious appearances of hilarity and

dissipation, appearances which were not doomed to be falsified.

I shall never forget the attraction this novelty had for my
youthful mind. All thoughts but those of good cheer were for

the time totally obliterated. A few curses v/ere, it is true, re-

quisite to spur on old Leonarda's skill, but at length the ban-

quet entertd: the luscious smoked bacon, bedded on its cab-

bage mattress, and partly obscured by its own savoury steam,

might have tempted the most fastidious of epicures ; whilst

the round trussed chickens, ranged by the half dozen on hot

pewter dishes, turned up their white plump merry-thoughts

exciting equally the eye and appetite : fat collops of the hang-

ing cow, sliced indiscriminately from her tenderest points,

grilled over the clear embers upon a shining gridiron, half

drowned in their own luscious juices, and garnished with little

pyramids of congenial shalots, smoked at the bottom of the

well-furnished board. A prologue of cherry-bounce (brandy)

preceded the entertainment, which was enlivened by hob-nobs

and joyous toasts.

Numerous toasts, in fact, as was customar)' in those days,
intervened to prolong and give zest to the repast every man
shouted forth his fair favourite, or convivial pledge ; and each

voluntarily surrendered a portion of his own reason, in bum-
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pers to the beauty of his neighbour's toast. The pipers jerked
from their bags appropriate planxties to every jolly sentiment :

the jokers cracked the usual jests and ribaldry : one songster
chanted the joys of wine and women ; another gave, in full

glee, the pleasures of the fox-chace : the fiddler sawed his mer-

riest jigs : the old huntsman sounded his horn, and thrusting
his fore-finger into his ear (to aid the quaver,) gave the view

holloa/ of nearly ten minutes' duration ;
to which melody talli/

ho! was responded by every stentorian voice. A fox's brush

stuck into a candlestick, in the centre of the table, was worship-

ped as a divinity! Claret flowed bumpers were multiplied
and chickens, in the garb of spicy spitchcocks, assumed the

name of devils to whet the appetites which it was impossible
to conquer !

My reason gradually began to lighten me of its burden, and
in its last efforts kindly suggested the straw-chamber as my
asylum. Two couple of favourite hounds had been introduced
to share in the jovous pastime of their friends and master

; and
the deep bass of their throats, excited by the shrillness of the

huntsman's tenor, harmonized by two rattling pipers, a jigging
fiddler, and twelve voices, in twelve different keys, all bellow-

ing in one continuous unrelenting chime was the last point
of recognition which Bacchus permitted me to exercise : for

my eyes began to perceive a much larger company than the

room actually contained ; the lights were more than doubled,
without any virtual increase of their number; and even th'e

chairs and tables commenced dancing a series of minuets be-

fore me. A faint tally ho! was attempted by my reluctant

lips ; but I believe the effort was unsuccessful, and I very soon

lost, in the straw-room, all that brilliant consciousness of exist-

ence, in the possession of which the morning had found me so

happy.
Just as I was closing my eyes to a twelve hours' slumber, I

distinguished the general roar of " stole away!
"*

which rose
almost up to the very roof of old Quin's cottage.
At noon, next day, a scene of a different nature was exhi-

bited. I found, on waking, two associates by my side, in as

perfect insensibility as that from which I had just aroused.
Our piper seemed indubitably dead ! but the fiddler, who had
the privilege of age and blindness, had taken a hearty nap, and
seemed as much alive as ever.

The room of banquet had been re-arranged by the old wo-
man : spitchcocked chickens, fried rashers, and broiled mar-
row-bones appeared struggling for precedence. The clean
cloth looked, itself, fresh and exciting: jugs of mulled and

\
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buttered claret foamed hot upon the refurnished table, and a
better or heartier breakfast I never in my life enjoyed.
A few members of the jovial crew had remained all night

at their postsj I)ut I suppose alternately took some rest, as

they seemed not at all affected by their repletion. Soap and
hot water restored at once their spirit? and their persons; and
it was determined that the rooms should be ventilated and
cleared out for a cock-fight, to pass time till the approach of

dinner.

In this battle-royal, every man backed his own bird; twelve
of which courageous animals were set down together to fight
it out the survivor to gain all. In point of principle, the

battle of the Horatii and Curiatii was re-acted; and in about

an hour, one cock crowed out his triumph over the mangled
body of his last opponent; being himself, strange to say, but

little wounded. The other eleven lay dead; and to the victor

was unanimously voted a writ of ease, with sole monarchy-
over the hen-roost for the remainder of his days ; and I re-

member him, for many years, the proud commandant of his

poultry-yard and seraglio. Fresh visiters were introduced

each successive day, and the seventh morning had arisen be-

fore the feast broke up. As that day advanced, the cow was

proclaimed to have furnished her full quantum of good dishes;

the claret was upon its stoop; and the last gallon, mulled with

a pound of spices, was drank in tumblers to the next merry-

meeting ! All now retired to their natural rest, until the even-

ing announced a different scene.

An early supper, to be partaken of by all the young folks,

of both sexes, in the neighbourhood, was provided in the

dwelling-house, to terminate the festivities. A dance, as usu-

al, wound up the entertainment and what was then termed a
"
raking pot of tea," put a finishing stroke, in jollity and good-

humour, to such a revel as I never saw before, and, I am sure,
shall never see again.
When I compare with the foregoing the habits of the present

day, and see the grandsons of those joyous and vigorous

sportsmen mincing their fish and tit-bits at their favourite box
in Bond-street; amalgamating their ounce of sallad on a silver

saucer; employing six sauces to coax one appetite; burning

up the palate to make its enjoyments the more exquisite ; sip-

ping their acid claret, disguised by an olive or neutralized by
a chesnut; lisping out for the scented waiter, and paying him
the price of a feast for the modicum of a Lilliputian, and the

pa\ of a captain for the attendance of a blackguard ;
it amuses

me extremely, and makes me speculate on what their fore-fa-
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thers would have done to those admirable Epicenes, if they
had had them at the "

Pilgrimage" in the huntsman's cot.

To these extremes ot former roughness and modern afFec-

tati<n, it would require the pen of such a writer as Fielding
to do ample justice. It may, however, afford our reader some
diversion to trace the degrees which led from the grossness
of the former down to the effeminacy of the latter ; and these

may, m a great measure, be collected from the various inci-

dents which will be found scattered throughout these sketches

of sixty solar revolutions.

Nothing indeed can better illustrate the sensation which the

grandfathers, or even aged fathers, of these slim lads of the

Bond-street establishments, must have felt upon finding their

offspring in the occupation I have just mentioned, than a story

relating to Captain Parsons Hoye, of County Wicklow, who
several years since met with an instance of the kind at Hud-
son's in Covent-Garden.
A nephew of his, an effeminate young fellow, who had re-

turned from travelling, and who expected to be his heir, acci-

dentally came into the coftte-room. Neither uncle nor ne-

phew knew each other; but old Parsons' disgust at the dandi-

fied manners, language, and dress of the youth, gave rise to

an occurrence which drew from the bluff seaman epithets ra-

ther too coarse to record : the end of it was, that, when Par-

sons discovered the relationship of the stranger, he struck hira

out of a will which he had made, and died very soon after, as

if on purpose to mortify the macaroni !

We will take this opportunity of subjoining an accurate de-

scription of the person of Captain Parsons Hoye, thereby en-

abling oUr reader to estimate the singularity of his collision

with the dandy.
Commodore Trunnion was a civilized man, and a beauty

(but a fool,) compared to Parsons Hoye. He had a moderate

hereditary property near Wicklow ; had been a captain in the

royal navy ;
was a bad farmer, a worse sportsman, and a blus-

tering justice of peace: but great at potation ! and what was

called,
'' in the main, a capital fellow." He was nearly as

boisterous as his adopted element : his voice was always as if

on the quarter-deck ;
and the whistle of an old boatswain, who

had been decapitated by his side, hung as a memento, by a

thong of leather, to his waistcoat button-hole. It was fre-

quently had recourse to, and, whenever he wanted a word, sup-

plied the deficiency.
In form the Captain was squat, broad, and coarse : a large

purple nose, with a broad crimson chin to match, were the
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only features of any consequence in his countenance, except a

couple of good enough bloodshot eyes, screened by most ex-

uberant grizzle eye-lashes. His powdered wig had behind it

a queue in the form of a hand-spike, and a couple of rolled-up

paste curls, like a pair of carronades, adorned its broad-sides ;

a blue coat, with slash cuffs and plenty of navy buttons, sur-

mounted a scarlet waistcoat the skirts of which, he said, he

would have of their enormous length, because it assured him
that the tailor had put all the cloth in it; a black Barcelona

adorned his neck ; an old round hat bordered with gold lace,

pitched on one side of his head, and turned up also on one

side, with a huge cockade stuck into a buttonless loop, gave
him a swaggering air. He bore a shillelagh, the growth of

his own estate, in a fist which would cover more ground than

the best shoulder of wether mutton in a London market.* Yet

the Captain had a look of generosity, good nature, benevolence

and hospitality, which his features did their very best to con-

ceal, and which none but a good physiognomist could possibly
discover.

* I once saw the inconvenience ofthat species offist strongly exemplified.
The late Admiral Cosby, of Stradbally Hall, had as large and as brown a fist as

any admiral in His Majesty's service Happening one day unfortunately to lay
jt on the table during dinner, at Colonel Fitzgerald's, Merrion Square, a Mr.

Jenkins, a half-blind doctor, who chanced to sit next to the admiral, cast his

eye upon the fist: the imperfection of his vision led him to believe it was a

French roll of bread, and, without further ceremony, the doctor thrust his

fork plump into the admiral's fist. The confusion which resulted may be ea-

sily imagined.
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MY BROTHER'S HUNTING LODGE.

Waking the piper Curious scene at my brother's hunting lodge Joe Kelly's

and Peter Alley's heads fastened to the vvall-^Operations practised in ex-

tricating them.

I MET with a ludicrous instance of the dissipation of even

later days, a few months after my marriage. Lady B and

myself took a tour through some of the Southern parts of Ire-

land, and among other places visited Castle Durrow, near

which place my brother, Henry French Barrington, had built

a hunting cottage, wherein he happened to have given a house-

warming the previous day.
The company, as might be expected at such a place and on

such an occasion, was not the most select : in fact, they were
''' hard going''' sportsmen.

Amongst the rest, Mr. Joseph Kelly, of unfortunate fate,

brother to Mr. Michael Kelly, (who by the bye does not say a

word about him in his Reminis^cences,) had been invited, to

add to the merriment by his pleasantry and voice, and had
come down from Dublin for the purpose.

It may not be amiss to say something here of that remark-

able person. I knew him from his early youth. His father

was a dancing-master in Mary-street, Dublin; and I found in

the newspapers of that period a number of puffs, in French
and English, of Mr. O'Keily's abilities in that way one of

which, a certificate from a French artiste, of Paris, is curious

enough.* What could put it into his son's head, that he had
been Master of the ceremonies at Dublin Castle is rather

* Mr. O'Kelly is just returned from Paris. Ladies and Gentlemen, who are

pleased to send their commands to No. 30, Mary-street, will be most respect-

fully attended to.

Je certifie que M. Guiliaume O'Kelly est venu a Paris pour prendre de moi

legons, et qu'il est sorti de mes mains en ^tat de pouvoir enseigner la dance
avec succes.

Gardel, Mattre a Danser de !a Reine,
Et Maitre des Ballets du Roy.

'A Paris, le 20eme Aout 1781,
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perplexing ! He became a wine-merchant latterly, dropped the

O, which had been placed at the beginning of his name, and
was a well-conducted and respectable man."

Joe was a slender young man, remarkably handsome; but,
with regard to character, always what in that part of the coun-

try they emphatically styled
" the devilV 1 recollect his

dancing a hornpipe in a sailor's costume most admirably upon
the stage. He also sang the songs of Young Meadows^ in
*' Love in a Village," extremely well, as likewise those of

Macheath and other parts ; but he could never give the act'

ing an\ effect. He was, strictlv speaking, a bravura singr;r:
there was no pathos nothing touchant in his cadences, but
in drinking-songs, &;c. he was unrivalled. As his brother has

not thought proper to speak about him, it might be considered
out of place for me to go into his history, all of which 1 know,
and many passages of which might probably be both enter-

taining and instructive. Some parts of it, however, are al-

ready on record, and others I hope will never be recorded.

The Duke of Wellington knew Joe Kelly extremely well; and
if he had merited advancement, I dare say he would have re-

ceived it. The last conversation I had with him was on the

Boulevard Italien, in Paris. I was walking with my son, then

belonging to the 5th Dragoon Guards. Kellv came up and

spoke to us. I shook him by the hand, and he talked away:
spoke to my son no answer : he tried him again no reply.

Kelly seemed surprised, and said,
" C-nn't you know me, Bar-

rington? why don't you speak to me?" '' '

is because I do
know you that I do not speak to you," replied my son. Kelly
blushed, but turned it off with a laugh. I could not then guess
the reason for this cut direct; and my son refused to tell me:
I have since, however, become acquainted with it, and think

the sarcasm ivell merited. It was indeed the bitterer, from its

being the only one I ever heard my son utter. Joe Kelly
killed his man in a duel, for which he was tried and narrowly
escaped. According to his own account, indeed, he killed

plenty more men at the battle of Waterloo and in other ac-

tions. He was himself shot at Paris by a commissary with

whom he had quarrelled, and the humourists remarked there-

upon that Joe had died a n^Liural death.

But as he was a Roman Catholic, and as no Roman Catholic could then

hold any office in the vice-regal establishment of Dublin Castle, Mr. M. Kelly
must have been misinformed on that point as to his father, whom I have often
seen. Mr. Gofton, a dancing-master of Anne-street, Linen Hall, and uncle to

Doctor Barrett, the late extraordinary vice-provost of Trinity College, was a
friend of Air. O'Kelly's and taught me to the day of his death, which was
sudden.
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Of this convivial assemblage at my brother's, he was, I sup-

pose, the very life and soul. The dining-room had not been
finished when the day of the dinner-party arrived, and the

lower parts of the walls having only that morning received

their last coat of plaster, were, of course, totally wet.

We had intended to surprise my brother, but had not cal-

culated on the scene I was to witness. On driving to the cot-

tage-door I found it open, whilst a dozen dogs, of different

descriptions, showed ready to receive us not in the most po-
lite manner. My servant's whip, however, soon sent them
about their business, and I ventured into the parlour to see

what cheer. It was about ten in the morning: the room was
strewed with empty bottles some broken some interspersed
with glasses, plates, dishes, kni 'es, spoons, &c. all in glorious
confusion. Here and there were heaps of bones, relics of the

former day's entertainment, which the dogs, seizing their op-
portunity, had cleanly picked. Three or four of the Baccha-
nalians lay fast asleep upon chairs one or two others on the

floor, among whom a piper lay on his back, apparently dead,
with a ^able-cloth spread over him, and surrounded by four or
five candles, burnt to the sockets; his chanter and bags were
laid scientifically across his body, his mouth was quite open,
and his nose made ample amends for the silence of his drone.

Joe Kelly and a Mr. Peter Alley were fast asleep in their

chairs, close to the wall.

Had I never viewed such a scene before, it would have al-

most terrified me; but it was nothing more than the ordinary
custom which we called waking the piper^ when he had got
too drunk to make any more music.

I went out, and sent away my carriage and its inmate to Cas-
tle Durrovv, whence we had come, and afterwards proceeded
to seek my brother. No servant was to be seen, man or wo-
man. I went to the stables, wherein I found three or four
more of the goodly co'npany, who had just been able to reach
their horses, but were seized by Morpheus before they could
mount them, and so lay in the mangers awaiting a more fa-

vourable opportunity. Returning hence to the cottage, I found
my brother, also asleep, on the only bed which it then afford-
ed : he had no occasion to put on his clothes, since he had
never taken them off.

I next waked Dan Tyron, a wood-ranger of Lord Ash-
brook, who had acted as a maitre d'hotel in making the ar-

rangements, and providing a horse-load of game to fill up the

banquet. I then inspected the parlour, and insisted on break-
fast. Dan Tyron set to work : an old woman was called in
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from an adjoining cabin, the windows were opened, the room
cleared, the floor swept, the relics removed, and the fire light-
ed in the kitchen. The piper was taken away senseless, but

my brother would not suffer either Joe or Alley to be dis-

turbed till breakfast was ready. No time was lost; and, after

a very brief interval, we had before us abundance of fine eggs,
and milk fresh from the cow, with brandy, sugar, and nutmeg
in plenty; a large loaf, fresh butter, a cold round of beef, which
had not been produced on the previous day, red herrings, and
a bowl dish of potatoes roasted on the turf ashes

;
in addition

to which, ale, whiskey, and port made up the i-efreshments.

All being duly in order, we at length awakened Joe Kelly, and

Peter Allev, his neighbour: thev had slept soundlv, though
with no other pillow than the wall; and my brother announced
breakfast with a view holloa!'*

The twain immediately started, and roared in unison with

their host most tremendously ! it was, however, in a very dif-

ferent tone from the view holloa, and perpetuated much longer.
" Come, boys," says French, giving Joe a pull "come !"

'' Oh, murder!" says Joe, "-I can't!" " Mu.der ! mur-

der!" echoed Peter. French pulled them again, upon which

they roared the more, still retaining their places. I have in

my lifetime laughed till I nearly became spasmodic; but never

were mv risible muscles put to greater tension than upon this

occasion. The wall, as I said before, had only that day re-

ceived a coat of morter, and of course was quite soft and

yielding when Joe and Peter thought proper to make it their

pillow ;
it was, nevertheless, setting fast, from the heat and

lights of an eighteen hours' carousal
; and, in the morning,

when my brother awakened his guests, the mortar had com-

pletely set, and their hair being the thing most calculated to

amalgamate therewith, the entire of Joe's stock, together with

his qtieue^ and half his head, was thoroughly and irrecoverably
bedded in the greedy and now marble cement, so that if deter-

mined to move, he must have taken the wall along with him,
for separate it would not. One side of Peter's head was in

the same state of imprisonment. Nobody was able to assist

them, and there they both stuck fast.

A consultation was now held on this pitiful case, which I

maliciously endeavoured to prolong as much as I could, and
which was, in fact, every now- and then interrupted by a roar

from Peter or Joe, as they made fresh efforts to rise. At

length, it was proposed by Dan Tyron to send for the stone-

* The shout of liunters when the game is in view.
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cutter, and get him to cut them out of the wall with a chisel.

I was literally unable to speak two sentences for laughing.
The old woman meanwhile tried to soften the obdurate wall

with melted butter and new milk but in vain. I related the

school story how Hannibal had worked through the Alps with

hot vinegar and hot irons : this experiment likewise was made,
but Hannibal's solvent had no better success than the old

crone's. Peter, being of a more passionate nature, grew ulti-

mately quite outrageous : he roared, gnashed his teeth, and

swore vengeance against the mason ;
but as he was only held

by one side, a thought at last struck him: he asked for two

knives, which being brought, he whetted one against the other,

and introducing the blades close to his skull, sawed away at

cross corners till he was liberated, with the loss only of half

his hair and a piece of his scalp, which he had sliced off in

zeal and haste for his liberty. I never saw a fellow so extra-

vagantly happy! Fur was scraped from the crown of a hat,

to stop the bleeding; his head was duly tied up with the old

woman's praskeen;^ and he was soon in a state of bodily con-

valescence. Our solicitude was now required solely for Joe,
whose head was too deeplv buried to be exhumated with so

much facility. At this moment, Bob Casey, of Ballynakill, a

very celebrated wig-maker, just dropped in, to see what he

could pick up honestly in the way of his profession, or steal

in the way of any thing else ; and he immediately undertook
to get Mr. Kelly out of the mortar bv a very expert but

tedious process, namely, clipping with his scissors and then

rooting out with an oyster knife. He thus finally succeeded,
in less than an hour, in setting Joe once more at liberty, at

the price of his queue, which was totally lost, and of the ex-

posure of his raw and bleeding occiput. The operation was,
indeed, of a mongrel description somewhat between a com-

plete tonsure and an imperfect scalping, to both of which de-

nominations it certainly presented claims. However, it is an
ill wind that blows nobody good ! Bob Casey got the making
of a skull-piece for Joe, and my brother French had the plea-
sure of paving for it, as gentlemen in those days honoured

any order given b)'
a guest to the family shop-keeper or ar-

tizan,

I ate a hearty breakfast, returned to Durrow, and having
rejoined my companion, we pursued our journey to Water-

ford, amusing ourselves the greater part of the way with the

* A coarse dirty apron, \yoni by working women in a kitclien, in the coun-

try parts of Ireland.
*^
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circumstances just related, which, however, I do not record

merely as an abstract anecdote, but, as I observed in starting,
to show the nianners and habits of Irish country society and

sportsmen, even so recently as thirty years ago ; and to illus-

trate the changes of those habits and manners, and the ad-

vances towards civilizution. which, coupled with the extraor-

dinary want of corresponding prosperity ^ present phenomena
I am desirous of impressing upon my reader's mind, through-
out the whole of this miscellaneous collection of original an-

ecdotes and observations.
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The Army Irish vohmteers described Their military ardour The author

inoculated therewith He grows cooler The Church The Faculty The

Law Objections to each Colonel Barfing^on removes his establishment

to the Irish capital A country g-entleman taking up a city residence.

My veering opinion as to a choice of profession was nearly-
decided by that military dPrdour which seized all Ireland, when
the whole country had entered into resolutions to free itself

for ever from English domination. The entire kingdom took

uparms regiments were formed in every quarter the highest,
the lowest, and the middle orders, all entered the ranks of

freedom, and every corporation, whether civil or militarj^,

pledged life and fortune to attain and establish Irish indepen-
dence.

My father had raised and commanded two corps a dragoon
regiment called the Cullenagh Rangers, and the B;dlyroan
Light Infantry. My elder brother commanded the Kilkenny-
Horse, and the Durrow Light Dragoons. The general enthu-
siasm caught m.e, and before I well knew what i was about, I

found myself a military martinet and a red-hot patriot Hav-

ing been a university man, I was also considered to be of course

zivriter, and was accordingly called on to draw up resolutions

for volunteer regiments all over the county. This was the

first tirade I ever attempted on a political subject, and it being
quite short enough and warm enough to be comprehended by
all the parties, it was unanimously adopted every man swear-

ing, as he kissed the blade of his sword, that he would adhere
to these resolutions to the last drop of his blood, which he
would by no means spare, till we had finally achieved the in-

dependence of our country. We were very sincere, and, really
I think, determined to perish, if necessary, in the cause at

least, I am sure, I was so.

The national point was gained, but not without much difli-

culty and danger. The Irish parliament had refused to grant

supplies to the crown for more than six months. The people
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had entered into resolutions to prevent the importation of any-
British merchandise or manufactures. The entire kins;dom
had disavowed all English authority or jurisdiction, external or

internal; the judges and magistrates had declined to act under
British statutes: the flame had spread rapidly, and had become
irresistible.

The British Government, saw that either temporising or an

appeal to force would occasion the final loss of Ireland: 150,000

independent soldiers, well armed, well clothed, and well dis-

ciplined, were not to be coped with, and England yielded.
Thus the volunteers kept their oaths: they redeemed their

pledge, and did not lay down their arms until the independence
of Ireland had been pronounced from the throne, and the dis-

tinctness of the Irish nation promulgated in the government
gazette of London.

Having carried our point with the English, and having pro-

posed to prove our independence by going to war with Portu-

gal about our linens, we completely set up for ourselves, ex-

cept that Ireland was bound constitutionally and irrevocably,
never to have any king but the King of Great Britain.

We were now, in fact, regularly in a fighting mood: and be-

ing quite in good humotir with England, we determined to

fight the French who had threatened to invade us; and I recol-

lect a volunteer belonging to one of my father's corps, a

school-master of the name of Beal, proposing a resolution to

the Ballyroan infantry, which purported,
" that they would

never stop fighting the French till they had flogged every man
of them into mincemeat!'' This magnanimous resolution was

adopted with cheers, and was, as usual, sworn to^ each hero

kissing the muzzle of his musket.

I am not going any further into a history of those times, to

which I have alluded in order to mention what for the moment,
excited my warlike ardour, and fixed m}' determination, al-

though but temporarily, to adopt the military profession.
On communicating this decision to my father, he procured

me, from a friend and neighbour, General Hunt Walsh, a com-
mission in that officer's own regiment, the 30th. The style of

the thing pleased me well: but, upon being informed that I

should immediately join the regiment in America, my heroic

tendencies received a serious check. I had not contemplated
transatlantic emigration, and feeling that I could get my head

broken just as well in my own country, I after a few days'
mature consideration, perceived my military ardour grow cool-

er and cooler every hour until, at length, it was obviously de-

funct, I therefore wrote to the General a most thankful letter, but



CHOICE OF PROFESSION. 75

at the same time, "begging; the favour of him to present my
commission in his regiment to some hardier soldier, who
could serve his majesty with more vigour; as I, having been

brought up by my grandmother, felt as yet too tender to be

any way effective on foreign service though I had no objec-
tion to fight as much as possible in Ireland, if necessary."
The general accepted my resignation, and presented my com-
mission to a young friend of his, whose brains were blown out

in the very first engagement.

Having thus rejected the military, I next turned my thoughts
to that very opposite profession the clerical. But though

preaching was certainly a much safer and more agreeable em-

ployment than bush-fighting, yet a curacy and a wooden leg

being pretty much on a parallel in point of remuneration, and

as I had the strongest objection to be half starved in the service

of either the king or the altar, I also declined the cassock, as-

suring my father that " I felt I was not steady enough to make
an 'exemplary parson;' and as any other kind of parson gene-

nerally did more harm than good in a country, I could not, in

my conscience, talie charge of the morals of a flock of men,
women and chifdren, when I should have quite enough to do

to manage my own; and I should therefore leave the church

to some more orthodoxical graduate."
Medicine, therefore, was the next in the list of professions

to which 1 had, abstractedly, some liking. I had attended se-

veral courses of anatomical lectures at Dublin, and, although
with some repugnant feelings, I had studied that most sublime
of all sciences, human organization, by a persevering attention

to the celebrated wax-works of that university. But my hor-

ror and disgust of animal putridity in all its branches was so

great, inclusive even of stinking venison, (which most people
admire,) that all surgical practice by me was necessarilv out

of the question; and medicine without surgery presenting no
better chance than a curacy, it shared an equally bad fate with
the sword and the pulpit.

Of the liberal and learned professions, there now remained
but one, namely the law. Now as to this, I was told by seve-
ral old practitioners, who had retired into the country, (from
having no business to do in town,) that if I was even as wise as

Alfred, or as learned as Lycurgus, nobody would give me six-

pence for all my law (if I had a hundred weight of it) until 1

had spent at least ten years in watching the manufacture.

However, they consoled me by saying, that if I could put up
with light eating and water-drinking during that period, I

might then have a very reasonable chance of getting some briefs,
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particularly after having a gang of attornies to dine with me.
Here I was damped again! and tiiough I should have broken

my heart if condemtied lo remain much longer a walking gen-
tleman, I determined to wait a while, and see if nature would

open my propensities a little wider, and give me some more
decisive indication of what she thought me fittest for.

While in this comfortless stale of indecision, my father, like

other country gentlemen, to gratify his lady under the shape
of educating his children, gave his consent to be launched in-

to the new scenes and pleasures of a city residence. He accord-

ingly purchased an excellent house in Clare-street, IVIerrion-

square; left a steward in the country to 7rtwmanage his con-

cerns there; made up new wardrobes for the servants; got a

fierce three-cocked hat for himself; and removed his establish-

ment (the hounds excepted) to the metropolis of Ireland.

Here my good and well bred mother (for such she was) had
her Gahvay pride revived and gratified; the green coach de

ce?'e?nonie was regilt and regarnished, and four black horses

with two postilions and a sixteen-slone footman, completed hei

equipage.
I had my bit of blood in the stable; my elder brother, who

had been in the 1st Horse, had plenty of them: my father

had his old hunter " brown Jack;" and we set out at what is

commonly called a great rafe but which great rales are gene-
rally, like a fox-chase, more hot than durable. However, the

thing went on well enough; and during our city residence

many pleasurable and many whimsical incidents occurred to

me and other individuals of my family; one of which was
most interesting to myself, and will form a leading feature in

my subsequent Memoirs.
Before adverting to this, however,,! will mention a lamentable

event which occurred during our stay in Clare-street, to a neigh-
bour of ours, Captain O'Flaherty, brother to Sir John, whom I

shall hereafter notice. The captain resided nearly facing us,

and though the event I speak of, and the very extraordinary
incident which succeeded it, are clearly digressions, yet the

whole story is so interesting, that I will, without further apo^.^

logy, introduce it.



MUBDEIl OF CAPTAIN o'fLAHERT. 77

MURDER OF CAPTAIN O'FLAHERTY.

-Uurder of Captain O'Flaherty b)' Mr. Lanegan, his son's tutor, and Mrs.

O'Flaherty The latter, after betraying her accomplice, escapes Trial of

Lanegan He is hanged and quartered at DublinTerrific appearance* of

his supposed ghost to his pupil, David Lander, and the author, at the Tem-

ple, in London Lander nearly dies of fright Lanegan's extraordinary

escape Not even suspected in Ireland He gets off to France, and enters

the Monastery of La Trappe A church-yard anecdote My own supersti-

tion nearly fatal to me.

Captain O'Flaherty, a most respectable gentleman, resi-

ded in Clare-street Dublin, exactly opposite my father's house.

He had employed a person of the name of Lanegan, as tutor

to the late John Burke O'Flaherty, and his other sons. But
after some little time Lanegan became more attentive to Mrs.

O'Flaherty, the mother, than to her boys.
This woman had certainly no charms either of appearance

or address, which might be thought calculated to captivate any
one; and there was a something indescribably repulsive in her

general manners, in consequence whereof all acquaintance be-

tween her and our family soon terminated. She was not satis-

lied with the occasional society of Mr. Lanegan, whilst he con-
tinued in the house as tutor, but actually proceeded to form a

criminal intercourse with him; and, in order to free herself

from all restraint, meditated the very blackest of human crimes,
which she determined to perpetrate by giving the unfortunate

captain a rice pudding for his dinner, by virtue whereof she

might at any rate be saved the trouble of ever making another
for him.

Mr. Lanegan was with this view sent by her to several

apothecaries' shops ; at each of which, to avoid suspicion, he
asked for a very little, stuff to kill the rats; and thus, by small

portions, they ultimately procured a sufficient quantity to kill

not only the rats, but the husband into the bargain.
The murderous scheme was carried into execution by Mrs.
VOL. t 11
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O'Flaherty herself, and the captain was found dead in his bed !

Some misgivings, however, were generated from the appear-
ance of the body, which swelled and exhibited black spots :

and these, with other unequivocal signs, conspired to prove
that the rats (for they were actually dealt with) had not been

the only sufferers. The Coroner's Inquest, indeed, soon de-

cided the matter, by a verdict of " Poisoned by ,^rse7iic.^'

Mrs. O'Flaherty and Mr. Lanegan began now to suspect

'\^
that they were in rather a ticklish situation, and determined to

take a private journey into the country until they should dis-

cover how things were likely to go. The adulterous wife, full

of crime and terror, conceived a suspicion that Lanegan, who
had only purchased the poison by her directions, and had not

administered it (except to the rats) might turn king's evidence,

get the reward, and save himself by convicting her. Such a

catastrophe she therefore determined if possible to prevent.
On their journey she told him that, upon full consideration,

she conceived there could be no possibility of bringing conclu-

sive evidence against them, inasmuch as it would appear most

probable that the captain had, by accident, taken the poison
liimself and that she was determined to surrender and take

lier trial as soon as possible, recommending Mr. Lanegan to

do the same. In pursuance of this decision, as they passed
iiear the town of Gowran, County Kilkenny, she said,

" There is

the gate of a magistrate : do you go up first, put on a bold face,

assure him of your entire innocence, and say that as infamous

and false reports have been spread, both of yourself and me,
you came expressly to surrender and take your trial ;

and

that you could not live in society under such vile imputations !

Say, also, that you hear Mrs. O'Flaherty intends likewise to

surrender herself in the evening, and request that he will be at

home to receive her."

Lanegan, suspecting no fraud, followed these instructions

literally ; he was secured, though without roughness, and

preparations were made for his being taken to Dublin next day
in custody. The magistrate waited for Mrs. O'Flaherty, but

she did not appear : he sent down to his gate-house to know if

any lady had passed by : the porter informed him that a lady and

gentleman had been near the gate in a carriage, in the morning,
and that the gentleman got out and went up the avenue to the

house, after which the lady had driven away.
It now appearing that they had been actually together, and

that Lanegan had been telling falsehoods respecting his com-

panion, strong suspicions arose in the mind of the magistrate.
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His prisoner was confined more closely, sent under a strong

guard to Dublin, indicted for murder, and tried at the ensuing
assizes.

Positive evidence was given of Lanegan's criminal connex-
ion with Mrs. O'Flaherty, coupled with the strongest circum-
stantial proof against him. He had not the courage boldly to

deny the fact, and being found guilty was sentenced to be hang-
ed and quartered ; the former part of which sentence having
been carried into execution, and his body cut on each limb, it

was delivered up to his mother for burial. Mrs. O'Flaherty
escaped beyond sea, and has, I believe, never since been heard
of in the countrv.

Such is the historv which forms the prelude to an occur-
rence in which I was a part}-, several years after, and which

may be regarded as a curious illustration of stories of supposed
ghosts.
A templar and a friend of mine, JNIr. David Lander, a soft,

fat, good-humoured superstitious young fellow, was sitting in

his lodgings, Devereux-court, London, one evening at twi-

light. I was with him., and we were agreeablv employed in

eating strawberries and drinking Maderia. While thus chat-

ting away in cheerful mood, and laughing loudly at some re-

mark made by one of us, my back being towards the door, I

perceived my friend's colour suddenly change his eyes seem-
ed fixed and ready to start out of his head his lips quivered
convulsively his teeth chattered large drops of perspiration
flowed down his forehead, and his hair stood nearly erect.

As I saw nothing calculated to excite these emotions, I na-

turally conceived my friend was seized with a fit, and rose to

assist him. He did not regard my movements in the least, but

seizing a knife which lay on the table, with the gait of a pal-
sied man, retreated backwards his eyes still fixed to the

distant part of the room, where he stood shivering, and at-

tempting to pray ; but not at the moment recollecting any
prayer, he began to repeat his catechism, thinking it the next
best thing he could do: as '' What is your na;r,e? David Lan-
der ! Who gave you that name ? My godfathers and godmo-
thers in my baptism !"' 8;c. &c.

I instantly concluded the man was mad ; and turning about
to go for some assistance, I was mvself not a little startled at

sight of a tall, rough-looking personage, many days unshaved,
in a very shabby black dress, and altogether of the most un-
couth appearance.

^

" Don't be frightened, Mr. Lander," said the figure,
'' sure

'tis me that's here."



80 MURDEK OP

When Davy Lander heard the voice, he fell on his knees,
and subsequently flat upon his face, in which position he lay
motionless.

The spectre (as I now began to imagine it) stalked towards
the door, and I was in hopes he intended to make his exit

thereby ; instead of which, however, having deliberately shut
and bolted it, he sat himself down in the chair which I had
previously occupied, with a countenance nearly as full of hor-
ror as that of Davy Lander himself.

I was now totally bewildered ; and scarce knowing what to

do, was about to throw a jug of water over my friend, to re-
vive him if possible, when the stranger, in a harsh croaking
voice, cried -

" For the love of God, give me some of that, for I am pe-
rishing !"

I accordingly did so, and he took the jug and drank immo-
derately.

My friend Davy now ventured to look up a little, and per-
ceiving that I was becoming so familiar with the goblin, his

courage somewhat revived, but still his speech was difficult :

he stammered, and gazed at the figure, for some time, but at

length made up his mind that it was tangible and mortal. The
eflect of this decision on the face of Davy vvas as ludicrous as
the fright had been. He seemed quite ashamed of his former
terror, and affected to be stout as a lion! though it was visible
that he was not yet at his ease. He now roared out in the

broad, cursing Kerry dialect :
" Why then, blood and thun-

der ! is that you, Lanegan?"
" Ah, Sir, speak easy," said the wretched being." How the devil," resumed Davy,

" did you get your four

quarters stitched together again, after the hangman cut them
off of you at Stephen's Green !"

"
Ah, Gentlemen !" exclaimed the poor culprit,

"
speak low :

have mercy on me. Master Davy, you know it was 1 taught
you vour Latin. I'm starving to death !"

" You shall not die in that way, you villanous schoolmas-
ter !'* said Davy, pushing towards him a loaf of bread and a
bottle of wine that stood on the table.

The miserable creature having ate the bread with avidity,
and drunk two or three glasses of wine, the lamp of life once
more seemed to brighten up. After a pause, he communicated
every circumstance relating to his sudden appearance before
us. He confessed having bought the arsenic at the desire of
Mrs. O'Flaherty, and that he was aware of the application of

it, but solemnly protested that it was she who had seduced him i
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he then proceeded to inform us that after having been duly-

hanged, the sheriff had delivered his body to his mother, but
not until the executioner had given a cut on each limb, to save
the law; which cuts bled profusely, and were probably the

means of preserving his life. His mother conceived that the

vital spark was not extinct, and therefore had put him into

bed, dressed his wounded limbs, and rubbed his neck with hot

vinegar. Having steadily pursued this process, and accom-

panied it by pouring warm brandy and water down his throat,
in the course of an hour he was quite sensible, bat experienced
horrid pains for several weeks before his final recovery. His
mother filled the coffin he was brought home in with bricks,
and got some men to bury it the same night in Kilmainham

burial-ground, as if ashamed to inter him in open day. For a

long time he was unable to depart, being every moment in

dread of discovery : at length, however, he got off by night
in a smuggling boat, which landed him on the Isle of Man, and
from thence he contrived to reach London, bearing a letter

from a priest at Kerry to another priest who had lived in the

Borough, the purport of which was to get him admitted into a

monastery in France. But he found the Southwark priest
was dead

; and though he possessed some money, he was af-aid
even to buy food, for fear of detection ! but recollecting that

Mr. Lander, his old scholar, lived somewhere in the Temple,
he got directed by a porter to the lodging.

My friend Davy, though he did not half like it, suffered this

poor devil to sit in the chamber till the following evening. He
then procured him a place in the night coach to Rve, from
whence he got to St. Vallery, and was received, as I afterwards
learnt from a very grateful letter which he sent to Lander, into
the monastery of La Trappe, near Abbeville where he lived in

strict seclusion, and died some years since.

This incident is not related as a mere isolated anecdote, un-
connected with any serious general considerations : but rather
with a view to show how many deceptions a man's imagination
may hastily subject him to; and to impress the consideration
that nothing should be regarded as supernatural, which can by
possibility be the result of human interference.

In the present case, if Lancgan had withdrawn before Lan-
der had arisen and spoken to him, no reasoning upon earth

could have ever convinced the Templar of the materiality of
the vision. As Lane^an's restoration to life after execution
had not at that time been spoken of, nor even suspected. Lan-
der would have willingly deposed, upon the Holy Evange-
lists, that he had seen the actual ghost of the schoolmaster
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who had been hano;ed and quartered in Dublin a considerable

time before; his identification of the man's person being ren-

dered unequivocal from the circumstance of his havinaj been

formerly Lanegan's pupil. And I must confess that I should

myself have seen no reason to doubt Lander's assertions, had
the man vvithdravvn from the chamber before he spoke to me,
to do which, under the circumstances, it was by no means im-

probable fear might have induced him.

Thus one of the "best authenticated ghost stories ever re-

lated" has been lost to the history of supernatural occurrences.

The circumstance, however, did not cure Davy Lander in the

least of his dread of apparitions, which was excessive.

Nor have I much right to reproach my friend's weakness in

this particular. I have, on the other hand, throughout my
writings admitted nay, I fear, occasionally boasted that I

was myseU superst if.ious. The species of reading I adopted
and ardently pursued from my infancy upwards may, I admit,
have impressed my mind indelibly; and the consciousness of

this fact should have served to render me railher sceplical than

credulous upon any subject that bore a mysterious character.

My relations, whilst I was a boy, took it into their heads

that I vvas a decided coward in this way, which though I in

round terms denied, I freely admitted at the same time my coy-
ness with regard lo trying any unnecessary experiments or

making any superstitious invocations, particularly on Allhal-

low-eve, or other m3'sterious days, whereupon a sort of bastard

witchcraft is always practised in Ireland.

Hence I was universally ridiculed on those anniversaries for

my timidity; and one Allhallow-eve, m}' father proposed to

have a prayer-book, with a 5 bank-note in it, left on a certain

tomb-stone in an old catholic burial-ground quite apart from

any road, and covered with trees. It was two or three fields'

distance from the dwelling-house; and the proposal was, that

if I would go there at twelve o'clock at night, and bring back

the book and a dead man's bone, many of which latter were
scattered about the cemetery, the note should be mine; and,
as an additional encouragement, I was never after to be charged
with cowardice. My pride took fire, and I determined, even

though I might burst a blood-vessel through agitation, or break

my neck in running home again, I would perform the feat, and

put an end to the imputation.
The matter therefore was fully arranged. The night proved

very dark; the path was intricate, but 1 was accustomed to it.

There were two or three stiles to be crossed; and the Irish al-

xvays conceive that if a ghost is any where in the neighbour-
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hood, he invariably chooses a stile at which to waylay the pas-

sengers.

However, at the appointed hour I set out. I dare say most

ladies and gentlemen who may read this know what palpita-
tion of the heart means; if so, let them be so good as to fancy
an excess of that feeling, and they may then form some idea of

the sensations with which I first touched the cold grave-stones
of the dead, who, if they had possessed any spirit, would have

arisen en masse, to defend their bones from being made the

subject of ridiculous experiment.

Having groped for some time in the dark, I found the book,
but my hand refused to lift it, and I sat down panting aud start-

ing at every rustle of the foliage: through the gloom where-

with the trunks and branches of the trees were invested, my
exciled imagination conjured up figures and shapes which I ex-

pected, at every glance, would open into skeletons or shroud-

ed spectres! I would, at that moment, have given the world to

be at home again! but I really could not stir: my breath had

got too short, and my eyesight too confused, for motion.

By degrees these sensations subsided. I obtained a little

confidence; the moving of a branch no longer startled me, and
I should have got on well enough had not an unlucky goat,
which came roaming near the place, though with a different ob-

ject, thrown me into a complete relapse. At the conclusion of

about half an hour, however, which appeared to me at least

five-and-twenty years, I secured the book snugly in my pock-
et, together with a dead man's thigh-bone, which I tied up in a

cloth brought with me for the purpose; and, fastening it round

my waist lest it should drop during my flight, I made a very
rapid exit from this scene of perilous achievement.

Having reached the house in triumph, and taken a large
tumbler of wine, I proceeded to exhibit my book, put the bank-

note in my pocket, and with an affectation of unconcern, un-

tied my cloth and flung my huge bone upon the supper-table.
I had my full revenge! The women, who had been amusing
themselves by telling each other's fortunes, were cruelly shocked

they all, una voce, set up a loud shriek, and whilst some
were half swooning, others ran headlong out of the room. M}''

courage now grew rampant; 1 said, if they pleased, they might
leave the bone on the top of my bed till morning, and that

would sufficiently show, who was most in dread of dead people!
Confidence was at length restored on all sides. I was half-

cured of my superstitious fears, and the family universally ad-

mitted that I certainly should make a brave general if I went
into the army. We made merry till a late hour, when I re-
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tired joyously to bed, and sleep very soon began to make still

further amends for my terrors.

While dreaming away most agreeably, I was suddenly aroused

by a rustling noise for which I could not account. I sat up, and,
upon listening, found it to proceed from the top of my bed,
whereon something was in rapid motion. The dead man's

thigh-bonelmmediately started into my recollection; and horri-

ble ideas flashed across my mind. A profuse perspiration burst
out at once on my forehead, my hair rose, the cramp seized

both my legs, and just gathering power to call out "
Murder,

murder!- help, help!" I buried my head under the clothes.

In this situation, I could neither hear nor see, and was besides

almost suffocated: after awhile, I began to think I might have
been dreaming, and with that idea thrusting my head fearfully
out, the bone (for that it certainly was) sprang with a tremen-
dous crash from the bed down beside me upon the floor, where
it exhibited as many signs of life as when its owner was in ex-

istence. Upon viewing this, my spirits sank again, I shook
like a man in an ague, gave some inarticulate screams, and at

length dropped back, nearly senseless, upon the pillow.
How long I lay thus, I know not; 1 only remember that the

bone still continued its movements, and now and then striking
a chair or table, warned me of my probable fate from its justly

enraged proprietor, who I was apprehensive, would soon ap-

pear to demand his undT)ubted property. Had the scene con-

tinued long, I actually believe I should scarce have survived
it: but at last, paradise seemed all on the sudden to be regained,

though in no very orthodox way. A loud laugh at the door

clearly announced that I had been well played off upon by
the ladies, for my abrupt display of a dead man's bone on a

supper-table. The whole of the young folks entered my room
in a body, with candles; and after having been re-assured, and
nourished by a tumbler of buttered white wine, I obtamed, by
degrees, knowledge of the trick which had occasioned a laugh
so loud, so long, and so mortifying to my self-conceit.

The device was simple enough: a couple of cords had been
tied to the bone, and drawn under the door, which was at the

bed's foot; and by pulling these alternately, the conspirators

kept the bone in motion, until their good-humoured joke had
well nigh resulted in the loss of their kinsman's reason.
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ADOPTION OF THE LAW.

Marriage of my eldest brother The bride's-maid. Miss D. W Female at-

tractions not dependent on personal beauty Mutual attachment Illustra-

tration of the French phrase je ne sais g-woi Betrothal of the author, and his

departure for London, to study for the Bar.

My father still conceived that the military profession was

best suited to my ardent and volatile spirit. I was mys M",

however, of a different opinion; and fortune shortly fixed my
determination. An incident occurred, which, unitins: passion,

judgment, and ambition, led me to decide that the Bar was the

only road to my happiness or celebrity; and accordingly I final-

ly and irrevokably resolved that the law should be the future

occupation of my life and studies.

The recollection of the incident to which I have alluded, ex-

cites, even at this moment, all the sensibility and regret which
can survive a grand climacteric; and four-and-forty years of

vicissitude. 1 shall not dilate upon it extensively; and, in

truth, were it not that these personal fragments would beother-

vi^ise still more incomplete, I should remain altogether silent

on a subject which revives in my mind so many painful re-

flections.

My elder brother married the only daughter of Mr. Edwards,
of Old Court, County Wicklow. The individuals of both fa-

milies attended that marriage, which was indeed a public one.

The bride-maid of Miss Edwards was the then admired Miss
D. W. This lady was about my own age: her father had been

a senior fellow of Dublin University, and had retired on large
church preferments. Her uncle, with whom she was at that

time residing, was a very eminent barrister in the Irish capital.

She had but one sister, and I was soon brought to think she

had no equal whatever.

Those who read this will perhaps anticipate a story of a vo-

latile lad struck, in the midst of an inspiring ceremony, by the

beauty of a lively and engaging female, and surrendering with-

out resistance his boyish heart to the wild impulse of the mo-
ment. This supposition is, I admit, a natural one; but it is
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unfounded. Neither beauty, nor giddy passion, nor (he glare
of studied attractions, ever enveloped me in their labyrinths.

Nobody admired female loveliness more than myself; but beau-

ty in the abstract never excited within me that delirium which

has so impartially made fools of kings and beggars of heroes

and cowards; and to which the wisest professors of law, phy-
sic, and divinity have from time immemorial surrendered their

liberty and their reason.

Regularity of feature is very distinct from expression of

countenance, which I never yet saw mere symmetry success-

fully rival. I thank heaven, that I never was either the cap-
tive or the victim of "

perfect beauty;" in fact, I never loved

any handsome woman save one, who still lives, and I hope will

do so long: those whom I admired most (when I was of an age
to admire any) had no great reason to be grateful for the mu-
nificence of creating Nature.

Were I to describe the person of D. W., I should say that

she had no beauty; but, on the contrary, seemed rather to have

been selected as a foil to set off the almost transparent delicacy
of the bride whom she attended. Her figure was graceful, it

is true; but, generally speaking, I incline to think that few la-

dies would have envied her perfections. Her dark and rather

deep-sunk, yet penetrating and animated eye, could never have

reconciled their looking-glasses to the sombre and swarthy

complexion which surrounded it; nor the carmine of her pout-

ing lip to the disproportioned extent of feature which it tinted.

In fine, as I began, so will I conclude my personal description:

she had no beauty. But she seems this moment before me as

in a vision. I see her countenance, busied in unceasing con-

verse with her heart; now illuminated by brilliant wit, now
softened down by sense and sensibility the wild spirit of the

former changing like magic into the steadier movements of the

latter; the serious glance silently commanding restraint and

caution, whilst the counteracting smile even at the same mo-

ment set caution at defiance. ]kit upon this subject I shall

desist, and only remark further, that before I was aware of

the commencement of its passion, my whole heart was hers!

D. W. was at that time the fashion in society: many admired,
but I know of none who loved her save myself, and it must

have been through some attractive congeniality of mind that

our attachment became mutual.

It will doubtless appear unaccountable to many, whence the

spell arose by virtue of which I was thus bound to a female,

from whom every personal attribute seems to have been with-

held bv Nature. I3ut I am unable to solve the enigma. I
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once ventured myself to ask D. W. if she could tell me why I

loved her? She answered by returning the question; and

hence, neither of us being; able to give an explicit reason, we

mutually agreed that the query vvas unanswerable.

There are four short words in the French language which
have a power of expressing what in English is inexplicable
'* Je ne sais quoi"^n^\ to these, in my dilemma, I resorted.

I do not now wish the phrase to be understood in ^sentimental

vein, or, in the set terms of young ladies, as "a nice expres-
sion!" In my mind it is an amatory idiom; and, in those few

words, conveys more meaning than could a hundred pages.
I have said that the phrase is inexplicable; but, in like man-

ner as we are taught to aim at perfection whilst we know it to

be unattainable, so will I endeavour to characterize the ^' Je
ne sais quoV^ as meaning a species of indefinable grace which

gives despotic power to a female. When we praise in detail

the abstract beauty or merits of a woman, each of them may
form matter for argument, or subject for the exercise of various

tastes; but of the " Je ne sais quoi" there is no specification,
and upon it there can be no reasoning. It is that fascinating

enigma which expresses all without expressing any thing;
that mysterious source of attraction which we can neither dis-

cover nor account for; and which nor beauty, nor wit, nor edu-

cation, nor any thing, in short, but nature, ever can create.

D. W. was the fashion: but she depended solely, as to for-

tune, on her father and her uncle. I was the third son of a

largely estated, but not prudent family, and was entitled to a

younger child's portion in addition to some exclusive property;
but I had passed twenty-one, and had not even fixed on a pro-
fession therefore, the only probable result of our attachment
seemed to be misery and disappointment. Notwithstanding,
when in the same neighbourhood we met, when separate we
corresponded; but her good sense at length perceived that some
end must be put to this state of clandestine intercourse, from

which, although equally condemning it, we had not been able to

abstain. Her father died, and she became entitled to a third of
his estate and effects; but this accession was insufficient to jus-
tify the accomplishment of our union. I saw, and with a half-

broken heart, acquiesced in her view of its impossibility, until

I should have acquired some productive profession. She sug-
gested that there was no other course but the Bar, which might
conciliate her uncle. The hint vvas sufficient, and we then

agreed to have a ceremony of betrothal performed, and to se-

parate the next moment, never to meet again until fortune, if

ever so disposed, should smile upon us.
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The ceremony was accordingly performed by a Mr. Tay,
and immediately afterwards I went on board a packet for Eng-
land, determined, if it were possible, to succeed in a profes-
sion which held out a reward so essential to my happiness.

1 did succeed at the Bar: but alas! she for whose sake my
toil was pleasure had ceased to exist. I never saw her more!
Her only sister still lives in Merrion Square, Dublin, and in

her has centred all the property of both the father and uncle.

She is the wife of one of my warmest friends, a King's Counsel.

I hasten to quit a subject to me so distressing. Some very
peculiar circumstances attended, as I learned, the death of that

most excellent of women: but a recital of these would only in-

crease the impression which I fear 1 have already given grounds
for, that 'I am deeply superstitious. However, I have not con-

cealed so important an incident of my life hitherto not pub-
lished, and 1 have done.
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A DUBLIN BOARDING HOUSE.

Sketch of the company and inmates Lord Mountmorris Lieut. Gam John-

son, R. N. Sir John and Lady O'Flaherty Mrs. Wheeler Lady and Miss

Barry Memoir and character of Miss Barry, afterwards Mrs. Baldwin Ru-

inous effects of a dramatic education exemplified Lord Mountmorris's duel

with the Honourable Francis Hely Hutchinson at Donnybrook His Lord-

ship wounded Marquis of Ely, his second.

On my return to Dublin from London, before I could suit

myself with a residence to my satisfaction, I lod2;ed at the

house of Mr. Kyle, in Frederick-street, uncle to the present

provost of Dublin University. Mrs. Kyle was a remarkably

plain woman, of the most curious figure, being round as a ball;

but she was as good as she was ordinary. This worthy crea-

ture, who was a gentlewoman by birth, had married Kyle,

who, though of good family, had been a trooper. She had

lived many years, as companion, with my grandmother, and in

fact regarded me as if I had been her own child.

In her abode so many human curiosities were collected, and

so many anecdotes occurred, that, even at this distance of time,

the recollection of it amuses me. Those vvho lodged ip the

house dined in company: the table was most plentifully served,

and the party generally comprised from eight to ten select per-

sons. I will endeavour to sketch the leading members of the

society there at the period of which I speak; and first on the

list I will place the late Lord Mountmorris, of celebrated me-

mory. He was a very clever and well-informed, but eccentric

man; one of the most ostentatious and at the same time par-

simonious beings in the world. He considered himself by far

the greatest orator and politician in Europe; and it was he who
sent a florid speech, which he intended to have spoken in the

Irish House of Lords, to the press: the debate on which it

was to be spoken did not ensue; but his lordship having ne-

glected to countermand the publication, his studied harangue

appeared next day in the Dublin newspapers, with all the sup-

posititious cheerings^ &c. duly interposed! I believe a similar

faux pas has been committed by some Encash legislator.
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His lortlship, at the period in question, was patronizing what
is commonly ycleped a Led Captain one Lieutenant Ham or

Gam Johnson, of the Royal Navy, brother to the two judges, and
the attorney, of whom i shall speak hereafter. Without being
absolutely disgusting, Lieut. Johnson was certainly the ugliest
man in Christendom. It was said of him that he need never
fire a shot, since his countenance was sufficient to frighten the

bravest enemy. His bloated visage, deeply indented by that

cruel ravager of all comeliness, the small-pox, was nearly as

large as the body which supported it, and that was by no means
diminutive. Yet the man was civil and mild, and had, withal,
a much higher character as an officer than his Captain in the

Artois frigate. Lord Charles Fitzgerald, who, it was at that

time thought, preferred a sound nap to a hard battle.

Next in the company came Sir John O'FIaherty, Bart., and

Lady O'FIaherty, his sposa. He was a plain, agreeable coun-

try gentleman. Her Ladyship was to the full as plain, but

not quite so agreeable. However, it was (as Mrs. Kyle said)

respectable, at a boarding-house, to hear " Sir John O'Fla-

herty's health!" and ''
Lady O'Flaherty's health!" drunk

or hobnobbed across the table. They formed, indeed, excel-

lent make-weights to cram in between Lord Mountmorris and
the canaille.

Lady Barry, widow of the late Sir Nathaniel Barry, Bart.,

and mother of Sir Edward, (who was also an occasional guest,)
follows in my catalogue, and was as valuable a curiosity as any
of the set.

Mrs. Wheeler, the grandmother of Sir Richard Jonah Den-

ny Wheeler Cuffe, gave up her whole attention to lap-dogs;
and neither she nor the last-mentioned dowager were by any
means averse to the fermented grape though we never saw
either of them **

very far gone."
"Lady Barry's only daughter, afterwards the unfortunate

Mrs. Baldwin, was also of the party. Though this young fe-

male had not a beautiful face, it was yet peculiarly pleasing,
and she certainly possessed one of the finest figures, tall, and

slender in its proportions, and exquisitely graceful, I had

ever seen. Her father. Sir Nathaniel Barry, many years the

principal physician of Dublin, adored his daughter, and had

spared no pains nor expense on her education. She profited

by all the instruction she received, and was one of the most

.accomplished young women of her day.
But unfortunately he had introduced her to the practice of

one very objectionable accomplishment, calculated rather to

give unbounded latitude to, than check, the light and danger-
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ous particles of a volatile and thoughtless disposition. He was

himself enthusiastically fond of theatricals, and had fitted up
a theatre in the upper story of his ovAn house. There the

youthful mind of his hitherto untainted daughter was first ini--

tiated into all the schemes, the passions, the arts, and the decep*
tions of lovers and of libertines! the close mimicry of which

forms the very essence of dramatic perfection. At sixteen,

with all the warmth of a sensitive constitution, she was taught
to personify the vices, affect the passions, and assume the fri-

volities of her giddy sex!

Thus, through the folly or vanity of her father, she was led

to represent by turns the flirt, the jilt,
the silly wife, the ca-

pricious mistress, and the frail maiden, before her under-

standing had arrived at sufficient maturity, or his more serious

instructions had made sufficient impression, to enable her to

resist voluptuous sensations. Sh^e had not penetration enough

(how could she have?) to perceive that a moral may be ex-

tracted from almost every crime, and that a bad example may
- sometimes be more preservative against error, (from exhibit-

ing its ruinous consequences,) even than a good one. She was

too young, and too unsteady, to makfe these subtle distinctions.

She saw the world's pleasures dancing gailj^ before her, and

pursued the vision until her mimicry, at length, became na-

ture, and her personification identity. After two or three

years, during which this mistaken course was pursued. Sir

Nathaniel died, leaving his daughter in possession of all the

powers of attraction without the guard of prudence. In the

dance in declamation in music in the languages she ex-

celled: but in those steady and solid qualities which adapt wo-
men for wedlock and domesticity, she was altogether deficient.

Her short-sighted father had been weak enough to deck her

with the gaudy qualifications of an actress at the expense of all

those more estimable acquirements which her mind and her

genius were equally susceptible of attainir.g.

The misfortunes which ensued should therefore be attributed

rather to the folly of the parent than to the propensities of the

child. Her heart, once sunk into the vortex of thoughtless

variety and folly, her mother vvas unable to restrain its down-
ward progress; and, as to her weak dissipaied brother. Sir Ed-

ward, I have myself seen him, late at night, require her to

come from her chamber to sing, or play, or spout, for the

amusement of his inebriated companions; conduct which the

mother had not sufficient sense nor resolution to control. How-
ever, good fortune still gave Miss Barry a fair chance of res-

cuing herself, and securing complete comfort and high re-
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spectability. She married well, being united to Colonel Bald-

win, a gentleman of character and fortune: but alas! that de-

licacy of mind which is the best guardian of female conduct

had been irrecoverably lost by her pernicious education, and

in a (ew years she sank beyond the possibility of regaining
her station in society.

Long after the period of her unhappy fall, I saw Mrs. Baldwin
at the house of a friend of mine, into which she had been receiv-

ed under an assumed name, as governess. T his effort on her part
could not be blamed: on the contrar3',it was most commendable;
and it would have been both cruel and unjust, by discovering her,
to have thwarted it. Though many years had elapsed, and her

person had meanwhile undergone total alteration, her size be-

ing doubled, and her features grown coarse and common, I

instantly recognised her as one whom I had known long before,
but whose name I could not recollect. I had tact enough to

perceive that she courted concealment, and, in consequence, I

carefully abstained from any pointed observation. The mother
of the children subsequently told me that her governess was
an admirable musician, and took me to the door of her room
to hear her play. She was sitting alone, at the piano. I list-

ened with an anxiety I connot describe nor indeed scarcely ac-

count for. She sang not with superiority, but in plaintive tones,

which I was confident I had heard before, yet could not re-

member where, when an air which, from a very peculiar

cause, had in early days impressed itself indelibly on my
memory, brought Miss Barry at once to my recollection. Her

image swam into my mind as she appeared when youth, grace,
innocence and accomplishments made her a just subject for ge-
neral admiration, and had particularly attracted a friend ofmine,
Mr. Vicars, the brother of Mrs. Peter Latouche, who loved

her to distraction.

Her secret I kept inviolably: but some person, I believe,

was afterwards less considerate, and she was discovered. Had
I supposed it possible she could have then enfeebled the morals,

or injured the habits, of my friend's children, I should myself
have privately given her a hint to change her situation; but I

never should have betrayed the poor creature. However, I

conceived her at that time to be trust-worthy in the execution

of the duties she had undertaken. She had suffered amply.
Her own daughter resided with her, and scarcely ever left her

side. No longer a subject for the irregular passions, she had

just lived long enough, and felt keenly enough, to render her

early follies a" warning for her later years, and even to cause

her to entertain disgust for those errors which had led her to



A DUBLIN BOARDIKG-HOUSE. 93

destruction: and I then believed, nor have I now any reason

to question the solidity of my judojment, that she was on the

direct road to prudence and good conduct.

I have related these events, as I confess myself to be an

avowed enemj'^ to a dramatic education. That sexual familiar-

ity which is indispensable upon the stage undermines, and is,

in my opinion, utterly inconsistent with, the delicacy of senti-

ment, the refinement of thought, and reserve of action, which
constitute at once the surest guards and the most precious orna-

ments of female character. Strong minds and discriminating

understandings may occasionally escape; but what a vast ma-

jority of Thalia's daughters fall victims to the practices of their

own calling!
But let us return to Kyle's boarding-house. The different

pursuits adopted by these curious members of the society as-

sembled there were to me subjects of constant entertainment.

I stood well with all parties.
One day, after dinner, Lord Mountmorris seemed rather less

communicative than usual, but not less cheerful. He took out

his watch; made a speed), as customary; drank his tipple (as
he denominated the brandy and water;) but seemed rather im-

patient. At length a loud rap announced somebody of conse-

quence, and the Marquis of Ely was named.
Lord Mountmorris rose with his usual ceremony, made a

very low bow to the company, looked again at his watch, re-

peated his con':i:e, and made his exit. He entered the coach
where Lord Ely vvas waiting, and away they drove. Kyle (a
most curious man) instantly decided that a duel was in agita-
tion, and turned pale at the dread of loosins: so grood a lodger.

Lieutenant Gam Johnson was of the same opinion, and equally
distressed by the fear of losing his Lordship's interest for a

frigate. Each snatched up his beaver, and, with the utmost

expedition, pursued the coach. I was also rather desirous to

see the/un, as Gam (though with a sigh!) called it; and made
the best of my way after the two mourners, not, however,
hurrying myself so much as, whilst they kept the coach in

view, I vvas contented with keeping them within sight. Our
pursuit exceeded a mile; when in the distance, I perceived that
the coach had stopped at Donnybrook-fair green, where, on

every eighth of June, many an eye seems to mourn for the
broken skull that had protected it from expulsion. I took my
time, as I was now sure of my game, and had just reached the
field when I heard the firing. I then ran behind a large tree,
to observe further.

Gam and Kyle had flown towards the spot, and nearly tum-
bled over my Lord, who had received a bullet from the Hon.
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Francis Hely Hutchinson, (lafe collector for Dublin,) on the

right side, directly under his Lordship's pistol arm. The peer
had staggered and measured liis length on the green-sward,
and I certainly thought it was all over with him. I stood

snugly all the while behind my trefe, not wishing to have any
thing to do at the coroner's inquest, which I considered as in-
evitable. To my astonishment, however, I saw my Lord arise!

and, after some colloquy, the combatants bowed to each other
and separated; my Lord got back to his coach, with aid, and
reached Frederick-street, if not in quite as good health, cer-

tainly with as high a character for bravery, as when he had left

it. In fact, never did any person enjoy a wound more sincerely !

He kept his chamber a month, and was inconceivably gratified

by the number of inquiries daily made respecting his health

boasting ever after of the profusion oi friends who thus prov-
ed their solicitude. His answer from first to last was ^^ no
hetter."* To speak truth, one-half of the querists were sent
in jest by those whom his singularity diverted.
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M
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\

It is singular enough, but at the same time true, that female

beauty has of late years kept pace in improvement with mo-
dern accomplishments. She who in the early part of my life

would have been accounted a perfect beauty, whose touch

upon a harpsichord or spinnet, accompanied by a simple air,

sung with what they then called "judgment," (in tune,) would
have constituted her at once a Venus and a Syren; would now
be passed by merely as a *'

pretty girl, but such a conlounded
hare with her music!' In fact, women fifty years since (and
much later) not being, generally speaking, thrust into society
till they had arrived at the age of maturity, were more respected,
more beloved, and more sedulously attended than in these days,
when the men seemed to have usurped the ladies' corsets to

affect their voices, practise their gait, imitate their small-talk,

and, in surtouts and trowsers, hustle ladies off the foot-paths,
to save their own dog-skins from humidit3%

This degradation of both sexes has arisen from various causes.

Beauty has apparently become less rare, accomplishments more,

common, dress less distinguished, dignity worse preserved, and
decorum less attended to, than in former times. It is a great
mistake in women not to recollect their own importance, and

keep up that just medium between reserve and familiarity
which constitutes the best criterion whereby to appreciate the

manners of a gentlewoman. But women are too apt to run into

extremes in every thing; and overlook the fact, that neither

personal beauty nor drawing-room display are calculated to

form permanent attractions, even to the most adoring lover.

The breakfast-table in the morning, and fire-side in the even-
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ing, must be the ultimate touch-stones of connubial comfort;
and this is a maxim which any woman who intends to marry
should never lose si2;ht of.

To such leng'hs did respect for the sex extend, and so strong
was the impression that men were bound to protect it even
from accidental offence, that I remember, if any gentleman
presumed lo pass between a lady and the wall in walking the
streets of Dublin, he was considered as offering a personal af-

front to her escort; and if the parties wore swords, (as was
then customary,) it is probable the first salutation to the of-

fender would be "Draw, sir!" However, such affairs usual-

ly ended in an apology to the lady for inadvertence.

But if a man ventured to intrude into the boxes of the thea-

tre in his surtout, or boots, or with his hat on, it was regarded
as a general insult to every lady present, and he had little

chance of escaping without a shot or a thrust before the follow-

ing night. Every gentleman then wore in the evening a

sword, a queue, and a three-cocked hat appointments rather

too fierce-looking for the modern dandy! whilst the morning
dress consisted of what was then called a French frock, a waist-

coat bordered with lace, and a conteau de chasse, with a short,
curved broad blade the handle of green ivory, with a lion's

head in silver or'gilt at the end, and a treble chain dangling
loose from its mouth, terminating at an ornamental cross or

guard, which surmounted the scabbard. Such was the Irish

costume: but althou2;h either the male or female attire of that

day might now appear rather grotesque, j-et people of fashion

had then the exclusive dress and air of such, and gentlewomen
ran no risk of being copied in garb or manner by their pretty

waiting-maids now called "young persons!"
The Irish court at that period was kept up with great state,

and hence the parties who frequented it were more select. I

recollect when the wives and daughters of attorneys (who now
I believe are the general occupiers of the red benches,) were
never admitted to the vice-regal drawing-rooms. How far the

present growing system of equality in appearance amongst dif-

ferent ranks will eventually benefit or injure society in gene-
ral, is for casuists, not for me, to determine. I must, how-

ever, take occasion to own myself an admirer, and (whenever
it is proper) a zealous contender for distinction of ranks; and

to state my decided opinion, that nothing but superior talents,

learning, military reputation, or some other quality which

raises men by general assent, should be permitted to amalga-
mate society.

It is an observation I have always made, (although it may
be perhaps considered a frivolous one.) that dress has a moral
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effect upon the conduct of mankind. Let any gentleman find

himself vviih dirty boots, old surtout, soiled neck-cloth, and

a general negligence of dress, he will, in all prohabilit}', find a

corresponding disposition to negligence of address. He may,
eti deshabille, curse and swear, and speak roughly and think

roughly: but put the same man into ful dress; powder him

well, clap a s^ord by his side, and give him an evening coat,

breeches, and silk stockings, he will feel himself quite ano-

ther person! To use the language of the blackguard would
then be out of character: he will talk smoothly, affect polite-

ness, if he has it not, pique himself upon good manners, and

respect the women: nor will the spell subside until, returning
home, the old robe de chambre (or its substitute surtout,) with

other slovenly appendages, make him lose again his brief con-

sciousness or being a gentleman!
Some women mistake the very nature and purposes of dress:

glaring abroad, they are slatterns at home. The husband de-

tests in his sposa what he is too apt to practise himself: he
rates a dirty wife, she retorts upon a ruffianly husband, and
each of them detests the other for neglect which neither will

take the trouble of avoiding.
Three ladies, about the period of my return from London,

became very conspicuous for their beauty, though extremely
different in all points both of appearance and manners. They
still live: two of them I greatly admired not for beauty
alone, but for an address the most captivating; and one of these

especially, for the kindest heart and the soundest sense, when she

gave it fair play, that I have ever met with amongst females.

In admitting my great preference to this individual lady, I

may, perhaps, by those who know her, be accused of partial-

ity, less to herself than to a family: be it so! she is the wife
of my friend, and i esteem her for his sake but she is also an
excellent yvoman, and I esteem her for her own.

Another of the parties alluded to, Lady M ,
is a gentlewo-

man of high birth, and was then, though not quite a beauty,
in all points attractive. She passed her spring in misfortune

her summer in misery herautumn without happiness! but
I hope the winter of her days is spent amidst every comfort.

Of the third lad}' I have not yet spoken: though far inferior

to both the former, she has succeeded better in life than either;

and, beginning the world without any pretensions beyond me-

diocrity, is likely to end her days in ease and more than ordi-

nary respectability.

My first knowledge of Lady M arose from a circumstance
which was to me of singular professional advantage; and, as it

form.s a curious anecdote, respecting myself, I will proceed to

relate it.
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At the assizes of Wexford whilst I was but young at the bar,
I received a brief in a cause of Sir R M

, Bart.,

against a Mr. H . On perusal, I found it was an action

brought by the baronet against the latter gentleman respecting
his lady, and that I was retained as advocate for the lady's ho-

nour. It was my "first appearance" in that town. But, alas!

I had a senior in the business; and therefore was without op-

portunity of displaying my abilities. The ill fated Bagenal
Harvey* was that senior counsel, and he had prepared himself

to make some exhibition in a cause of so much and such uni-

versal excitement. I felt dispirited, and would willingly have

given up twenty fees in order to possess his opportunity.
The cause proceeded before Judge Kelly: the evidence was

finished, and the proper time for the defence had arrived;

every thing as to the lady was at stake. Bagenal Harvey had

gone out to take fresh air, and probably to read over some

notes, or con some florid sentences and quotations with which
he intended to interlard his elocution. At the moment the

evidence closed, the Judge desired me to proceed; I replied,
that Mr. Harvey, my senior, would return into court directly.

Judge Kelly, who was my friend, and clearly saw my wish,
said he would not delay public business one minute for any
body; and, by a sort of instinct, or rather impulse, I cannot

indeed exactly say what it was but certainly it was totally

impromptu^ I began to state her ladyship's case. I always
had words enough at command; the evidence afforded sufficient

material for their exercise; and, in fact, being roused by the

cause into a sort of knight-errantry, I felt myself completely
identified with it. If I should succeed, it would greatly serve

me. I forgot poor Bagenal Harvey, and was just getting into

the marrow and pathos of my case, when the cryer shouted

out, "Clear the way for Counsellor Harvey!" Bagenal came

in, puffing and blowing, and struggling through the crowd

scarcely able to command utterance. I instantly stopped, and

begged his pardon, adding that the Judge had said the public
time could wait for nobody !

"
So,'' continued I,

" let me just
show you where I left off! (turning over the leaves of my
brief:) there, begin there it will be useless to repeat what I

have already said, so begin there.'' A loud laugh succeeded.

Bagenal became irritated as much as he was susceptible of

being, and whispered me that he considered it as a personal in-

sult: whilst old Judge Kelly gravely said, "Go on, Mr. Bar-

rington, go on! we can liave no speex'hes by dividends; go on,

' *%^n unfortunate friend of mine who was afterwai'ds hanged, and his head

stuckft)ver the door of the same Court-house.
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sir!" So on I went, and I believe, (because every body told

me so,) that my impromptu speech was entirely successful. I

discredited the witnesses by ridicule, destroyed all sympathy
with the husband, and interested every body for the wife. In

short, I got the judge and jury into good humour. Yet, I

know not by what means I should have ensured a verdict, had

not a certain point of law, which I believe was then started for

the first time, occurred to me; and which, though rational

in itself, and on that trial recognized by the judge, has since

been over-ruled in terms, though it stands in substance;

namely, if a husband cannot truly aver, that he has sustained

mental injury by the loss of that comfort arising from the so-

ciety of a wife, it is anomalous to say he has any claim to da-

mages; and this averment can scarcely be made where the par-

ties have been separated voluntarily and complelety for years.*

The judge, the kindest-hearted man living, chuckled at this

new point. The jury, who did not much admire the plaintiff,

were quite pleased with my suggestion; and after the judge
had given his charge, in a few minutes, to the utter discomfi-

ture of the Baronet, there was a verdict against him ! His lips

quivered; he stood pale and trembling with anger; and subse-

quently quitted the town with the utmost expedition.
Some time afterwards, a reconciliation took place between

the parties, so far that her Ladyship consented to live with

him again: influenced much, I rather think, by having suf-

fered great inconvenience, if not distress, from want of regu-

larity in the receipt of her separate maintenance of 700 per
annum. I had the pleasure of meeting her frequently at the

Lady Lieutenant's parties.
The conclusion of the renewed intercourse is too curipus to

be omitted. Sir R had taken a house in the city of Dublin;
and it was thought possible that he and his wife inight, at any

rate, pass some time under the same roof: but fate decided

otherwise.

Sir R was literally insane on all political subjects, his ima-

gination being occupied night and day, with nothing but pa-

pists, Jesuits, and rebels. Once in the dead of the night his

Lady was awakened by a sense of posititive suffocation, and

rousing herself, found that Sir R was in the very act of

strangling her! he had grasped her by the throat with all his

might, and, muttering heavy imprecations, had nearly succeed-

* This is, indeed, altogether a species of action maintained in no country
but England (a money country.) Why not transfer the offence to the crimi-

nal side of the courts of justice r All the rest of Europe ridicules our system.
The idea entertained on the Continent upon such occasions is silence or death.'

if not the most lucrative, certainly the most honourable mode of procedure.
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ed in his diabolical attempt. Siie stru2;sled, and at length ex-

tricated herself fronn his grasp, upon which he roared out,

making a fresh effort "You infernal papist rebel! you United

Irishman! I'll never part from you alive, if you don't come

quietly."
In fact this crazy Orange-man had in his dream fancied that

he was contesting with a rebel, whom he had better choke than

suffer to escape, and poor Lady M was nearly sacrificed to

his excess of loyalty. In her robe de chanibre and slippers
she contrived to get out of the house, and never more ven-

tured to return, as she now clearly perceived that even her

personal safety could not be calculated on in her husband's

society.
I have in another work given a full character of Sir R

M ,
and stated my opinion of his worse than mischievous

history of Ireland. One more anecdote of him, and I have

done.

Whilst he was High Sheriff for the county of Waterford, an

old man was sentenced to be whipped at the cart's tail for some

political offence; when, the e .ecutioner not being in readiness,

the High She?'iff^ a Baronet and Member of Parliament,
took up the cat-o'-nine-tails, ordered the cart to move on slow-

l}',
and operated himself with admirable expertness, but much

greater severity than the hangman would have used Thus did

he proceed to whip the old man through the streets of the city;

and when the extreme point was reached, and he was scarcely
able to raise his arm, he publicly regretted he had not a little

further to go!

Lady M was, in her own right, entitled to a fortune of

15,000, to be paid on her marriage. Her father, a gentleman
of rank and estate, had by some mismanagement become ex-

tremely embarrassed. Sir R M^-, a man of family, but

whose fortune was not large, cast his eye on her beauty not

totally overlooking her property. His taste was indisputably

good: the lady being, at that period, every thing that could be

desired! She possessed an ardent mind, great constitutional

gaiety, and a sensitive heart; to which w^ere added a most

engaging figure and a lovely and expressive countenance.

Her father she loved dearly; and for his unhappy circum-

stances, therefore, her heart bled; but Sir R M could

make no impression upon it. On the contrary, he excited her

aversion. Thus her affections being unattainable, the Baronet

resolved, if possible, to pui'chase her hand, leaving her heart

to some future opportunity ! Hence commences the affecting

narrative of her Ladyship's wrongs and misfortunes, related

to me by herself in broken fragments and at several times.
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I was not aware (said she) what caused ray dear father's

obvious unhappiness, and often was I surprised at the pertina-

city with which he pressed the Baronet upon my considera-

tion. I rejected him over and over again; still his suit was

renewed, still my father appeared more anxious on his behalf,

whilst my mother seconded their wishes. My aversion in-

creased; yet Sir R M 's assiduities were redoubled with his

repulses; and at length 1 contemplated the leaving my father's

house, if I were longer persecuted by these addresses.

<'
Though young. 1 knew the failing of my own character,

which possessed not sufficient resolution to oppose its constitu-

tional tendencies. Nature had formed me for all the pleasures

and the pains which are alike inseparable from sensibility, I

found a glow in every thought, an enthusiasm in every action.

My feelings were always in earnest. I could love to excess,

and hate to rancour! but I could do neither with mediocrity.
I could be the best or the worst of wives. I could endure any

thing with a man I loved, but could not sit upon a throne with

one whom I might detest.
*' At length I discovered the whole of my father's more than

pressing embarrassments; and understood that Sir R M
had agreed to give up to him a considerable portion of my for-

tune, if our marriage was effected This shock, tu such a dis-

position as mine, was cruel; and the dilemma was distracting,
since it involved my father's ruiu or my own!

"
Often, as we sat at our family repasts, have I perceived

that dear parent lay down the fork he was conveying to his

lips, and turn away to conceal the agitation of mind which

might have betrayed to us his distresses.

"Gradually, I found that filial affection was taking the strong-
est hold of me. I thought I could endure unhappiness myself,
but I could not bear to see my father miserable.. I weighed
the consequences, and reasoned so far as I possessed the faculty
of reasoning. 1 saw his ruin or my own wa-^ inevitable!

"The struggle was, indeed, sharp it was long it was very

painful: but at length filial piety prevailed over self; and I de-

termined upon my own sacrifice. I communicated to my fa-

ther my decision to admit the addresses of Sir R M : but,

at the same moment, I felt an indescribable change of character

commence, which, from that sad period, has more or less affect-

ed every action of my life. 1 felt a sort of harsh sensation arise

within my mind, and operate upon my temper, to which they
had previously been strangers. My spirits flagged, my pur-
suits grew insipid, and 1 perceived that the ice of indifference

was chilling all the sensibility of my nature.

"From the moment of my assent, my father's disposition
VOL. I. 14
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seemed to have underoione almost as radical a change as my
own. He became once more cheerful, and I had at least the

gratification
of reflecting that, if I were myself lost, I had

saved a parent! But I must remark that it was not so as to

my mother v\ ho, indeed, had never been kind to me.
*'In due time the settlements were prepared, and my for-

tune,- I learn, secretly divided. The ceremony was about to

be performed, and Sir R M at that very hour appeared to

be the most disagreeable i.f mankind. There was a sort of un-
couth civilit} an abrupt, fiery, coarse expression, even in his

most conciliatory manners, which seemed to set all feelings of

respect or cordiali'y at defiance. As to love, he was not sus-

ceptible of the passion, whilst I vvas created to enjoy its ten-

derest blessings. He vvas half mad by nature; I had become
?o from misery! and in this state of mind we met to be united

at the altar! I was determined, however, that he should learn

by anticipation what he had to expect from me as a wife. 'Sir

R M^. (said i to him,) 1 am resolved to give you the last

pr<tof } ou will ever receive of my candour. I accept you, not

only as a husband uhom I never can lo\e, and never will obey,
but whom I absolutely detest ! ^now marry me at your peril,
and tdke the consequences!' He laughed convulsively, took

me by the hand, and haxing led me into the next room, that

ceri mony vvas performed to which I should have thought a

sentence of death preterable. The moment we were united, I

retired to my chan)ber, where tears flowing in torrents, cooled

my leated feelins;s. JNly purpose in marrying was eflfected, I

tiierefore determined that, if possible, I never would live an

hour in his society, and it was two months before my ill-fated

stars compelled ne to become the actual wife of the most un-

feeling and abominable of fanatics.

" Our residence legether of course was short, and at twenty-
one I was thrown upon the world to avoid my husband's soci-

ety. Being p(.ssessed of sufficient means, I travelled; and for

tlie fourteen years of our separation my whole time was an un-

natural ano continued strife between passion and propriety. On
a late occasion, you v\ere my counsel, and from you nothing
has been concealed. You did me more than justice you have
defeated hiin, and preserved me!"

I have not seen her Ladyship for these many years; but ne-

ver did i meet with one whom I conceived to be more com-

pletely thrown au ay, or whose natural disposition seemed more
calculated to lead to her own happiness and to the happiness
cf those within her sphere of influence.
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PATRICIANS AND PLEBEIANS.

The three classes of gentlemen in Ireland described ^Irish poets ^^Ir. Tho-

mas Flinter and D. Henesey The Bard ^Peculiarities of the peasants

. Their ludicrous misinformation as to distances accounted for CiviUty of

a waiter Their equivocation and misdirection of travellers to different

places.

I WILL now proceed to lay before the reader a brief but

more general sketch of the state of Irish society at the period
of my youth, reminding him of the principle which I have
before assumed; namely, that of considering anecdotes, bon-

mots, and such-like, valuable only as they tend to exemplify
interesting facts, relative to history or manners: many such I

have inserted in these fragments; and as I have been careful

throughout to avoid mere inventions, my reader need not, by
any means, reserve their perusal for the study of his travelling
carriasje.

Miss Edgeworth, in her admirable sketch of Castle Rack-
rent, gives a faithful picture of the Irish character under the

circumstances which she has selected; and the account that I

am about to give, may serve as a kind of supplement to that

little work, as well. as an elucidation of the habits and manners
of Irish country society about the period Miss Edgeworth al-

ludes to, and somewhat later.

In those days, then, the common people ideally separated
the gentry of the country into three classes, and treated each
class according to the relative degree of respect to which they
considered it was entitled.

They generally divided them thus:

1. Half-mounted gentlemen.
2. Gentlemen every inch of them.
3. Gentlemen to the back-bone.
The first-named class formed the only species of independent

yeomanry then existing in Ireland. They were the descend-
ants of the small grantees of Queen Elizabeth, Cromwell, and

King William; possessed about two hundred acres of land each;
in fee farm, from the Crown; and were occasionally admitted
into the society of gentlemen particularly hunters living at

other times amongst each other, with an intermixture of their

own servants, with whom they were always on terms of inti-



104 PATRICIANS AND PLEBEIANS.

macy. They generally had good clever horses, which could

leap over any thing, but had never felt the trimming-scissors
or currycomb. The riders commonly wore buck-skin breeches,
and boots well greased, (blacking; was never used in the coun-

try,) and carried large thong whips heavily loaded with lead

at the butt-end, so that they were always prepared either to

horsewhip a man or knock his brains out, as circumstances

might dictate. These half-mounted gentlen^en exercised the

hereditary authorit)' of keeping the ground clear at horse-races,

hurlings, and all public meetings, (as the soldiers keep the lines

at a review.) Their business was to ride round the inside of

the ground, which they generally did with becoming spirit,

trampling over some, knocking down others, and slashing eve-

ry body who encroached on the proper limits. Bones being
but very seldom broken, and skulls still seldomer fractured,

every body approved of their exertions, because all the by-
standers gained therefrom a full view of the sport which was

going forward. A shout of merriment was always set up when
a half-mounted gentleman knocked down an interloper; and
some of the poets present, if they had an opportunity, roared

out their verses* by way of a song to encourage the gentlemen.
The second class, or gentlemen every inch of them, were

of excellent old families; whose finances were not in so good
order as they might have been, but who were popular amongst
all ranks. They were far above the first degree, some-
what inferior to the third; but had great influence, were much
beloved, and carried more swa}' at popular elections and gene-
ral county meetings than the other two classes put together.

The third class, or gentlemen to the back-bone, were of the

oldest families and settlers, universally respected, and idolized

by the peasantry, although they also were generally a little out

at elbows. Their word was law; their nod would have imme-''

diately collected an army of cottagers, or colliers, or whatever

the population uas composed of. Men, women, and children,
were always ready and willing to execute any thing

'' the

squire," required, without the slightest consideration as to

either its danger or propriety.

1 recollect an example of those good-humoured madrigals. A poet, called

Daniel Bran, sang it aloud, as he himself laj' sprawling on the grass, after

having been knocked down and ridden over by old Squire Flood, who showed
no mercy in the " execution of his duty."

" There was Despard so brave.
That son of the wave.

And Tom Conway, the pride of the bower ;

But noble Squire Flood

Swore, G d d n his blood !

But he'd drown them all in the Delower."
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A curious circumstance perhaps rendered my family pecu-

liarly popular. The common people had conceived the notion

that the Lord of Cullena^hmore had a right to save a man's

life every summer assizes at Maryborough; and it did frequent-

ly so happen, within my recollection, that my father's interces-

sion in favour of some poor deluded creatures (when the White

Boy system was in activity,) was kindly attended to by the

government; and, certainly, besides this number, many others

of his tenants owed their lives to similar interference. But it

was wise in the government to accede to such representations;
since their concession never failed to create such an influence

in my father's person over the tenantr}', that he was enabled to

preserve them in perfect tranquillity, whilst those surrounding
were in a constant state of insubordination to all law whatever.

I recollect a Mr. Tom Flinter, of Timahoe, one of the first-

class gentlemen, who had speculated in cows and sheep, and

every thing he could buj'^ up, till his establishment was reduced

to one blunt faithful fellow, Dick Henesey, wlio stuck to him

throughout all his vicissitudes. Flinter had once on a time got
a trifle of money, which was burning in his greasy pocket, and

he wanted to expend it at a neighbouring fair! where his whole

history, as well as the history of every man of his half-mount-

ed contemporaries, was told in a few verses,* by a fellow call-

ed Ned the dog-stealer, but who was also a great poet, and
resided in the neighbourhood.

In travelling through Ireland, a stranger is very frequently

puzzled by the singular ways, and especially by the idomatic

equivocation, characteristic of every Irish peasant. Some
years back, more particularly, these men were certainly origi-
nals quite unlike any other people whatever. Many an hour
of curious entertainment has been aflbrded me by their eccen-

*
They were considered as a standing joke for many years in that part of

the country, and ran as follows :

Dialogue between Tom Flinter and his man.

Tom Flisteh. Dick ! said he ;

Dick Hexesey. What ? said he
;

Tom Flinter. Fetch me my hat : says he ;

For I will go, says he ;

To Timahoe, says he ;

To buy the fair, says he ;

And ail that's there, says he.
Dick Heneset. Arrah ! pay -what you ovje! said he ;

And then you may go, says he ;

To Timahoe, says he ;

To buy the fair, says he ;

And all that's there says he.

Tom Flinteb. Well ! by this and by that ! said he ;

Dick! hang up my hat! says he.

m
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tricities; yet, though always fond of prying into the remote
sources of these national peculiarities, I must frankly confess

that, with all my pains, I never was aLle to develop half of them,
except by one sweeping observation; namely, that the brains

and tongues of the Irish are somehow diflferently formed or
furnished from those of other people.
One general hint which I beg to impress upon all travellers

in Hibernia, is the following: that if they show a disposition
towards kindness, together with a moderate familiarity, and

affect to be inquisitive, whether so or not, the Irish peasant
will outdo them ten-fold in every one of these dispositions.
But if a man is haughty and overbearing, he had better take
care of himself.

I have often heard it remarked and complained of by travel-

lers and strangers, that they never could get a true answer from

any Irish peasant as to distances, when on a journey. For

many years I myself thought it most unaccountable. If you
meet a peasant on your journey, and ask him how far, for in-

stance, to Ballinrobe.'' he will probably say it is,
'' three short

miles." You travel on, and are informed by the next peasant

you meet,
" that it h five long miles." On you go and the next

will tell "
your honour' it is

''

four miles, or about that same."
The fourth will swear " if your honour stops at three miles,

you'll never get there!" But on pointing to a town just before

you and inquiring what place that is, he replies,
"Oh ! plaze your honour, that's Ballinrobe, sure enough !"
" Why you said it was more than three miles off !"
** Oh yes! to be sure and sartain, that's from my own cabin,

pLize your honour. We're no scholards in this country. Arrah !

how can we tell any distance, plaze your honour, but from our

own little cabins? Nobody but the schoolmaster knows that,

plaze your honour."
Thus is the mystery unravelled. When you ask any pea-

sant the distance of the place you require, he never computes
it from where you then are, but from his oivn cabin; so that,

if you asked twenty, in all probability you would have as

many different answers, and not one of them correct. But it

is to be observed, that frequently you can get no reply at all

unless you understand Irish.

In parts of Kerry and Mayo, however, I have met with pea-
sants who speak Latin not badly. On the election of Sir John
Brown for the Countj^ of Mayo, Counsellor Thomas Moore
and I went down as his counsel. The weather was desperately
severe. At a solitary inn, where we were obliged to stop for

horses, we requested dinner; upon which, the waiter laid a cloth

that certainly exhibited every species of dirt ever invented.
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We called and remonstrating with him, ordered a clean cloth.

He was a low fat fellow, with a countenance perfectl}' immov-

able, and seeming to have scarcely a single muscle in it. He
nodded, and on our return to the room, (which we had quitted

during the interval,) we found, instead of a clean cloth, that

he had only folded up the filthy one into the thickness of a

cushion. We now scolded away in good earnest. He looked

at us with the greatest sang-froid, and said sententiously,
" Nemo me impune lacessit.'"

He kept his word: when we had proceeded about four miles

in deep snow, and through a desperate night, on a bleak road,
one of the wheels came off the carriage, and down we went!
We were at least two miles from any house. The driver cursed,
in Irish, Michael the waiter, w^ho, he said, had put a new
wheel upon the carriage, which had turned out to be an old

one, and had broken to pieces.
We had to march through the snow to a wretched cottage,

and sit up all night to gel a genuine new wheel ready for the

morning.
The Irish peasant, also, never answers any question directly:

in some districts, if you ask him where such a gentleman's
house is, he will point and reply, "Does your honour see

thai large house there, all amongst the trees, with a green field

before it.^" You answer, "Yes.'' "Well," says he,
"

plaze

your honour that's not it. But do you see the big brick house
with the cow-houses by the side of that same, and a pond of
water?"
"Yes."
" Well, plaze your honour, thafs not it. But, if you plaze,

look quite to the right of that same house, and you'll see the

top of a castle amongst the trees there, with a road going down
to it, betune the bushes."

"Yes."
"
Well, plaze your honour, thafs not it neither but if your

honour will come down this bit of a road a couple of miles,
I'll show it you sure enough and if your honour's in a hurry,
I can run on hot foot

* and tell the squire your honour's gal-
loping after me. Ah! who shall I tell the squire, plaze your
honour, is coming to see him? he's my own landlord, God
save his honour day and night!"

* A figurative expression for " with all possible speed" used by the Irish

peasants : by taking short cuts, and fairly hopping along, a young peasant
would beat any good traveller.
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IRISH INNS.

Their general character Objections commonly made to them Answer there-

toSir Charles Vernon's mimicry Moll Harding Accident nearly of a fa-

tal nature to the author.

An Irish inn has been an eternal subject of ridicule to every
writer upon the habits and appearances of my native country.

It is true that, in the early period of my life, most of the inns

in Ireland were nearly of the same quality; a composition of

slovenliness, bad meat, worse cooking, and few vegetables

(save the royal Irish potato,) but plenty of fine eggs, smoked

bacon, often excellent chickens, and occasionally the hen, as

soon as she had done hatching them if you could chew her,

They generally had capital claret, and plenty of civility in all

its ramifications.

The poor people did their best to entertain their guests, but

did not understand their trade; and even had it been otherwise,

they had neither furniture, nor money, nor credit, nor cattle,

nor customers enough to keep things going well together.

There were then no post-horses nor carriages, consequently,

very litile travelling in Ireland; and if there had been, the

ruts and holes would have rendered thirty miles a-day a good

journey. Yet I verily believe, on the whole, that the people

in general were h.ippier, at least they appeared vastly more

contented than at present. I certainly never met with so

bad a thing in Ireland as the "Red Cow'' in John Bull: for

whatever might have been the quality, there was plenty of

something or other always to be had at the inns to assuage hun-

ger and thirst.

The best description I ever recollect to have heard of an Irish

inn, its incidents and appurtenances, was in a sort of medley

sung and spoken by the present Sir Chailes Vernon, when he

had some place in the Lord Lieutenant's establishment at Dub-

lin Castle: it was delivered by him to amuse the company after

supper, and was an excellent piece of mimicry. He took oflf

ducks, geese, pigs, chickens, the cook and the landlady,

the guests, &:c., to the greatest possible perfection.

One anecdote respecting an Irish inn may, with modifica-

tions, give some idea of others at that period. A Mrs. Moll
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Harding kept the natest inn at Ballyroan, close to my father's

house. I recollect to have heard a passenger (they are very
scarce there) telling her, ''that his sheets had not heen aired.

'

With great civility Moll Harding begged his honour's pardon,
and said,

"
they certainly were and must have been well

aired, for there was not a gentleman came to the house the last

fortnight that had not slept in them!"
Another incident which occurred in an Irish inn is, for good

reasons, much more firmly impressed on my recollection, and

may give a hint worth having to some curious travellers in

their peregrinations to Kerry, Ki Harney, &c.

The late Earl Farnham had a most beautiful demesne at a vil-

lage called Newtown Barry, County Wexford. It is a choice

spot, and his lordship resided in a very small house in the vil-

laffe. He was always so obliging as to make me dine with

him on my circuit journey, and I slept at the little inn in

those days a very poor one indeed.

The day of my arrival was, on one occasion, wet, and a very

large assemblage of barristers were necessitated to put up with

any accommodation they could get. I was sure of a good din-

ner; but every bed was engaged. I dined with Lord F., took

my wine merrily, and adjourned to the inn, determined to sit

up all night at the kitchen fire. I found every one of my
brethren in bed; the maid-servant full of good liquor; and the

man and woman of the house quite as joyously provided for.

The lady declared, she could not think of permitting my ho-

iLOur to sit up; and if I would accept of their little snug cup-
board-bed by the fire-side. I should be warm and comfortable.

This arrangement 1 thought a most agreeable one: the bed was
let down from the niche, into which it had been folded up,

and, in a few minutes, I was in a comfortable slumber.

My first sensation in the morning vvas, however, one which

it is not in xt\y power to describe now, because I could not do "

so five minutes after it vvas over suffice it to say, I found my-
self in a state of suffocation, with my head down and my feet

upwards! I had neither time nor power for reflection: I at-

tempted to cry out, but that was impossible ; the agonies of

death, I suppose, were coming on me, and some convulsive ef-

fort gave me a supernatural strength that probably saved me
from a most inglorious and whimsical departure. On a sudden

I felt my position change; and with a crash sounding to me like

thunder, down the bed and I came upon the floor. I tnen felt

that I had the power of a little articulation, and crie<i out " niur-

der!" with as much vehemence as I was able. The man, woman,
and maid, by this time all sober, came running into the room

together. The woman joined me in crying out murder; the
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maid alone knew the cause of my disaster, and ran as fast

as she could fortheapothecar}', to bleed me. I had, however,
recovered after lar^e draughts of cold water, and obtained sense

enough to guess at my situation.

The maid, having been drunk when I went to bed, on awak-

ening just at break of day to begin to set all matters to rights,
and perceiving her master and mistress already up, had totally

forgotten the counsellor! and having stronger arms of her own
than any barrister of the home circuit, in order to clear the

kitchen, had hoisted up the bed into its proper niche, and turn-

ed the button at the top that kept it in its place: in consequence
of which, down went my head and up went my heels! and as

air is an article indispensably necessary to existence, death

would very soon have ended the argument, had not my violent

struggles caused the button to give way, and so brought me
once more out of the position of the Antipodes. The poor
woman was as much alarmed as I was!

I felt no inconvenience afterwards. But what has happened
once may chance to occur again: and I only wonder that the

same accident does not frequently take place among this kind

of people and of beds.

ii^^^^r
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FATAL DUEL OF MY BROTHER.

Duel of my brother William Barrington with Mr. M'Kenzie He is killed by
his antagonist's second. General Gillespie The General's character Tried

for murder Judge Bradstreet's charge Extraordinary incidents of the trial

The jury arranged The High Sheritt"(Mr. Lyons) challenged by mis-

take His hair cut ofl' by Henry French Barrington Exhibited in the ball-

room The Curl Club formed The Sheriff quits t!ie country, and never

returns Gillespie goes to India Killed there Observatiois on his ceno-

taph in Westminster Abbey.

As the pircumslances attendinsc the death of my younger
brother, William Barrino;ton, hy the hand of the celebrated

General Gillespie, (wh )m government has hnno'ired with a

monuinent in Westminster Abbey,) have been varioiisly de-

tailed, (seldom, indeed, twice the same way,) 1 think it right to

take this opportunity of stating ihe facts of that most melan-

choly transaction. I will do so as concisely as may be, and as dis-

passionately as the slaughter of a beloved brother will ad-

mit of

William Barrington had passed his twentieth year, and had
intended without delay, to embrace the military profession.
He was active, lively, full of spirit and of animal courage; -

his predominant traits were excessive good-nature and a most
zealous attachment to the honour and individuals of his family,

Gillespie, then cnptain in a cavalry regiment, had shortly be-

fore the period in question married a Miss Taylor, an intimate

friend of ours, and was quartered in Athy, where my mother
resided.

A very close and daily intercourse sprang up between the fa-

milies. After dinner, one day, at Gillespie's house, when every
gentleman had taken more wine than was prudent, a dispute
arose between my brother and a Mr. M'Kenzie, lieutenant in

an infantry regiment, quartered at the same place. This dispute
never should have been suffered to arise ; and, as it was totally

private, should, at least, never have proceeded further. But no

attempt was made either to reconcile or check it, on the part
of Captain Gillespie, although the thing occurred at his own
table.

Gillespie was a very handsome person ;
but it was not that
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species of soldier-like and manly beauty, which bespeaks the

union of courage and generosity. He had a fair and smooth

countenance, wherein impeluosity appeared to be the prevail-

ing feature. His, however, was not the rapid flow of transi-

tory anger, which, rushing ingenuously from the heart, is in-

stantly suppressed by reason and repentance: I admire that

temper; it never inhabits the same mind with treachery or ma-
lice. On the contrary, a livid paleness overspread the counte-

tenance of Gillespie upon the slightest ruffle of his humour:
the vulgar call such,

" white-livered persons:^' they are no fa-

vourites with the world in general; and I have never, through-
out the course of a long life, observed one man so constituted,

possessing a list of virtues.

I never could bear Gillespie! I had an instinctive dislike to

him, which I strove, in vain, to conquer. I alwaj's considered

him to be a dangerous man an impetuous, unsafe companion
capable of any thing in his anger. I know I ought not to

speak with prejudice ; yet, alas! if I do, who can blame me?
A cenotaph, voted by the British Parliament, has raised his

fame: but it is the fame of a ^airez^;* erected on piles of

slaughter, and cemented by the blood of Indians. No tale of

social virtues appears to enrich the cornice of his monument. I

v.'ish there had! it would at any rate have indicated repent-
ance.

To return to my story. Midway between Athy and Carlovv

was agreed on for a meeting. I resided in Dublin, and was ig-
norant of the transaction till too late! A crowd, as usual, at-

tended the combat; several gentlemen, and some relatives of

mine, were, I regret to say, present. In a small verdant field,

on the bank of the Barrow, my brother and M'Kenzie were

placed. Gillespie, who had been considered as the friend and
intimate of my family, volunteered as second to iNI'Kenzie, (a

comparative stranger,) who was in no way adverse to an ami-
cable arrangement. Gillespie, however, would hear of none;
the honour of a military man, he said, must be satisfied, and

nothing but blood, or at least every efibrt to draw it, could form
that .satisfaction.

Thf combatants fired and missed: they fired again; no mis-

chief was the consequence. A reconciliation was now proposed,
but objected to by Gille.^pie: and will it be believed that, in

a civilized countr}^, when both combatants were satisfied, one
of the principals should be instantly slain by a second? Yet
such was the case: my brother stood two fires from his oppo-
nent, and whilst professing his readiness to be reconciled, was
shot dead by the hand of his opponent's second.

Gillespie himself is now departed: he died by the same death
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that he had inflicted. But he was more favoured by Provi-

dence; he died the death of a soldier; he fell by the hand of

the enemy, not by the weajjon of an intimate.

William was my very beloved brother! The news soon

reached me in Dublin. I could not, or rather I durst not, give
utterance to the nature and extent of my feelings on the com-
munication. Thus much I will admit that sorrow had the

least share in those thoughts which predominated. A passion
not naturally mine absorbed every other: my determination

was fixed: I immediately set out post; but my brother had been

interred prior to my arrival; and Gillespie, the sole object of

my vengeance, had fled, nor was his retreat to be discovered.

I lost no time in procuring a warrant for murder against him
from Mr. Rian, a magistrate. I sought him in every place to

which I could attach suspicion; day and night my pursuit was

continued, but, as it pleased God, in vain. I was not, indeed,
in a fit state for such a rencontre; for had we met, he or I

would surely have perished.
I returned to Dublin, and, as my mind grew cooler, thanked

heaven that I had not personal!}' found him. I, however, pub-
lished advertisements widely, offering a reward for his appre-
hension; and at length he surrendered into the prison of Mary-
borough.
The assizes approached: and I cannot give the sequel of this

melancholy story better than by a short recital of Gillespie's

extraordinary trial, and the still more extraordinar}' incidents

which terminated the transaction.

, The judges arrived at the assize town, (it
was during the

summer assizes of 1788,) accompanied in the usual way by the

High Sheriff", (Mr. Lyons, of Watercastle,) and escorted by
numerous bailiffs and a grand cavalcade. JNIr. Lyons was a

gentleman of taste and elegance, who had travelled much; he

possessed a small fortune and a beautiful cottage ornee, on the

banks of the Nore, near Lord de Vesci's. Mr. Thomas Kem-
mis (afterwards crown solicitor of Ireland) was the attorney

very judiciously selected by Captain Gillespie, to conduct his

defence.

The mode of choosing juries in criminal cases is well known
to every lawyer, and its description would be uninteresting to

an ordinary reader. Suffice it to say, that by the methods then
used of selecting, arranging, and summoning the panel, a sheriff',

or sub-sheriff, in good understanding with a prisoner, might
afford him very considerable, if not decisive aid. And when it

is considered that juries must be unanimous, even one dissen-

tient or obstinate juror being capable of effectually preventing
any conviction, and further, that the charq;e we are alluding
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to was that of murder or homicide, occurring in consequence
of a duel, on the same ground and at the same time, it might
fairly be expected that the culprit would stand a good chance

of acquittal from military men, who, accustomed to duelling,
and living in a country where affairs of that kind were then

more frequent than in any other, would obviously be inclined

to regard the circumstance more indulgently than a jury of

mere civilians would do.

To select by management, a military jury, was therefore the

natural object of the prisoner and his friends; and, in fact, the

list appeared with a number of half-pay officers at the head of

it, who, as gentlemen, were naturally pained at seeing a bro-

ther-officer and a man of most prepossessing appearance, in the

dock for murder. The two prisoners challenged forty-eight;
the list was expended, and the prosecutor was driven back to

show cause why he objected to the first thirteen. No legal

ground for such objection could be supported, and thus, out of

twelve jurors, no less than ten were military officers. The

present Lord Downe, and the late judge Fletcher, were the

prisoner's counsel.

On this, perhaps, the most interesting trial ever known in

that county, numerous witnesses having been examined, the

principal facts proved for the prosecution were; that after

M'Kenzie and my brother had fired four shots without effect,

the latter said he hoped enough had been done for both their

honours, at the same time holding out his hand to M'Kenzie,
whose second. Captain Gillespie, exclaimed, that his friend

should not be satisfied, and that the affair should proceed.
The spectators combined in considering it concluded, and a

small circle having been formed, my brotlier, who persisted in

uttering his pacific wishes, interposed some harsh expressions
towards Gillespie, who thereupon losing all control over his

temper, suddenly threw a handkerchief to William Barring-

ton, asking if he dared to take a corner of that. The unfortu-

nate boy, full of spirit and intrepidity, snatched at the hand-

kerchief, and at the same moment received a ball from Gillespie,

through his body so close were they together, that his coat

appeared scorched by the powder. He fell, and was carried

to a cabin hard by, where he expired in great agony the same

evening. As he was in the act of falling, his pistol went off.

Gillespie ilhmediately fled, and was followed by three of his

own dragoons, whom he had brought with him, and who were

present at the transaction, but whom he declined examining on

the trial. The spectators were very numerous, and scarcely a

dry eye left the field.

Capt. Gillespie's defence rested upon an assertion on his
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part of irritating expressions having been used by my brother,

adding that the cock of his own pistol was knocked off by my
brother's fire. But that very fact proved every thing against

him; because his shot must have been fiied and have taken

effect in my brother's body previously for if the cock had

been broken in the first place, Gillespie's pistol could not have

gone off. In truth, the whole circumstance of a second killing
a principal because he desired reconciliation was, and remains,

totally unexampled in the history of duelling, even in the most
barbarous eras and countries.

Judge Bradstreet, who tried the prisoners, held it to be clear-

ly murder by law, A verdict of even man-slaughter must (he

contended) be returned by a forced or rather false construc-

tion; but acquit him (Gillespie) generally, the jury could not.

The prosecution was not followed up against M'Kenzie,
whose conduct throughout had been that of an officer and a gen-
tleman, and who had likewise desired reconciliation. Of course

he was acquitted. #
The jury had much difficulty in making up their verdict.

Some of them, being men of considerable reputation, hesitated

long. They could not acquit; they would not convict; and
hence a course was taken which corresponded neither with the

law nor the evidence. A verdict of ''justifiable homicide"
was returned, in consequence of which Capt. Gillespie was dis-

charged on his recognizance to appear in the court of King's
Bench the ensuing term, and plead his Majesty's pardon.
Thus was compromised the justice of the country. Thus

commenced the brilliant career of that general whom the mu-
nificence of the British nation has immortalized by a monu-
ment amongst her heroes! Thus did the blood of one of the
finest youths of Ireland first whet Gillespie's appetite for that

course of glorious butchery to which he owed his subsequent
elevation. But conscience is retributive, and Heaven is just.
1 hear that he was never happy after: intrepid to excess, he
often tempted fate; and his restless and remorseful existence
was at length terminated by a Gentoo under the walls of Ban-

galore.
The circumstances attending General Gillespie's death are

remarkable, and manifest, in my opinion, desperation rather
than real bravery. He had, contrary to instructions, attempted

jjp
storm: his fire was inadequate his troops repul#d: new

attempts were made, but again unsuccessfully numerous brave
men being sacrificed to no purpose. Still the General per-
sisted; even the guard was taken from the paymaster, who
had treasure under his care. Gillespie was aware that be had

disobeyed instructions, and was determined to succeed or pe-
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rish in the attempt. He damned the pay-master, who remon-
strated against bein^ left unprotected looked for a moment
through his glass, and seeing his men falling fast, he drew
his sword, called upon every soldier to follow him, and in five

minutes received several balls, which ended his cares and ex-

istence. Requiescat in pace! but never will I set my foot

in Westminster Abbey.
Scarcely was the melancholy trial referred to over, when

the case was succeeded by another almost in the opposite ex-

treme altogether too ludicrous, indeed, to form the termina-

tion of so serious a business, but at the same time too extraor-

dinary and too public to be oniitted. It was certainly, in its

way, as unparalled an affair as that which gave rise to it.

On the evening of the trial, my second brother, Henry French

Barrington, a gentleman of considerable estate, and whose

perfect good temper, but intrepid and iiresistible impetuosity
when assailed, were well known the latter quality having been

severely felt irvithe county before, came to me. He was, in

fact, a complete country gentleman, utterly ignorant of the

law, its terms and proceedings; and as I was the first of my
name who had ever followed any profession (the army excep-

ted,) my opinion, so soon as I became a counsellor, was con-

sidered by him as oracilar: indeed, questions far beyond mine,
and sometimes beyond the power of any person existing, to

solve, were frequently submitted for my decision by our neigh-
bours in the country.

Havinsc called me aside out of the Bar-room, mv brother

seemed greatly agitated, and informed me that a friend of ours,

who had seen the jury-list, declared that it had been decidedly

packed! concluding his appeal by asking me what he ought
to do? I told him we should have *'

challenged the array."
" That was my opinion, Jonah,' said he,

" and I will do it

now!" adding an oath, and expressing a degree of animation

which I could not account for. I apprised him that it was now
too late, as it should have been done before the trial.

He said no more, but departed instantly, and I did not think

again upon the subject. Aq' hour after, however, m}' brother

sent in a second request to see me. I found him, to all appear-

ance, quite cool and tranquil.
" I have done it, by G-d!" (cried

he, exukingly:) "'twas better late than never!" and with that

he prod#ed from his coat-pocket a long queue and a handful
<^

powdered hair and curls. "See here!" continued he, "the

cowardly rascal!"

"Heavens!'* cried I, "French, are you mad?"
" Mad!" replied he,

"
no, no! I followed your own advice

exactly. I went directly after I left you to the grand jury-
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room to ^challenge the array,
^' and there I challenged the

head oi \.\\c array, that cowardly Lyons! he peremptorily re-

fused to fight me; so I knocked him down before the grand

jury, and cut off his curls and tail see, here they are, the

rascal! and my brother Jack is gone to flog the Sub-Sheriflf.
"

I was thunder-struck, and almost thought my brother was

crazy, since he was obviously not in liquor at all. But
after some inquiry, I found that, like many other country gen-
tlemen, he took words in their commonest acceptation. He
had seen the High Sheriff coming in with a great

**
array,

"^^

and had thus conceived my suggestion as to challenging the

array was literal; and accordingly, repairing to the grand jury
dining-room, had called the High Sheriff aside, told him he
had omitted challenging him before trial, as he ought to have
done according to advice of counsel, but that it was better

late than never, and that he must immediately come out and

fight him. Mr. Lyons conceiving my brother to be intoxicated,
drew back, and refused the invitation in a most peremptory
manner. French then collared him, tripped up his heels, and

putting his foot on his breast, cut off his side-curls and queue
with a carving-knife which an old waiter named Spedding (who
had been my father's butler, and liked the thing,) had readily

brought him from the dinner table. Having secured his spoils,

my brother immediately came off in triumph to relate to me
his achievement.

Mr. Lyons was a remarkably fine, handsome man; and, hav-

ing lived very much abroad, was by no means acquainted with
the humours of Irish country gentlemen, with whom he had
associated but little, and by whom he was not at all liked; and
this his first reception must have rather surprised him,

Mr. Flood, one of the grand jury, afterwards informed me,
that no human gravity could possibly withstand the astonish-

ment and ludicrous figure of the mutilated High Sheriff; the

laugh, consequently, was both loud and long. Nobody chose
to interfere in the concern; and as Mr. Lyons had sustained
no bodily injury, he received very little condolement amongst
the country gentlemen.
My situation in this curious denouement was truly to be

commiserated, since I should be considered as the adviser of

my brother; and I therefore determined to consult Mr. Downe,
(Gillespie's counsel) as to what was best to be don^ in the
matter.

Mr. (afterwards Lord) Downe, always proud, icy, and de-

corous, seemed to think my brother''s case irremediable, and
that a couple of years' imprisonment and a heavy fine, at least,
must be the necessary result of such a trimming of a High
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Sheriff in the face of a county advising French, at the same
time, to fly and make terms, if possible. "Fly!" said French

Barrington, when I informed him of the suggestion; "no no!
tell Counsellor Thingumbob to go to the ball to-night, and
he'll see more of the matter." In fact, my brother went to

the ball-room when it was crowded, and having tied the she-
riff's curls and queue to a lamp which hung in the centre of
the room, got upon a form, and made a loud proclamation of
the whole transaction from first to last. A sort of sympathe-
tic feeling caught the young men in the room, many of whom
were my brother's companions: they immediately led out their

partners, and formed a circle-dance (as about a may-pole,)
around the sheriff's spoils which were sticking to the lamp.
The remonstrances of mothers, and other discreet efforts, were

totally vain the girls liked the fun, and a succession of dif-

ferent sets did honour in turn to Mr. Lyons' late queue and
curls. A club was subsequently proposed, to be called the Curl
Club, and to be held every summer assize; and this was for

several years kept up.
The ensuing morning, my brother dressed up the bridle of

his hunter with the curls and queue, newly powdered; and

having paraded the streets for a considerable time (avoiding
the judge's residence,) he rode home; and was never called to

account or molested on the subject in any way whatsoever.
Mr. Lyons left the country almost immediately, went back

to the Continent, and never after, at least to my knowledge,
returned.

The matter, however, having been justly represented in a

serious light to the judge, he sent for me, and I related the en-

tire truth. He had been much dissatisfied with the verdict,
and had received strong hints as to the arrangement of the

jury: he could not restrain a smile, but said he must, if requir-
ed, give permission to a magistrate to take examinations against
Mr. Barrington. He, however, declined all personal interfer-

ence on circuit; desiring Mr. Lyons to apply to the King's
Bench, where no doubt he would be duly attended to, accord-

ing to the merits of the case. But no examinations whatever
were taken; nor was any application made to the King's Bench.
It could not have been made without involving the questioa
as to the way in which the jury was constituted; and since that

matter #ould not bear sifting, the circumstances were suffered

to remain without further investigation.
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ENTRANCE INTO PARLIAMENT.

My first entrance into the Irish House of Commons Dinner at Sir John Par-

nel's Commencement of my intimacy with pubhc men of celebrity Maid-

en speech I attack Grattan and Curran Suicide of Mr. Thoroton Lord

De Blacquiere His character.

The day on which I first took my seat in the Irish Parlia-

ment for the City of Tuam, I still reflect on as one of the most

gratifying of my life. The circumstance, abstractedly, was but

of secondary consideration; but its occurrence brought back to

my mind the events of past ages, and the high respectability
of the race from which I sprang. I almost fancied, as I en-

tered the House, that I could see my foi-efathers, ranged upon
those seats which they had so long and so honourably occupied
in the senate of their country, welcoming their descendant to

that post which had not for a few years past been filled by any
member of the family. In fact, the purer part of my ambi-

tion was hereby gratified. I felt myself an entirely indepen-
dent representative of an equally independent nation as a man

assuming his proper station in society, not acquiring a new
one.

I confess I always had, and still continue to have, and to

nourish, the pride which arises from having been born a gen-
tleman. I am aware that wealth, and commerce, and perhaps
talent, have, in modern times, occasioned family pride to be
classed in the rank of follies, but I feel it, nevertheless, most

strongly. and if it be even a crime, I am culpable; if a folly,
I submit to be regarded as imbecile. The sensations I expe-
rienced were indeed altogether delightful upon finding myself
seated under that grand and solemn dome: I looked around

me, and saw the most dignified men of that day, the ablest

orators of the period, many of the best-bred courtiers, and
some of the most unsophisticated patriots in the empire ! These,

including a few friends and intimates of my family, vyere min-

gled, here and there, in amicable groups, and by turns kindly
encouraged a young barrister, of only two years' practice, with-

out patronage or party, as a fair aspirant to rank and eminence.
I was very greatly moved and excited; but it was not ex-

citeipent of an ephemeral or feverish character; on the contra-
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ry, my emotions had their source in a tranquil, deep-seatedy
perhaps proud satisfaction, impossible to be clearly described,
and almost impossible to be felt by any but such as might be

placed in circumstances precisely similar.

There vvere members present, I have already said, with whom
I was personally acquainted. My friend. Sir John Parnel,

partly, I am sure, on my account, and partly, no doubt, with
a view to the service of government, lost no time in intro-

ducing me to many of his own particular friends.

1 dined with him on that day: he was then Chancellor of the

Exchequer. The entire party I do not recollect; but i remem-
ber perfectly those individuals of it with whom I subsequently
cultivated acquaintance. Amongst them were Major Hobartj

(since Lord Buckinghamshire) Isaac Corry, Sir John '(since

Lord) De Blacquiere, Robert Thoroton, White, Marcus Be-
resford (Lord Clare's nephew,) the present Lord Oriel (then
Speaker,) Thomas Burgh, of Bert, Sir Hercules Langreish^
and James CufTe, (since Lord Tyrawley.) The scene was new
to me: hitherto, my society in Dublin had naturally fallen

amongst the members of my own profession; we were all bar-

risters, and I felt myself but a barrister: and though certainly
we formed at that time the second-best society in Ireland, it

was inferior to that of which I had now become a member. I

found myself, in fact, associated as an equal in a circle of legis-
lators whose good-breeding, wit, and convivialityvvere mingled
with political and general information. The first steps of the

ladder were mounted; and as meanwhile Sir John's champaign
was excellent and quickly passed round, my spirits rose to a

pitch far higher than in the morning, and any talent for con-

versation or anecdote which I might possess involuntarily

coming out, Sir John Parnel, shaking his fat sides with laugh-
ter, according to his usual custom, said to me, before we broke

up, "Barrington, you'll do!" upon which. Sir Hercules Lan-

greish, who had very much the tone of a. Methodist preacher,

yet was one of the wittiest men in Ireland, immediately said,
** No we must have another trial;" and a day was fixed to

dine with him.

My acquaintance soon augmented to a degree almost incon-

venient. My friendship I limited to such men as I held to

possess congeniality of sentiment; and before any long time

had elapsed, I was not only the frequent guest of many of the

distinguished charactersof Ireland, but was considered as an

early and favoured candidate for any professional promotion
which the shortness of my standing at the Bar would admit of.

Reflecting, soon after I had taken my seat, on the novel na-

ture of my situation, I felt that it was beset by considerable
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difficulties. I allude to the decision necessary for me to come
to with respect to the line of politics I meant to pursue. I was
not a new man, by whom any course might be taken, without

exciting comment or question. On the contrary, I was of aa

old family, the importance and influence of which I was desi-

rous to revive, and hence it became requisite that I should

weigh my actions well, and avoid precipitancy.
Political parties at that time ran high,though but little individual

hostility existed, Grattan, the two Ponsonbys, Curran, Brown-

low, Forbes, Bowes, Daly, Connolly, Arthur Brown, and nu-

merous other respectable personages were then linked together
in a phalanx of opposition which, under the name of whiggery,
not only assailed the government upon every feasible occasion,

but was always proposing measures which under the then ex-

isting system were utterly inadmissible. The opposition had

the advantage in point of ability, and, therefore, nothing but

supreme talent had any chance, amongst them, of rendering
its possessor useful or valued. Though my nature was patri-

otic, I ever respected the aristocracy, which, whilst the de-

mocracy exhibits a people's general character and energy, tends

to embellish the state, and to give it an imposing grandeur.
The supporters of the Irish government, as I have said, were

certainly inferior, except in patronage and povver, to the oppo-
sition by which they were assailed. But they lived socially:
there was a sort of convivial union amongst them, which, whe-
ther in high or low life, is, of all other ties, for a while most

binding upon my countrymen. It was therefore rather incon-

sistent in Lord Clare to give offence, as he did, to many of the

most respectable gentlemen of Ireland by calling the whigs an

"eating and drinking club," since the sarcasm might, at least

with equal justice, have been retorted on the supporters of his

Majesty's government. All the great constitutional questions
were, in 1790, supposed to have been arranged. Still the op-

position sought a more radical reform, to which the govern-
ment would not accede. They wrangled, in fact, about every
trifle and that at a time when the local concerns of the coun-

try were advancing to the highest pitch of prosperity. To
neither party, however, attached any dishonourable stigma,
which should prevent an honest man from joining their ranks;
and meanwhile, I sought celebrity and advancement. The
coast was clear before me. I was my own master, and free to

choose my own course. In case of my connecting myself with
the whigs, I saw that I must play but a very inferior part in

their game. I felt that amidst such an assemblage of talent, I

had but little right to expect eminence, and still less probabi-

lity of acquiring professional advancement, even if my friends
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should become victorious. But, above all, I reflected that
what at first view had appeared to me a blaze of constitutional

patriotism, dwindled, on a closer inspection, into what is gene-
rally called party.
The country had prospered beyond all possible anticipation,

and was still further advancing in prosperity, under the then
existing system of administration. I did not perceive that any
immediate change of men or of measures was at all in prospect,
nor that it was at that moment necessary, or even desirable.

My immediate personal connexions were on the side of the go-
vernment. I had always doubted the sincerity of the whigs:
my doubts were now realized, and, on the whole consideration,
I determined to attach myself to the administration. I had pre-
viously voted with them on the choice of a Speaker; but that I
did not consider as constituting any pledge as to my future con-
duct. I voted for Mr. Forster, as the friend of SiV John Par-
nel, and because I considered him more

fitting for the station
than his opponent, Mr. William Ponsonby.
Thus my mind being at length made up, I determined to

render myself of some importance to the side I had adopted.
The common course of desultory debate, (even conquest over
declaimers of my own calibre,) would have led to no distinction.
I decided either to rise or fall; and with this view, resolved
to fly at once at the highest game, in which attempt even if I
should not succeed, the trial itself would be honourable. My
earliest effort was therefore directed against the two most cele-
brated speakers of that period, Grattan and Curran; and on the
first day I rose, I exhibited a specimen of what I may now call

true arrogance. The novelty of such unexpected effrontery
surprised the House, and afterwards surprised myself. It was
a species of bold hardihood, which, I believe, no person who
had a just sense of his own inferiority would have ventured on
without great hesitation. I launched into a strong philippic
on the conduct of the most able and respectable opposition that
Ireland had ever possessed. I followed and traced the whigs,
as I thought, through all their meanderings and designs. In a

word, I surpassed the boundaries, not only of what I had my-
self resolved, but of what common prudence and propriety
should have dictated. The government party, at the same time,
was evidently not gratified. Its members, no doubt, considered
me as a lost partizan, who had courted and called for my own
suppression; and with some portion of the same feeling myself,
I sat down almost ashamed of my forwardness, and awaiting, if

not with resignation, at least with certainty, a just although
cruel chastisement. How then must I have been surprised, and
how wofully rebuked, by the mild and gentlemanly retorts
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which I received from Gratlan! whilst Curran's good temper
never showed itself more conspicuously than in his treating me

merely with wit and facetiousness. I was abashed and morti-

fied on contrasting the foibearance of those great men with my
own intemperance. Had I perceived any thing like contempt
in that forbearance, I really believe I should have found it dif-

ficult to resume my spirits in the House; but no such feeling

appeared towards me, and it is most singular to say, that some
incidents which sprang from that very night's debote gave rise

both to the friendship of Mr. Grattan, v^ ith which I was after-

wards honoured, and to the close intimacy between me and Mr.

Curran, which was never after interrupted.
I had the good fortune on that occasion, to make one fair hit

as to Grattan, which he afterwards told me he was much pleas-
ed by. It came across me at the moment in fact, most of the

speeches I ever made have been literally impromptu. I never

studied a set speech in my life, except on law cases; and per-

haps to this circumstance I may honestly attribute an incor-

rectness of language that frequently attended my best efforts.

Grattan had repeatedly assailed our side of the house, as " a

side from which all public virtties had long Lreen banished." I

observed, "that the right honourable gentleman had proved
unequivocally the falsehood of his own assertion, that public
virtue was confined to one side of the house for I had had the

lionour of seeing the right honourable gentleman himself on
both.^' 1 alluded to his having supported government against
Mr. Flood, after the vote of ^50,000 by parliament. This joke
was loudly cheered, and perhaps somewhat contributed to save
me from discomfiture.

From that day I attached myself zealously and sincerely to

the administration of Lord Westmoreland. I became more or
less intimate with almost every member of my party in parlia-
liament. I formed close and lasting friendships with Edward
Cooke, the unfortunate and lamented Robert Thoroton, Isaac

Corry, and Sir John De Blacquiere; and it was not very long
before the opposition also opened their convivial ranks to re-

ceive me. Curran and Arthur Brown were the earliest of my
intimates on that side the house ; and before 1792 had expired,
I felt myself as happy on all points, and as much befriended, as

any man of my standing who had preceded me.
Before I went into parliament, I had become acquainted with

Mr. R. Thoroton, w ho had come over to Ireland with the Duke
of Rutland. He had the manner of a coxcomb, but the heart
of a friend and the sentiments of a gentleman. He was clerk
of the House of Commons; and being by no means a common
man, formed a necessary part of ail our societies. He and I
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lived much together: and I found the intercourse very advan-

tageous, since my friend knew every thing that was going for-

ward, and, under the rose, set me right on many occasions.

At the same time, I was aware that circumstances existed which
were the cause, to him, of great anxiety; and, finally, a most

unexpected event, namely, the death of Mr. Thoroton by his

own hand, deprived me of one of the sincerestand most use-

ful friends I ever possessed.
But amongst the foremost of all those persons who, from

first to last, endeavoured to do me service, was a man univer-

sally esteemed for his gentlemanly manners, and as universally
abused for public jobbing. As to the latter, it concerned not

me; whilst his friendship was of the greatest advantage.
Sir John (afterwards Lord) De Blacquiere (I believe of Swiss

descent,) had been colonel of a regiment of heavy cavalry ia

Ireland; had acted as secretary of legation in France with Lord

Harcourt, and, having succeeded him there for a short time as

minister, came to Ireland with his lordship as principal secre-

tary, and becoming a permanent resident, attached himself to

that side of politics whence only he could derive the great ob-

ject of his exertions, a revenue sufficiently ample to enable

him to entertain his friends as Avell, and far more agreeabl}-,
than any other person I had previously met. Nobody ever un-

derstood eating and drinking better than Sir John De Blac-

quiere; and no man ever was better seconded in the for-

mer respect than he was by his cook, Mrs. Smith, whom he

brought from Paris, after he had been minister there. His

company seldom exceeded ten in number, but so happily was
it selected, that I never yet saw a ]}erson rise from his table

who did not feel gratified. Sir John was one of the old

school; and with all the playful good-breeding by which it was

distinguished, he had nothing of that starch pride which, in

more recent times, has supplanted conviviality without making
men either wiser, better, or happier.

Sir John certainly was 2. pluralist, enjoying at one time, the

first, the middle, and the lasi pension on the Irish civil list.

He was director of the public works in Dublin; and to his /06-

hing is that capital indebted for its wide streets, paving, light-

ing, and convenient fountains. He maae as much as he could

of these works, it is true; but every farthing he acquired in

Ireland, he expended in it. If his money came from the pub-
lic purse, it was distributed to the public benefit: if he received

pensions from the crown, butchers, bakers and other trades-

men pocketed every shilling of it. He knew employment to

be the best species of charity. In short. Sir John De Blacquiere
was as much abused, and as much regarded, as any public cha-

racter of any period.
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SINGULAR CUSTOMS IN THE IRISH PARLIA-
MENT.

Anecdote of Tottenham in his 6oo<s Interesting trial of the Earl of Kingston

for murder Description of the forms used on that occasion.

A VERY singular custom prevailed in the Irish House of

Commons which never was adopted in England, nor have I

ever seen it mentioned in print. The description of it may be

amusing.
On the day whereon the routine business of the budget was

to be opened, for the purpose of voting supplies, the speaker
invited the whole of the members to dinner in the House, in

his own and the adjoining chambers. Several peers were ac-

customed to mix in the companv ;
and I believe an equally

happy, joyous, and convivial assemblage of legislators never

were seen together. All distinctions as to government or op-

position parties were totally laid aside
; harmony, wit, wine,

and good-humour reigning triumphant. The speaker, clerk,
chancellor of the exchequer, and a very few veteran financiers,
remained in the House till the necessary routine was gone
through, and then joined their happy comrades the party sel-

dom breaking up till midnight.
On the ensuing day the same festivities were repeated ; but

on the third day, when the report was to be brought in, and
the business discussed in detail, the scene totally changed ;

the convivialists were now metamorphosed into downright
public declamatory enemies, and, ranged on opposite sides of
the House, assailed each other without mercy. Every ques-
tionable item was debated every proposition deliberately dis-

cussed and more zealous or assiduous senators could no
where be found than in the very members who, during two

days, had appeared to commit the whole funds of the nation to

the management of half a dozen arithmeticians.

But all this was consonant to the national character of the

individuals. Set them at table, and no men enjoyed them-
selves half so much

; set them to business, no men ever worked
with more earnestness and effect. A steady Irishman will do
more in an hour, when fairly engaged upon a matter which he

understands, than any other countryinan (so far, at least, as my
observation has gone) in two : the persons of whom I am

VOL. I. 17
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more immediately speaking, they certainlv were extraordi-

narily quick and sharp ! I am, however, at the same time,

ready to admit that the lower orders of officials such, for in-

stance, as mere clerks in the public offices, exhibited no claim

to a participation in the praise I have given their superiors :

they AVere, on the other hand, frequently confused and incor-

rect
;
and amongst that description of persons I believe there

were then fewer competent men than in most countries.

Another custom in the House gave rise to a verj' curious

anecdote, which I shall here mention. The members of Par-

liament formerly attfuded the House of Commons in full

dress : an arrangement first broken through by the following
circumstance :

A very important constitutional question was debating be-

tween government and the opposition; a question, by the by,
at which my nglish reader will probably feel surprised ;

namely,
" as to the application of a sum of 60,000, then lying

unappropriated in the Irish Treasurv, being a balance after

paying all debts and demands upon the country or its estab-

lishments." The numbers seemed to be nearly poised, al-

though it had been supposed that the majority would incline to

give it to the King, whilst the opposition would recommend

laying it out upon the countr-. ; when the serjeant-at-arms re-

ported that a member wanted to force into the House, UH'

dressed, in dirty boots, and splashed up to his shoulders.

The speaker could not oppose custom to privilege, and was
necessitated to admit him. it proved to be Mr. Tottenham,
of Ballvcarny, County Wexford, covered with mud, and wear-

ing a pair of huge j ck-boots! Having heard that the question
was likely to come on sooner than he expected, he had (lest he

should not be in time) mounted his horse at Ballycarny, set

off in the night, ridden nearly sixty miles up to the Parliament-

House direct, and rushed in, without washing or cleaning him-

self, to vote for the country. He arrived just at the critical

moment ! and critical it was, for the numbers were in truth

equal, and his casting vote gave a majority of one to "^ the

country" party.
This anecdote could not die while the Iriiih Parliament

lived ; and I recollect,
" Tottenham in his boots" remaining,

down to a very late period, a standing toast at certain patriotic
Irish tables.

Being on the topic, (and, I confess, to me it is still an inte-

resting one,) I must remark a singular practical distinction in

the rules of the Irish and English Houses of Commons. In

England, the House is cleared of strangers lor every division,
and no person is supposed to see or know in what way the re-
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presentatives ot the people exercise their trust. In Ireland,

on the contrary, the divisions were public, and red and black

lists were immediately published of the voters on every impor-
tant occasion. The origin of this distinction I cannot explain,

but it must be owned that the Irish was the most constitutional

practice.
One interesting scene at v/hich I was present merits espe-

cial description, on many accounts. No other instance of the

kind has occurred in the British Empire in my time
; and as it

forms a very important record with relation to the indepen-
dent political state of Ireland at the period, and has not yet
been n-.ade the subject of any historical detail or observation,
it cannot fail to be interesting in every point of view : I al-

lude to the trial of a peer of the realm of Ireland for murder,

by the house of Lords in Dublin, after the acknowledgment
of Irish independence.
The grand and awful solemnity of that trial made a deep im-

pression on my m.emorv : and, coupled with the recollection

that it proclaimed indisputably the sovereignty of the Irish

nation, its efl'ect on a contemplative mind was ot a penetrating
nature.

Robert, Earl of Kingston, stood charged with the murder of

Colonel Fitzgerald, by shooting him in his bed-chamber. The
relation of the circumstances of that event would be, in every

point of view, improper, and would only serve to recall painful
recollections long since sunk into oblivion. I therefore ab-

stain from any further allusion to them. Justice required the

trial of the accused party at the bar of his peers : but as no
similar case had occurred in Ireland within the memory of

man, it was requisite to consult precedents upon the subject, in

order to render his Lordship's trial conformable to the Lex
Parliamentaria common to both countries. These precedents
were accordingly sought by the proper officers ;

and as his

Lordship was very popular, and his provocation maddening,
and as all were ignorant of the evidence which was to be

brought forward, ihe whole affair was of a most exciting na-
ture to every man, more especially to those individuals who
possessed the noble Lord's acquaintance.

Owing to the great number of attendants, the full muster of

Peers, and the extensive preparations of every kind necessary,
in order to adhere to precedent, the house of Lords was sup-
posed to be insufficiently large for the occasion.

^

The Irish House of Peers was considered one of the most
beautiful and commodious chambers possible. It combined

every appearance of dignity and comfort : the walls were co-

vered with tapestry, representing the battle of the Boyne, and
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the entire coup-cVoeil was grand and interesting ; but being, as

I have said, considered too small for all the purposes of the

trial in question, the house of Commons was made ready in

preference.
Whoever had seen the interior of the Irish House of Com-

mons, must have admired it as one of the most chaste and
classic models of architecture. A perfect rotunda, with Ionic

pilasters, enclosed a corridor which ran round the interior.

The cupola, of immense height, bestowed a magnificence which
could rarely be surpassed ; whilst a gallery, supported by co-

lumns divided into compartments, and accommodating 700

spectators, commanded an uninterrupted view of the chamber.
This gallery, on every important debate, was filled, not by

reporters, but by the superior orders of society the first rows

being generally occupied by ladies of fashion and rank, who
diffused a brilliance over, and excited a gallant decorum in that

assembly which the British house certainly does not appear
very sedulously to cultivate.

This fine chamber was now fitted up in such a way as to give
it the most solemn aspect. One compartment of seats in the

body of the House was covered with scarlet cloth, and appro-

priated to the Peeresses and their daughters, who ranged them-
selves according to the table of pi^ecedence. The Commons,
their families and friends, lined the galleries : the whole house

was superbly carpeted, and the Speaker's chair newly adorned
for the Lord Chancellor. On the whole, it was by far the

most impressive and majestic spectacle ever exhibited within

those v;aHs.

At length the Peers entered, according to their rank, in full

dress, and richly robed. Each man took his seat in proiound
silence : and even the ladies (which was rather extraordinary)
were likewise still. The Chancellor, bearing a white wand,"^*

having taken his chair, the most interesting moment of all was
at hand, and its approach really made me shudder.

Sir Chichester Fortescue,king-at-arms, in his party-coloured
robe, entered first, carrying the armorial bearings of the ac-

cused nol)leman emblazoned on his shield : he placed himself

on the left of the bar. Next entered Lord Kingston himself,
in deep mourning, moving with a slow and melancholy step.
His eyes were fixed on the ground ; and, walking up to the bar,

he was placed next to the kiiig-at-arms, who then held his ar-

morial shield on a level with his shoulder.

The supposed executioner then approached, bearing a large
hatchet with an immense broad blade. It was painted black ex-

cept within about two inches of the edge, which was of bri2;ht

polished steel. Placing himself at the bar on the right of the
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prisoner-, he raised the hatchet about as high as his Lordship's

neck, but with the shining edge averted
;
and thus he remained

during the whole of the trial. The forms, I understood, pre-
scribed that the shining edge should be averted, until the pro-

nouncing of judgment, when, if it were unfavourable, the blade
was instantly to be turned by the executioner towards the

prisoner, indicating at once his sentence and his fate.

I could not reconcile my mind to the thought of such a con-

summation. I knew the late Lord Kingston, and had a high
regard for him

; and hence I felt a very uneasy sensation, inas-

much as I was profoundly ignorant of what would be the ter-

mination of the awful scene.

The usual legal ceremonies were now entei*ed on : the charge
was read the prisoner pleaded not guilty and the trial pro-
ceeded. A proclamation was made, (first generally, then name

ijy name,) for the witnesses for the prosecution to come forward.

_It is not easy to describe the anxiety and suspense excited as

each name was called over. The eyes of every body were di-

rected to the bar where the witnesses must enter, and every
little movement of the persons who thronged it was held to be

intended to make room for some accuser. None, however, ap-
peared thrice they were called, but in vain : and it was then

announced that " no witnesses appearing, to substantiate the

charge of murder against Robert, Earl of Kingston, the trial

should terminate in the accustomed manner." The Chancel-
lor proceeded to put the question ; and every Peer, according
to his rank, arose and deliberately walking by the chair in

which the Chancellor was seated, placed his hand as he pass-
ed solemnly on his heart, and repeated,

" Not guilty, upon my
honour!" (The bishops were, very properly, precluded from

voting in these criminal cases.) After all had passed, which

ceremony occupied an hour, the Chancellor rose and declared
the opinion of the Peers of Ireland,

" That Robert, Earl of

Kingston was not guilty of the charge against him." His lord-

ship then broke his wand, descended from his chair, and thus
ended the trial most interesting because it had at once a

strong political and constitutional bearing, and affected a no-
bleman universally beloved. The result was highly satisfac-

tory to every one who had learned the circumstance which led

to the fatal event for which the Earl of Kingston was arraigned,
whose conduct, though strictly justifiable neither in law nor

morality, might have been adopted by the best of men under
similar provocation.
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THE SEVEN BARONETS.

Sir John Stiiavt Hamilton Sir Richard Musgrave Sir Edward Newnhani

Sir Vesey Colclough Sir Frederick Flood Sir John Blacquiere Sir

Boyle Roche his carious bulls Their characters and personal description

Anecdotes and bon-nnots Anecdote of the Marquess of Waterford.

Amongst those parliamentarv gentlemen frequently to be

found in the coffee-room of the House, were certain baronets,

of very singular character, who, until some division called

them to vote, passed the intermediate time in higu conviviality.
Sir John Stuart Han-.uun, a man of small fortune and large sta-

ture, possessing a most liberal appetite both for solids and fluids

much wit, more humour, and indefatigable cheerfulness,

might be regarded as their leader.

Sir Richard Musgrave, who (except on the abstract topics
of politics, religion, martial law, his wife, the pope, the preten-

der, the Jesuits, Napper Tandy, and the whipping-post, (was

generally in his senses, formed, during those intervals, a very

entertaining addition to the company.
Sir Edward Nev/nham, member for Dublin County, afford-

ed a whimsical variety of the affectation of early and exclusive

transatlantic intelligence. By repeatedly writing letters of con-

gratulation, he had at length extorted a reply from General

Washington, which he exhibited upon every occasion, giving
it to be understood by significant nods, that he knew vastly
more than he thought proper to communicate.

Sir Vesey Colclough, member for County Wexford, who
understood books and wine better than any of the party, had
all his days treated money so extremely ill, that it would con-

tinue no longer in his service ! and the dross (as he termed it)

having entirelv forsaken him, he bequeathed an immense land-

ed property, during his life, to the uses ot custodiums, elegits,

and judgments, which never fail to place a gentleman's acres

under the especial guardianship of the attornies. He was fa-

ther to that excellent man, John Colclough, who was killed at

W^exford, and to the present Cassar Colclough, whose fall

might probably have afforded rather less cause of regret.
Sir Vesey added much to the pleasantry of the party by

occasionally forcing on them deep subjects of literature, of
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which few of his companions could make either head or tail :

but to avoid the impiitation of ignorance, they often gave the

most ludicrous ^roo/i' of it on literary subjects, geography and

astronomy, with which he eternally bored them.

Sir Frederick Flood, also member for County Wexford,
whose exhibitions in the Imperial Parliament have made him

tolerably well known in England, was very different in his

habits from the last-mentioned baronet ;
his love of money

and spirit of ostentation never losing their hold throughout

every action of his life. He was but a second-rate blunderer

in Ireland. The Bulls of Sir Boyle Roche (of whom we shall

speak hereafter) generally involved aphorisms of sound sense,
whilst Sir Frederick's (on the other hand) possessed the quali-
fication of being pure nonsense.

He was ^ pretty^ dapper man, very good-tempered ; and had
a droll habit, of which he could never effectually break himself

(at least in Ireland
:)

whenever a person at his back whis-

pered or suggested any thing to him while he was speaking in

public, without a moment's reflection he almost alvvaj s invo-

luntarily repeated the suggestion literaiim.

Sir Frederick was once making a long speech in the Irish

parliaiTJcnt, lauding the transcendent merits of the Wexford

magistracy, on a motion for extending the criminal jurisdic-
tion in that county, to keep down the disaffected. x\s he was

closing a most turgid oration, by declaring
'' that the said ma-

gistracy ought to receive some signal mark of the Lord Lieu-
tenant's favour," John Egan, who was rather mellow, and

sitting behind him, jocularly whispered, "and be whipped at

the cart's tail :
" And be whipped at the cart's tail !" re-

peated Sir Frederick unconsciously, amidst peals of the most
uncontrollable laughter.

Sir John Blacquiere flew at higher game than the other ba-

ronets, though he occasionally fell into the trammels of Sir

John Hamilton. Sir John Blacquiere was a little deaf of one

ear, for which circumstance he gave a very singular reason:
his seat, when secretary, was the outside one on the treasury
bench, next to a gangway" ;

and he said that so many members
used to come perpetually to whisper to him and the buzz of

importunity as so heavy and cot.tinuous, that before one claim-

ant's words had got out of his ear, the demand of another
forced its way in, till the ear-drum, being overcharged, abso-

lutely burst ! which, he said, turned out conveniently enough,
as he was then obliged to stuff the organ tight, and tell every
gentleman that his ph\ sician had directed him not to use that
ear at all, and the other as little as possible !

Sir John Stuart Hamilton played him one day, in the corri-
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dor of the House of Commons, a trick which was a source of

great entertainment to all parties. Joseph Hughes, a country
farmer and neighbour of Sir John Stuart Hamilton, who knew
nothing of great men, and (in common with many remote far-

mers of that period) had very seldom been in Dublin, was hard

pressed to raise some money to pay the fine on a renewal of a

bishop's lease his only property. He came directl)' to Sir

John, who, I believe, had himself drunk the farmer's spring

pretty dry, whilst he could get any thing out of it. As they
were standing together in one of the corridors of the Parlia-

ment-House, Sir John Blacquiere stopped to say something to

his brother baronet : his star, which he frequently wore on
rather shabby coats, struck the farmer's eye, who had never

seen such a thing before ; and coupling it with the very black

visage of the wearer, and his peculiar appearance altogether,
our rustic was induced humbly to ask Sir John Hamilton
" who that man was with the silver sign on his coat ?"

" Don't you know him ?" cried Sir John ;

"
why, that is a

famous Jew money-broker."
" May be, please your honour, he could do my little busi-

ness for me," responded the honest farmer.
" Trial's all!" said Sir John.
" I'll pay well," observed Joseph. <^**
" That's precisely what he likes," replied the baronet.
"
Pray, Sir John," continued the farmer,

" what's those

words on his sign?^^ (alluding to the motto on the star.)
" Oh," answered the other,

"
they are Latin,

' Tria juncta
in uno.'

" And I may crave the English thereof?" asked the unsus-

pecting countryman.
*' Three in a bond," said Sir John.

"Then I can match him, by J s," exclaimed Hughes.
" You'll be hard set," cried the malicious baronet; "however,

you may try."

Hughes then approaching Blacquiere, who had removed
but a very small space, told him with great civility and a sig-

nificant nod, that he had a little matter to mention, which he

trusted would be agreeable to both parties. Blacquiere drew
him aside and desired him to proceed.

" To come to the

point then, at once," said Hughes,
" the money is not to say a

great deal, and I can give you three in a bond myself and

two good men as any in Cavan, along with me, I hope that

will answer you. Three in a bond ! safe good men."
Sir John, who wanted a supply himself, had the day before

sent to a person who had advertised the lending of money ;

and, on hearing the above harangue, (taking for granted that
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it resulted from his own application,) he civilly assured Hughes
that a bond would be of no use to him ! good bills might be

negociated, or securities turned into cash, though at a loss,

but bo7ids would not answer at all.

" 1 think I can get another man, and that's one more than

your sign requires," said Hughes.
" I tell you," repeated Sir John,

^' bonds will not answer at

all, sir ! bills, bills !"

" Then it's fitter," retorted the incensed farmer,
" for you

to be after putting your sign there in your pocket, than wear-

ing it to deceive the Christians, you damn'd usurer! you Jew,

you !"

Nobody could be more amused by this denouement than

Blacquiere himself, who told every body he knew, of" Hamil-

ton's trick upon the countryman'^
Sir Richard Musgrave, although he understood drawing the

long how as well as most people, never patronised it in any
other individual. Sir John Hamilton did not spare the exer-

cise of this accomplishment in telling a story, one day, in the

presence of Sir Richard, who declared his incredulity rather

abruptly, as indeed was his constant manner. Sir John was
much nettled at the mode in which the other dissented, more

particularly as there were some strangers present. He asseve-

rated the truth on his ivord: Sir Richard, however, repeating
his disbelief. Sir John Hamilton furiously exclaimed " You
sav vou don't believe my word !"

"
I canH believe it," replied Sir Richard.

" Well, then," said Sir John,
" if you won't believe my

word^ by G d I'll give it you under my hand^'' clenching at

the same moment his great fist.

The witticism raised a general laugh, in which the parties
themselves joined, and in a moment all was good humour. But
the company condemed both the offenders Sir John for tell-

ing a lie, and Sir Richard for not believing it, to the payment
of two bottles of hock each.

Whoever the following story may be fathered on. Sir John
Hamilton was certainly its parent. The Duke of Rutland, at

one of his levees, being at a loss (as probably most kings,

princes, and viceroys occasionally are,) for something to say
to every person he was bound in etiquette to notice, remarked
to Sir John Hamilton that there was " a prospect of an excel-

lent crop : the timely rain," observed the Duke, "will bring
everv thing above ground."

" God forbid, your Excellency !" exclaimed the courtier.

His Excellency stared, whilst Sir John continued, sighing
VOL. I, 18
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heavily as he spoke : "Yes, God forbid ! for I have got three

wives under it."

At one oi those large convivial parties which distinguished
the table of Major Hobart, when he was secretary in Irtland,

amongst the usual loyal toasts,
" The wooden w^alls of Eng-

land"" being given, Sir John Hamilton, in his turn, gave
" The

wooden walls of Ireland!" This toast being quite new to us

all, he was asked for an explanation : upon which, filling a

bumper, he very gravely stood up, and, bowing to the Mar-

quess of Waterford and several country gentlemen, who com-
manded county regiments, he said,

" My lords and gentle-
men! I have the pleasure of giving you

' The wooden walls of

Ireland' the colonels of miiitiuP^

So broad but so good-humoured a jeu d^esprit. excited

great merriment : the truth was forgotten in the jocularity, but

the epithet did not perish. I saw onlv one grave countenance
in the room, and that belonged to the late Marquess of Water-

ford, who was the proudest egotist 1 ever met with. He had
a tremendous squint, nor was there any thing prepossessing
in the residue of his features to atone for that detormitv. No-

thing can better exemplify his lordship's opinion of himself

and others, than an observation I heard him make at Lord

Portarlington's table. Having occasion for a superlative de-

gree of comparison between two persons, he was at a loss tor

a climax. At length, however, he luckily hit on one. " That
man was (said the Marquess) he was as superior as as

as I am to Lord Ranelah!"
I will now advert to Sir Boyle Roche, who certainly was,

without exception, the most celebrated and entertaining anti-

grammarian in the Irish Parliament. I knew him intimately.
He was of a verv respectable Iri-sh family, and, in point of ap-

pearance, a fine, bluff, soldier-like old gentleman He had nu-

merous good qualities ;
and having been long in the army, his

ideas were fill of honour and etiquette of discipline and bra-

ver^ . He had a claim to the title of Fermoy, which however

he never pursued ;
and w-as brother to the famous 1 iger Roche,

who fought some desperate due! abroad, and was near being

hanged for it. Sir Boyle was perfectly well bred in all his

habits ; had been appointed gentlc-man-usher at the Irish

Court, and executed the duties of that office to the day of his

death with the utmost satisfaction to himself as well as to every
one in connexion with him. He was married to the eldest

daughter of Sir John Cave, Bart. ;
and his lady, who was a

" bas bleu," prematurely injured Sir Boyle's capacity (it
was

said) by forcing him to read " Gibbon's Rise and Fall of the

Roman Empire," whereat he was so cruelly puzzled without
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being in the least amused, that, in his cups, he often stigma-
tized the great historian as a low fellow, who ought to have

been kicked out of company wherever he was, for turning peo-

ple's thoughts away from their prayers and their politics to

what the devil himself could make neither head nor tail of!

His perpetually bragging that Sir John Cave had given him
his eldest daughter, afforded Curran an opportunity of reply-

ing,
''

Aye, Sir Boyle, and depend on it, if he had had an

oldei^ one still he would have given her to you." Sir Boyle

thought it best to receive the repartee as a compliment, lest it

should come to her ladyship's ears, who, for several years back,
had prohibited Sir Boyle from all allusions to chronology.

This baronet had certainly one great advantage overall other

bull and blunder makers : he seldom launched a blunder from

which some fine aphorism or maxim might not be easily ex-

tracted. When a debate arose in the Irish House of Commons
on the vote of a grant which was recomm.ended by Sir John
Parnel, Chancellor of the Exchequer, as one not likely to be

felt burthensome for many years to come, it was observed in

reply, that the house had no just right to load posterity with a

weighty debt for what could in no degree operate to their ad-

vantage. Sir Boyle, eager to defend the measures of govern-
ment, immediately rose, and, in a few words, put forward the

most unanswerable argument which human ingenuity could

possibly devise. " What, Mr. Speaker !" said he,
" and so we

are to beggar ourselves for fear of vexing posterity ! Now, I

would ask the honourable gentleman, and this still more ho-

nourable House, why we should put ourselves o t of our way
to do any thing for posterity: for what has posterity done
for iis?^''

Sir Bovle, hearing the roar of laughter which of course fol-

lowed this sensible blunder, but not being conscious that he had
said any thing out of the way, was rather puzzled, and con-

ceived that the House had misunderstood him. He therefore

begged leave to explam, ashe apprehended that gentlemen had
entirely mistaken his words : he assured the House " that by
posterity he did not at all mean our ancesto7'Sy but those who
were to i ome immediately after thcrnr Upon hearing this

explanation^ it was impossible to do anv serious business for

half an hour.

Sir Boyle Roche was induced by Government to fight as

hard as possible for the Union : so he did, and I realU believe

fancied, by degrees, that he was right. On one occasion, a

general titter arose at his florid pictiu'e of the happiness which
must proceed from this event. " Gentlemen (said Sir Boyle)
may titther, and titther, and titther, and may think it a bad mea-
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sure ;
but their heads at present are hot, and will so remain till

they grow cool again ; and so they can't decide right now
;
but

when the day ofjudgment comes, then honourable gentle-
men will be satisfied at this most excellent Union. Sir, there

is no Levitical degrees between nations, and on this occasion

I can see neither sin nor shame in marrying our own sister."

He was a determined enemy to the French Revolution, and
seldom rose in the House for several years without volunteer-

ing sofne abuse of it.
'' Mr. Speaker," said he, in a mood of

this kind,
" if we once permitted the villanous French masons

to meddle with the buttresses and walls of our ancient consti-

tion, they would never stop nor stav, sir, till they brought the

foundation-stones tumbling down about the ears of the nation !

There," continued Sir Bovle, placing his hand earnestly on his

heart, his powdered head shaking in unison with his loyal zeal,

whilst he described the probable consequences of an invasion

of Ireland by the French republicans;
"
There, Mr. Speaker!

if those Gallician villains should invade us, Sir, 'tis on thai

very tahle^ may-be, these honourable members might see their

own destinies h ing in heaps a-top of one another ! Here per-

haps. Sir, the murderous marshal-law-men (Marseillois)
would break in, cut us to mince-meat, and throw our bleeding
heads upon that table, to stare us in the face !"

Sir Boyle, on another occasion, was arguing for the Habeas

Corpus Suspension Bill in Ireland :
" It would surely be bet-

ter, Mr. Speaker," said he,
'' to give up not only a.pai't, but, if

necessary, even the whole., of our constitution, to preserve the

remainderP''
1 his Baronet having been one of the Irish Parliamentary-

curiosities before the Union, I have onlv exemplified his tnode

of blundering, as many ridiculous savings have been attributed

t. him. He blundered certainly more than any public speaker
in Ireland ;

but his bulls were rather logical perversions, and
had some strongpoint in most of them.

The English people consider a bull as nothing more than a

vulgar nonsensical expression : but Irish blunders are fre-

quently humerous hyperboles or oxymorons.,2iX\A present very
often the most energetic mode of expressing the speaker's

meaning.
On the motion to expel Lord Edward Fitzgerald from the

House of Commons, for hasty disrespectful expressions regard-

ing the House and the Lord Lieutenant, it was observable

that the motion was violently supported by the younger men
then in Parliament; including the late Marquess ot Ormonde,
&c. The Marquess was, indeed, one of the strongest sup-

porters of a measure the object of which was to disgrace a
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young nobleman, his own equal: and it was likewise worthy of

remark that the motion was resisted by the steadiest and oldest

members of the House.

Sir Boyle Roche laboured hard and successfully for Lord

Edward, who was eventually required to make an apology : it

was not, however, considered sufficiently ample or repentant.
Sir Boyle was at his wit's end, and at length produced a natural

syllogism, vyhich, by putting the House in good humour, did

more than a host of reasoners could have achieved. " Mr.

Speaker," said the baronet,
"

I think the noble young man has

no business to make any apology* He is a gentleman, and
none such should be asked to make an apology^ because no

gentleraan could mean to give offence.''''

Dennis McCarthy, the postillion of Lord Lisle, had an ac-

tion for Crim. Con, brought against him by his master, and

upon a very forced construction of law in such cases, by the

Chief Baron, the jury found damages for .5000 against Den-
nis. He was of course sent to gaol ;

and damages to that

amount, and of that nature, excluding the debtor from the be-

nefit of the Insolvent Act, strong efforts were made in Parlia-

ment to have Dennis included especially, by name, in the sta-

tute, he having remained ten years in close confinement. His
liberation was constantly applied for, and as constantly reject-
ed. Sir Boyle, as a last effort, made a florid speech in his best

style on behalf of the poor fellow, arguing truly,
" That Lady

Lisle, and not Dennis, must have been the real seducer ;" and

concluding thus
;

" and what, Mr. Speaker, was this poor ser-

vant's crime ? after all, sure, Mr. Speaker, it was only doing
his master's business by his mistress's orders: and is it not

very hard to keep a poor servant in eaol for that which if he had
not done he would have deserved a iiorse whipping V This way
of putting the case had the desired effect: Dennis's name was

especially included by the Commons
; but in the House of

Lords It was thrown out by Lord Clonmell, Chief Justice,

though two years had scarcely elapsed since his Lordship him-
self had fought a duel with the late Lord Tyrawley for Crim.
Con.' with her Ladyship.
Never was there a more sensible blunder than the following.We recommend it as a motto to gentlemen in the army.

" The
best way," said Sir Boyle,

" to avoid danger, is to meet it

j)lutnp^'*
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The author first placed in office by Lord Westmoreland Made Kinjj's counsel

by Lord Clare Jealousy of the Bar Description of Kilkenny Castle Trial

of the Enrl of Ormonde for outrage at Kilkenny Acquitted Author's con-

duct Distinguished and liberal present from the Earl of Ormonde to the

author, of a gold box, and his subsequent letter.

In December, 1793, the secretary, Lord Buckinghamshire,
wrote to say thai he wished to see me at the Castle. I imme-

diately attended, when he said,
''

Barrinsjton, I am about to

depart from Ireland: and," continued he, after my sincere ex-

pressions of regret, "as you have heretofore had nothing from
us but convivial intercourse, it is just you should novv have
fare somewhat more substantial; with the approbation of the

Lord Lieutenant, therefore, I have manai>;ed to secure for you
a very handsome olBce, The ships' entries of the Port of Dub-
lin."

At the name and nature of this office I rather demurred;

whereupon Lord Buckinghamshire smiled and said, "you
have no objection to a good sinecure, I suppose, ihe emolu-

ments payable every Sunday morning by the deputy: the place
was lately held by Mr. George Ponsonby, and is at this mo-
ment enjoyed by Serjeant Coppinger; but I have negociated to

give him, his son and his wife, an annuity of 800 a year, to

resign it to you."'

This, so far, was agreeable: but still professional advance-

ment being the object next my heart, I neither felt nor look-

ed totally satisfied.

Lord B. then said, "you are a grumbling fellow: but I

anticipated your grumbling, and the Lord Chancellor (Lord
Clare) has consented to your being at the same time appointed
one of the King's Counsel, thus at once giving you a step over

the heads of all your circuit seniors, except Sir Frederick

Flood, who is not, I fancy, very formidable."

This arrangement altogether met my wishes. I hastened to

Lords Westmoreland and Clare, to thank them most cordially;

and the fifth 3'ear after becoming a barrister, I found myself
at the head of my circuit, and high up in the official rank of my
profession. Practice generally follows the fortunate: I was
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immediately considered as on the hio;h-roaH of preferment; the

attornies pur^ued me like a flock of rook^! and my business

was quadrupled.
I purchased a fine house in ? e'rion Square, from INIr Ro-

bert Johnson, then ooimsel to the revenue, (afterwards judge,)
who at that period f It hinjself goiut: down hill, and here I

launched into an abi>olute press of business; peihaps jusily ac-

quiring thereb}' the jealousy of n any f n y seniois. This

jealousy, however, gave rise to one of the most gratifying inci-

dents of my life.

John, Earl of Ormonde, resided, like a true Iri^h nobleman,
in the utmost splendour and hospitality in his fine ancient cas-

tle at Kilkenny. He scarcely ever went even to the Irish me-

tropolis his entire fortune bting expended in his own city;

whereby every shopkeeper and liader experienced the advan-

tages of his Lordship's residence. His establishment was am-

ple his table profuse his friendship warm and unbounded.

The very appearance of his cnstle (tliough only a portion of

the old Duke's,) was still such as to renund the spectator of

its former magnificence. Proudly tov^ering over the river

Nore, from which it was separated only by the public walk, a

high and grand rampart on that side conveyed the idea at once
of a palace and a fortress; whilst towards the city an old

princely portal, flanked by round towers, opened into a spa-
cious court, v\ithin which were preserved two sides of the ori-

ginal edifice, and a third was, at the period I allude to, rebuild-

ing in a style, however, far too moclern and ordinary. The ex-

terior m^ouldings of the Castle exhibited the remains of the

gilding which had formerly been laid on. with a lavish hand.

The interior of ibis noble edifice with the exception of one
saloon and the picture-gallery, was nt t calculaied to satisfy ex-

pectation: but both those were unique the one with respect
to its form, the other to its prospects. The grand saloon was
not shaped like any other, I believe, existing^-oval in its

figure, and not large; but the wall, twelve feet thick, admitted
of recesses on the sides, which had the appearance of small

rooms, each being terminated by a large window, and the sides

covered with mirrors, which reflected the beautiful and varied

prospects of city, country, wood, river, and public promenade.
When I was at the Castle, in fact, every thing appeared to me
deliiihlfuk

Walter, the late Marquess of Ormonde, though my junior in

years, had been my intimate friend and companion; as was also

his cousin, Bryan Cavanagh. l^ady Ormonde, mother of Wal-

ter, was the only child of Earl VVinderford, and, as lady of the

castle, was careful to keep up at least her due importance. It
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is not impossible for women or men either to mistake pompos-
ity for dignity. True pricJe is accompanied by an amiable con-

descension: cold, unbending ceremony is the result of false

pride, and not of dignity. I thought (perhaps erroneously)
that her ladyship made this mistake.

The earl John, my friend's father, was rather in the oppo-
site extreme. He was well read and friendly a hard-goer
(as it was called,) and an incessant talker. His Lordship oc-

casionally adjourned to a kind of tavern in the city, of which
a certain widow Madden was the hostess, and where one Mr.
Evans, surnamed "Hellcat," together with the best boozers
and other gentlemen of Kilkenny, assembled to amuse his lord-

ship by their jests and warm punch, and to emulate each other

in the devouring of oysters and lobsters the best which could

possibly be procured. Hither, in fact, the company from the

Castle were habituated often to repair.
These boozing-matches sometimes proceeded rather too far;

and, one night, Mr. DuiTy, a sharp, smart, independent-mind-
ed apothecary of Kilkenny, who had offended the Ormonde
family on some very sensitive point, being alluded to, a mem-
ber of the part}- ,

with more zeal than prudence, proposed as a

a toast, "a round of rascals!" taking care to designate Doctor

Duffy as belonging to \\\Ai honourable fraternity. On depart-

ing from the tavern, far more full (-f liquor than wit, some wild

young man in company suggested the demoliiion of the Doc-
tor's windows: no sooner said than done! the piper played,
the stones flew, and Duff, 's shivered panes bore ample testi-

mony to the strength of the widow's beverage. No personal

injury, however, ensued, and the affair appeared to have ter-

minated.

A glazier was sent early next morning bv command of my
lord, to repair the windows; but this the doctor refused to al-

low; and in due form applied for and obtained a criminal in-

formation in the King's Bench for the outrage, against Lord
Ormonde, his son Walter, James the present iNIarquess, Lord
Thurles, and others. The information was, in due legal form,
sent down to be tried at the Spring Assizes very soon after I

had been appointed King's Counsel.

None felt moie jealousy at my promotion that Mr. William

Fletcher, (since Judge of the Common Ple.is,) many years my
senior at the Bar and on Circuit. Lord Ormonde directed

briefs to be sent to me and to Fletcher, with fees of fifteen gui-
neas each. 1 never loved money much in my life, and there-

fore thought it quite enough; or rather, I did not think

about it.

The defendant's case fell of course to me as leading counsel.
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As this circumstance Fletcher felt sore and ran sulky and the

sulkier he got the more zealous became I. We had but a bad

case of it: the cross-examination of the irritated apothecary,
who ^rew after a while quite ferocious, fell to my lot; I per-

formed my duty, and it then devolved on Fletcher to speak to

the evidence. This however he declined. I prpssed him

but he peremptorily refused. I exclaimed "
Nay, Fletcher,

you took a fee: why not speak?" "Yes," answered the an-

gry Barrister, "just enough to make me hold my tongue!"
"Do speak," persisted I. "I ^6"o;^7," replied he. "Then I

must do it for you," was my rejoinder. My zeal was enkin-

dled my mind was on fire and I felt myself in earnest and

interested. I persevered till I saw the jury smile, for which

purpose they only wanted a good pretence. I held on my
course till I saw them pleased; and the result was an acquittal
of Lord Ormonde, and a conviction of all the others.

To his Lordship this acquittal was invaluable. The convic-

tion of the Earl of Ormonde for a nocturnal outrage in his own
town, and his committal from his castle to a prison, to undergo
the award of the law, would have been to him a source of the

utmost dismay. I knew this, and acted accordingly. He had
heard of the conversation between Fletcher and me; but he
thanked both without distinction, and made no partial remarks.
I was hurt for a moment at this apparent neglect, but thought
of it no longer, and his Lordship never mentioned the circum-
stance.

On the ensuing Summer Assizes, Lord Ormonde invited the

Judges, Barristers, several of the Grand Jury, and tiie princi-

pal gentlemen of the county, to a magnificent dinner at the
Castle. It was a long table, and every thing in the ojrandest

style. A Judge sat on each side of Lady Ormonde, at the head,
and Fletcher and myself were their next neighbours. After
the cloth had been removed, and Lady Ormond was retired,
his Lordship stood up, and, in a loud voice, said, "I have
waited with impatience for this public opportunity of ex-

pressing to Mr. Barrington the high sense I entertain of his

important and disinterested services to me at the last assizes:
I now beg his acceptance of a small testimonial of my gratitude
and friendship." And he immediately slid along the table a

magnificent gold snuff-box with his aj ms, &.c. and the follow-

ing inscription:

A Token of Friendship and Gratitude from the Earl of Ormonde and Ossory
to Jonah Barrington, Esq., one of His Majesty's Counsel at Law. August,

I was Utterly astonished by this distinguished and most un-
VOL. I. 19
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expected favour conferred in so public and honourable a man-

ner; and involuntarily , without a moment's thought, (but
certainly with the appearance of ill-nature,) I triumphantly-
handed round ihe box for the inspection of mv brother-barris-

ters. Fletcher, confused as might be supposed, slightly shoved
it back to me: his conduct on the trial having been known, a

sensation became visible amongst the company, which I would
almost have given up the box to have avoided exciting. His

countenance, however, ihuugh not usually subject to be much
impressed b\ kind feelings, clearly acquitted me of any inten-

tional insult: in truth, I really fell as much as he did, when I

perceived my error, and wished to pocket the prize without
its creating further notice. But this was impossible: I was ob-

liged to return thanks, which ceremony I went through very
badly. Fletcher did not remain long, and I also adjourned at

an early hour to the Bar-room, where the incident had preced-
ed me. I now tried my best to put all parties into good hu-

monr, and finished the night by a much deeper stoup of wine
than I should have indulged in at Lord Ormonde'-.

Next morning I found a billet from the Earl, enveloping a

bank-note for ^100, with these words:

*' Dear Sir,

"My attorney did not do you justice; you will per-
mit me to be my own attorney on this occasion.

"Your friend and humble servant,
" Ormond and Ossory.'^

From that time to the day of his Lordship's death, I expe-
rienced from him, on every occasion within his reach, the ut-

most estent of kindness, civility, and friendship. His succes-

sor, with whom I had been so long and so very intimately ac-

quainted, was whirled at an earlv age into the vortex of fasliion-

able life and profligacy. Having lost his best guide and truest

frienrl, his coU!*in Brian Cavanagh, many of his naturally fine

qualities were either blunted by dissipation, or absorbed m the

licentious influence of a fashionable connexion: thus he became
lost to himself and to many of those friends who had most truly
valued iiim.

I have mentioned Walter, Marquess of Ormonde, the more

particularly because, extraordinary as it may appear, it certain-

ly was to a fatal connexion of his (where i am sure he had not

been the seducer,) that 1 owe several of the most painful and

injurious events of my life. Of the existence of this connexion

1 had irrefragable proof; and of its having operated as a bar to

the chief objects of my life and ambition, 1 have equal reason

to feci convinced.
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His Lordship married his own god-daughter, but too late to

give a chance for reformation; and never have I remarked,
through the course of a long, observing life, any progress more

complete from the natural levities of youth to the confirmed
habits of dissipation, from the first order of early talent to the

humblest state of premature imberility than that cf the late

Marquess of Ormonde! who had, at one period of our inti-

macy, as engaging a person, as many manly qualities, and to

the full as much intellectual promise, as any young man of his

country.
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DR. ACHMET BORUMBORAD

Singular anecdotes of Dr. Achmet Boriimborad He proposes to erect baths in

Dublin, in the Turkish fashion Obtains grants from Parhament for that

purpose The Batlis well executed The Doctor's banquet Ludicrous

anecdote of nineteen Noblemen and Members of Parliahient falling into his

grand salt-water bath The accident nearly causes the ruin of the Doctor

and his establishment He falls in love with Miss Hartigan, and mai'ries her.

Sudden metamorphosis of the Turk into Mr. Patrick Joj'ce.

Until England dragged the sister kingdom with herself in-

to the ruinous expenses of the American War, Ireland owed
no public debt. There were no taxes, save local ones: the

Parliament, being composed of resident gentlemen, interested

in the prosperity and welfare of their country, was profuse in

promoting all useful schemes; and no projector, >vho could

show any reasonable grounds for seeking assistance, had diffi-

culty in finding a patron. On these points, indeed, the gen-
tlemen who possessed influence, were often unguarded, and

sometimes extravagant.

Amongst other projectors, whose ingenuity was excited by
this liberal conduct, was one of a very singular description a

Turk who had come over, or (as the on-clit went,) had Jled
from Constantinople. He proposed to establish, what was

greatly wanted at that time in the Irish metropolis,
" Hot and

Cold Sea water Baths;" and by way of advancing his preten-
sions to public encouragement, offered to open free baths for

the poor, on an exiensive plan giving them, as a Doctor, at-

tendance and advice gratis, every day in the year. He spoke
English very intelligibly; his person was extremely remark-

able; and the more so, as he was the first Turk who had ever

.vniked the streets of Dublin in his native costume. He was
>; height considerably above six feet, rather pompous in his

esit, and apparently powerful; an immense black beard cover-

ing his chin and upper lip. There was, at the same time,

lor^iething cheerful and cordial in the man's address; and, alto-

: Ther, he cut a very imposing figure. Every body liked Doc-
tor Achmet Borumborad: his Turkish dress, being extremely
handsome without any approach to the tawdry, and crowned
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with an immense turban, drew the eyes of every passer-by;
and I must say that I have never myself seen a more stately-

looking Turk since that period.
The eccentricity of the Doctor's appearance was, indeed, as

will readily be imagined, the occasion of much idle observation

and conjecture. At first, whenever he went abroad, a crowd of

people, chiefly boys, was sure to attend him but at a respect-
ful distance; and if he turned to look behind him, the gaping
boobies fled, as if they conceived even his looks to be mortal.

These fears, however, gradually wore away, and were entirely

shaken off, on the fact being made public, that he meant to at-

tend the poor; which undertaking was, in the usual spirit of ex-

aggeration, soon construed into an engagement, on the part of

the Doctor, to cure all disorders whatever! and hence he

quickly became as much admired and respected as he had pre-

viously been dreaded.

My fair readers will perhaps smile, when I assure them that

the persons who seemed to have the least appreliension of Doc-

tor Borumborad, or rather to think him "a very nice Turk!"
were the ladies of the metropolis. Many a smart, snug little

husband, who had been heretofore considered "
quite the

thing." despotic in his own house, and peremptory command-
ant of his own family, was now regarded as a wretched, con-

temptible, close-shaven pigmy, in comparison with the im-

mensity of the Doctor's figure and whiskers; and, what is more

extraordinary, his good humour, and engaging manners gained
him many friends even among the husbands themselves! he

thus becoming, in a shorter period than could be imagined, a

particular favourite with the entire city, male and female.

Doctor Achmet Borumborad, having obtained footing thus

far, next succeeded surprisingly in making his way amongst
the Members of Parliament, He was full of conversation,, yet .

knew his proper distance; pregnant with anecdote, but discreet

in its expenditure; and he had the peculiar talent of being hum-
ble without the appearance of humility. A submissive ^tjrk
would have been out of character, and a haughty one excluded ,.

from society: the Doctor was aware of this, and regulated his i^j|^^
demeanour with remarkable skill upon every occasion (and ^^|
they were numerous) whereon (as a lioii) he was invited to

the tables of the great. By this line of conduct, he managed
'

to warm those who patronized him into becoming violent par-

tizans; and, accordingly, little or no difficulty was experienced
in getting a grant from Parliament for a sufficient fund to com-
mence his great metropolitan undertaking.

Baths were now planned after Turkish models. The money
voted was most faithfully appropriated; and a more ingenious
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or useful establishment coukl not be formed in any metropolis.

But the cash, it was soon discovered, ran too short to enable

the Doctor to complete his scheme; and, on the ensuing ses-

sion, a further vote became necessary, vvhich was by no means

opposed, as the institution was 2;ood, fairly executed, and cha-

ritahly applied. Ti.e worthy Ductor kept his ground; session

after session he petitioned for fresh assistance, and never met

with refusal: his profits were good, and he lived well, whilst

the baths proved of the utmost benefit, and the poor received

attention and service from his establishment, without cost. An
immense cold bath was constructed, to communicate with the

river: it was large and deep, and entirely renewed every tide.

The neatest lodging rooms, for those patients 'who chose to

remain during a course of bathing, were added to the establish-

ment and always occupied. In short, the whole afifair became

so popular, and Dr. Achmet acquired so many friends, that the

annual grants of Parliament were considered nearly as matters

of course.

But, alas! fortune is treacherous, and prosperity unstable.

Whilst the ingenious Borumborad was thus rapidly flourishing,

an unlucky though most ludicrous incident threw the poor fel-

low completely a-back; and, without any fault on his part,

nearly ruined both himself and his institution.

Preparatory to every session, it was the Doctor's invariable

custom to give a grand dinner, at the baths, to a large number

of his patrons, Members of Parliament, who were in the habit

of proposing and supporting his grants. He always, on these

occasions, procured some professional singers, as well as the

finest wines in Ireland; endeavouring to render the parties as

joyous and convivial as possible. Some nobleman, or com-

moner of note, always acted for him as chairman, the Doctor

himself being quite unassuming.
At the last commencement of a session, whereupon he anti-

cipated this patronage, it was intended to increase his grant,

in order to meet the expenses of certain new works, &c. which

he had executed on the strength of the ensuing supply; and

the Doctor had invited nearly thirty of the leading members

to a grand dinner in his spacious saloon. The singers were of

the first order; the claret and champaign excellent; and never

was the Turk's hospitality shown off to better advantage, or

the appetites of his guests administered to with greater success.

The effects of the wine, as usual on all such meetings in Ire-

land, began to grow obvious. The elder and more discreet

members were for adjourning; whilst the juveniles declared

they would stay for another dozen! and Doctor Borumborad

accordingly went down himself to his cellar, to select and send
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up a choice dozen by way of bonne bouche for finishing the

refractory Members of Parliament.

In his absence, Sir John S. Hamilton, though a very dry
Member, took it into hi.s head that he had taken enouis;h, and

rose to go away, as is customary in these days of freedom when

people are so circumstanced: but at tiiat period men were not

always their own masters on such occasions, and a eeneral cry
arose of "Stop, Sir John! stop4ii;i'! Ihe bonne houchel

the bonne bouche!" The carousers were on the alert instant-

ly: Sir John opened the door and rushed out; the anti-chamber

was not lighted; someone or two-and-twenty staunch Mem-
bers stuck to his skirts; when splash at once comes Sir John,

not into the street, but into the -reiit cold bath, the door of

which he had retreated b
,
in mistake! The other Parliament-

men were too close upon the baronet to stop short (like the

horse of a Cossack:) in they went, by fours and fives; and one

or two, who, on hearing the splashing of the water, cunningly
threw themselves down on the brink to avoid popping; in, ope-
rated directly as stumbling blocks to those behind, who thus

obtained their full share of bonne bouche none of the parlies

had bargained ^or.

When Doctor Borumborad re-entered, ushering a couple of

servants laden with a dozen of his best wine, and missed all

his company, he thought some devil had carried them off; but

perceiving the door of his rioble, deep, cold salt-water bath

open, he with dismay rushed thither, and espied eighteen or

nineteen Irish Parliament-men, either floating like so many
corks upon the surface, or scraniblinti to get out, like mice who
had fallen into a basin! The Doctor's /jo.5,se

of attendants were

iinmediately set at work, and every one of the Honourable

Members extricated; the quantity of salt-water, however, which
had made its wav into their stomachs, was not so easil}' re-

moved, and most of them carried the beverage home to their

own bed-chambers.

It was unlucky, also, that as the Doctor was a Turk, he had

no Christian wardrobe to substitute for the well-soaked gar-
ments of the Honourable Men)bers. Such dresses, however,
as he had, were speedily put into requisition; the bathing at-

tendants furnished their quota of dry apparel; and all was

speedily distributed amongst the swimmers, some of whom
exhibited in Turkish costume, others in bathing shifts; and

when the clothes failed, blankets were pinned round the rest.

Large fires were made in every room; brandy and mulled wine

liberally resorted to; and as fast as sedan-chairs could be pro-,

cured, the Irish Commoners were sent home, cursing all Turks
and infidels, and denouncing a crusade against any thing coming
from the same quarter of the globe as Constantinople.
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Poor Doctor Acbmet BorLimborad was distracted and quite
inconsolable! Next day he duly visited every suffering Mem-
ber, and thougb well received, was acute enough to see that

the ridicule with which they had covered themselves was like-

ly to work out eventually his ruin. His anticipations were
well founded: though the Members sought to hush up the ridi-

culous parts of the story, they became, from that very attempt,
still more celebrated. In fact, it was too good a joke to escape
the embellishments of Irish humour; and the statement univer-

sally circulated was that "Doctor Borumborad had nearly
drowned nineteen Members of Parliament, because they would
not promise to vote for him!"
The poor Doctoi j^^'^as now assailed in every way. Among

other things, it was asserted that he was the Turk vvho had

strangled the Christians in the Seven Towers at Constantino-

ple! Though every body laughed at their own inventions,

they believed those oi Other people; and tjje conclusion was,
that no more grants could be proposed, since not a single Mem-
ber was stout enough to mention the name of Borumborad! the

laugh, indeed, would have overwhelmed the best speech ever

delivered in the Irish Parliament,

Still, the new works must be paid for, although no conveni-

ent vote came to make the necessary provision: the poor Doc-

tor was therefore cramped a little; but notwithstanding his

embarrassment, he kept his ground well, and lost no private
friends except such as the wearing-off of novelty estranged. He
continued to get on; and at length a new circumstance inter-

vened to restore his happiness, in a way as little to be antici-

pated by the reader as was his previous discomfiture.

Love had actually seized upon the Turk above two years
before the accident we have been recording. A respectable

surgeon of Dublin, of the name of Hartigan, had what might
be termed a very "neat" sister; and this lady had made a last-

ing impression on the heart of Borumborad, who had no rea-

son to complain of his suit being treated with disdain, or even

indifference. On the contrary, Miss H. liked the Doctor vast-

ly! and praised the Turks in general, both for their dashing

spirit and their beautiful whiskers. It was not, however, con-

sistent either with her own or her brother's Christianity, to

submit to the Doctor's tremendous beard, or think of matri-

mony, till "he had shaved the chin, at least, and got a par-
son to turn him into a Christian, or something of that kind."

Upon those terms only would she surrender her charms and

her money for some she had to Doctor Achmet Borumbo-

rad, however amiable.

The Doctor's courtship with the Members of Parliament
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having now terminated, so far at any rate as further grants
were concerned, and a grant of a much more tender nature

being now within his reach, he began seriously to consider if

he should not at once capitulate to Miss H., and exchange his

beard and his Alcoran for a razor and the New Testament.

After weighing matters deliberately, love prevailed, and he in-

timated by letter, in the proper vehemence of Asiatic passion,
his determination to turn Christian, discard his beard, and,

throwing himself at the feet of his beloved, vow eternal fide-

lity to her in the holy bands of matrimony. He concluded

by requesting an interview in the presence of the young lady's

confidant, a Miss Owen, who resided next door. His request
was granted, and he repeated his proposal, which was duly ac-

cepted. Miss Hartigan stipulating that he should never see her

again until the double promise in his letter was fully redeemed;
upon which he might mention his own day for the ceremony.
The Doctor having engaged to comply, took leave.

On the evening of the same day, a H;entleman was announced
to the bride-elect, with a message from Doctor Achmet Bo-
rumborad. Her confidential neighbour was immediately sum-

moned; the gentleman waiting meantime in a coach at the door.

At length Miss Hartigan and her friend being ready to receive

him, in walked a Christian gallant, in a suit of full-dress black,
and a very tall, fine-looking Christian he was! Miss H. was

surprised; she did not recognise her lover, particularly as she

thought it impossible he could have been made a Christian be-

fore the ensuing Sunday! He immediately, however, fell on
his knees, seized and kissed her lily hand, and on her begin-

ning to expostulate, cried out at once,
" Don't be angry, m)'

dear creature! to tell the honest truth, I am as good a Christian

as the Archbishop; I'm your own countryman, sure enough!
Mr. Patrick Joyce from Kilkenny county: the devil a Turk,
any more than yourself, my sweet angel!" The ladies were
astonished; but astonishment did not prevent Miss Hartigan
from keeping her word, and Mr. and Mrs. Joj'ce became a

very lovely and happy couple.
The Doctor's great skill, however, was supposed to lie in his

beard and faith; consequently, on this denouement, the baths
declined. But the honest fellow never had done any discre-
ditable or improper act; none indeed was ever laid to his charge:
he fully performed every engagement with the Parliament
whilst he retained the power to do so.

His beauty and portly appearance were considerably dimi-
t nished by his change of garb. The long beard and picturesque
'dress had been half the battle; and he w^as, after his transform-

ation, but a plain, rather coarse, but still brave-looking fellow,
vol,. T. 20
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An old memorandum-book reminded me of these circumstances,
as it noted a payment made to him by me on behalf of my el-

der brother, who had been lodging in the bath-house at the

time of the swiDiming match.
I regret that I never inquired as to Joyce's subsequent ca-

reer, nor can I say whether he is or not still in the land of the

living. This little story shoAvs the facility with which public

money was formerly voted, and at the same time the compara-
tively fortunate financial state of Ireland at that period, when
the public purse could aflford a multiplicity of such supplies
without any tax or imposition whatsoever being laid upon the

people to provide for them! How very different were the

measures of that Parliament even ten vears afterwards!

s
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ALDERMEN OF SKINNERS^ ALLEY.

The institution of Orangemen United Irishmen Protestant ascendancy
Ur. Duigenan Origin, progress, and customs of the aldermen of Skinners'

Alley described Their revels Orange Toast, never before published
The aldermen throw Mr. M'Mahon, an apothecary, out of a window for

striking the bust of King WiUiam New association Anecdotes of Sir John
Bourke and Sir Francis Gould The Pope's bull of absolution to Sir Fran-

cis G. Its delivery suspended till he had taken away his landlady's daugh-
ter His death.

Orange societies, as they are termed, were first formed by
the Protestants to oppose and counteract the turbulent demon-
strations of the Catholics, who formed the population of the
south of Ireland. But at their commencement, the Orangemen
certainly adopted a principle of interference which was not
confined to religious points alone, but went to put down all

popular insurrections which might arise on any point. The
term, Protestant ascendancy ,

was coined by Mr. John Gif-

ford, (of whom more hereafter) and became an epithet very
fatal to the peace of Ireland. Many associations indeed were,
from time to time, originated: some for reform; others to op-
pose it; some for toleration^ others for intolerance! There
were good men and loyal subjects among the members of eachj

including many who never entertained the most distant idea of
those disastrous results to be apprehended, at the feverish pe-
riod preceding the revolution of 1798, from any encourage-
ment to innovation.

I followed up the principles my family had invariably pur-
sued from their first settlement in Ireland; namely, an attach-
ment divided between the crown and the people. In the year
1795, I saw that the people were likely to grow too strong for

the crown; and therefore became at once, not indeed an ultra,
but one in whom loyalty absorbed almost every other conside-
ration. I willingly united in every effort to check the rising

spirit of popular disaffection the dreadful results of which
were manifested in the atrocities acting throughout France,
and in the tottering state of the crowns of Europe.

I had been previously initiated by my friend, Doctor Duige-
nan, judge of the Prerogative Court, into a very curious but
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most loyal society, whereof he was grand-master at the time of

my election; and as this club differed essentially from any other
in the empire, it may be amusing to describe it a labour which

nobody has hitherto, I believe, undertaken.
This curious assemblage was called "The Aldermen of

Skinners' Alley:" it was the first Orange association ever

formed; and having, at the period I allude to, existed a full

century in pristine vigour, it had acquired considerable local

influence and importance. Its origin was as follows: after

William the Third had mounted the English throne, and King
James had assumed the reins of government in Ireland) the

latter monarch annulled the then existmg charter of the Dub-
lin Corporation, dismissed all the aldermen who had espoused
the revolutionary cause, and replaced them by others attached

to himself In doing this i>e was certainly justifiable; the

deposed aldermen, however, had secreted some little articles of

their paraphernalia, and privately assembled in an ale-house in

Skinners' Alley, a very obscure part of the capital: here they
continued to hold Anti-Jacobite meetings; elected their own
lord mayor and officers; and got a marble bust of King Wil-

liam, which they regarded as a sort of deity! These meetings
were carried on till the battle of the Boyne put William in pos-
session of Dublin, when King James's aldermen were imme-

diately cashiered, and the Aldermen of Skinners' Alley rein-

vested with their mace and aldermanic glories.

To honour the memory of their restorer, therefore, a per-
manent association was formed, and invested with all the me-
morials of their former disgrace and latter reinstatement. This

organization, constituted near a century before, remained, I

fancy, quite unaltered at the time I became a member. To make
the general influence of this association the greater, the number
of members was unlimited, and the mode of admission solely

by the proposal and seconding of tried alderynen. For the

same reason, no class, however humble, was excluded equal-

ity reigning in its most perfect state at the assemblies. Gene-
rals and wig-makers king's counsel and hackney clerks, &c.

all mingled without distinction as brother-aldermen: a lord

mayor was annually appointed; and regularity and decorum al-

ways prevailed until, at least, towards the conclusion of the

meetings, when the aldermen became more than usually noisy
and exhilarated, King William's bust being placed in the cen-

tre of the supper table, to overlook their extreme loyalty. The
times of meeting were monthly: and every n;en)ber paid six-

pence per month, which sum (allowing for the absentees) af-

forded plenty of eatables, porter^and punch, for the supping al-

dermen.
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Their charter-dish was sheepfi' trotters (in allusion to King
James's running avvay from Dublin:) rum-punch in blue jugs,

whiskey-punch in white ones, and porter in its pewter, were
scattered plentifully over the table; and all regular formalities

being gone through, and the eating part of the ceremony
ended, the real business began by a general chorus of "God
save the King!" whereupon the grand engine, which, as a

loyal and facetious shoemaker observed, would bind every
sole of them together, and commemorate them all till the end
of time, was set at work by order of the lord mayor. This en-

gine was the charter-toast, always given with nine times nine!

and duly succeeded by vociferous acclamations.

The 1st of July, (anniversary of the battle of the Boyne)
was the favourite night of assembly: then every man unbut-

toned the knees of his breeches, and drank the toast on his

bare joints it being pronounced by his lordship in the follow-

ing words, composed expressly for the purpose in the year
1689; afterwards adopted by the Orange Societies generally;
and still, I believe, considered as the charter-toast of them all.

This most ancient and unparalleled sentiment runs thus:

ORANGE TOAST.

*' The glorious. pious, and immortal memory of the great
and good King William: not forgetting Oliver Cromwell,
who assisted in redeeming us from popery, slavery, arbitrary

power, brass-money, and wooden shoes. May we never vvanta
Williamite to kick the * * * * of a Jacobite! and a

* * * *
for

the Bishop of Cork! And he that won't drink this, whether he
be priest, bishop, deacon, bellows-blower, grave-digger, or any
other of the fraternity oi the clergy; may a north wind blow
him to the south, and a west wind blow him to the east! May
he have a dark night a lee shore a rank storm and a leaky
vessel, to carry him over the river Styx! May the dog Cer-
berus make a meal of his r p, and Pluto a snuff-box of his

scull; and may the devil jump^ down his throat with a red-hot

harrow, with every pin tear out a gut, and blow him with a

cleati carcase to hell! JimenP^

The extraordinary zeal wherewith this toast was drunk,
could only be equalled by the enthusiasm with which the blue

and white jugs and pewter pots were resorted to, to ascertain

the quality of the potation within: both processes serving to

indicate the quantity of loyalty entertained by every alderman
towards the King, Doctor Duigenan, and the Protestant Reli-

gion! they then rebuttoaed the knees of their breeches (trou-
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sers had not come into fashion,) and sat down io work agaia
in downright earnest. Mr. Powell, a jolly apothecary, (till he
was killed, by singing I suppose,) led, in my time, the vocal

band; and after a dozen speeches, accompanied by numerous

replenishments of the jugs, Sec. every body who had aiiy

thing to do in the morning generally withdrew, leaving the

rest of the loyalists to finish the last drop.
The idea of "Orange Societies" arose, in my opinion, from

this association. I believe it exists still; but has, I understand,

degenerated into a sort of halfmounted club; not exclusive

enough for gentlemen, and too fine for wig-makers: it has sunk
into a paltry and unimportant corporate utensil.

I recollect an amusing circumstance which many years back

occurred in this lodge. Until politics grew too hot, Napper
Tandy and several other of the patriots were aldermen: but

finding that ultra-loyalty was making way too fast for their no-

tions, they sought some fair opportunity of seceding from the

club, stealing the mace, and regenerating the whole board and

establishment of Skinners'-alley ! and the opportunity was not

long wanting.
An apothecary, of the name of M'Mahon, had become an

alderman solely to avoid being considered a friend of the Pope:
this, in point of reality, he was; but since, at that period, his

creed was not the popular one, he conceived that he might
thrive better in his business by appearing a staunch Protestant;

or at least might learn by association, some valuable secrets,

and then betray them to his own sect.

But M'Mahon, although a clever person, was, like many an

honest fellow, vastly more candid when he got "the sup in"

than he had ever intended to be; indeed, in these circumstan-

ces, whatever a man thinks often comes out in spite of him,
as if it disagreed with his liquor! Thus one unfortunate night,
"Doctor M'Mahon, the apothecary." (as he was termed in

Armiger-street,) having made too free amongst his brother-al-

dermen and being completely overmastered by the blue jug,

forgot liis company, and began to speak rather unkindly of

King William. His worthy associates, who had made similar

applications to the blue and ivhite. took fire at this sacrilege
ofiered to their patron saint: one word brought on another;

the Doctor grew outrageous; and, in his paroxysm, (not hav-

ing the fear of flogging before his eyes,) actually damned King
William! proceeding, in the enthusiasm of his popery, most

thoughtlessly for himself and for the unhappy king's bust then

staring before him, to strike it with his huge fat fist plump ia

the face!

The bust immediately showed most evident and marvellous
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symptoms of maltreatment by the apothecary; its beautiful vir-

gin white marble appearing to be actually stained with blood!

This miracle caused one of the aldermen to roar out in a fright,
**That villain, M'Mahon, has broken the king's nose!''

"The king's nose?" ran throughout the room: some, who had
been dozing, hearing this cry of high treason from every quar-
ter, rose and rushed w^ith the rest upon the Doctor: his clothes

were soon turned into ribbons, and the cry of " throw him out
of the window!" was unanimously and resolutely adopted: the
window was opened; the Doctor, after exerting all his muscu-
lar powers, (and he was a strong, active man) was compelled
to yield to numbers, and out he went into the street, very much
to the ease and satisfaction of the loj'al aldermen. The window
was now closed again, the "Glorious Memory" drunk, the

king's nose washed clean from the blood, formerly belonging
to the Doctor's knuckles, (which his majesty's feature had un-

mercifully scarified) and all restored to peace and tranquillity.
As for the poor Doctor, out he went, as we have said, clean

and cleverly, one good story. But (whether through chance
or Providence we will not pretend to determine,) fortunately
for him, a lamp and lamp-iron stood immediately under the
window whereby he had made so sudden an exit! Hence, the
Doctor's route downwards was impeded by a crash against the

lamp; the glass and other materials all yielded to the precious

weight, and very probably prevented the pavement from having
the honour of braining him: he held a moment by the iron, and
then dropped quite gently into the arms of a couple of guar-
dians of the night, who, attracted by the uproar in the room
above, and seeing the window open, and the Doctor getting
out feet foremost, conceived that it was only a drunken frolic,
and so placed themselves underneath " to keep the gentleman
out of the gutter."
The Doctor scarcely waited to thank his preservers, set out

pretty well sobered to his home, and the next day, summoning
all the humane and patriotic aldermen, to whom he told his

own story, they determined to secede and set up a new corps
at the King's Arms in Fowns'-street. The old aldermen de-
fended their conduct as loyal subjects; the others stigmatized
it as the act of a set of man-slaughterers: these old and young
guards of the British Constitution from that day set about ad-

vertising each other, and making proselytes on either side; and
the Orange and United Irishmen parties gained as many re-

cruiting Serjeants by the fracas, as there were permanents or
seceders amongst those illustrious aldermen.

As nothing is so much calculated to gratify the aldermen of

Skinners'-alley as anecdotes respecting his Holiness the Pope,
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or their eminencies the cardinals, I am happy in being; enabled
to afford them one, of which I was an eye-witness. I had the

honour of touching his Holiness's bull to the late Sir Francis

Gould, (of gallant memory) and of seeing the beautiful candles

therewith six feet and an inch in their sockets: and if the

saving clause in the bull should disappoint the aldermen, they
must blame the caution of Cardinal Gonsalvi for having it in-

serted (though, I believe, a lay cardinal.) I regret that at

present I can furnish them with no other anecdotes of the kind,

(at least that came within my own knowledge;) but the fol-

lowing will serve excellently well to elucidate the Pope's bulls

of absolution.

A few years since, the present Sir John Bourke, of Glinsk,

Bart,, travelled with his new-married lady and establishment

to Rome not solely for his pleasure, but, as an Irish Catholic,
to pay his respects to the Pope, kiss his Holiness's toe, and

purchase antiquities.
The late Sir Francis Gould, then at Paris, requested Sir

John (before me) that as he fancied he felt himself in a de-

clining state of health, and unable to travel so far as Rome, he

(Sir John) w^ould take the proper steps, through Cardinal Gon-

salvi, to procure him from his Holiness a bull of plenary abso-

lution, and, if possible, an indulgence also; adding that Sir John

might hint to the Cardinal, that he intended to bequeath a

good deal of his property amongst the clergy.
Sir John undertook the matter, proceeded to Rome, saw

the Cardinal, and, as far as the absolution went, succeeded.

He was himself at the same time created "Marchese de Bourke
of the Holy Roman Empire;" and a bull was duly made out

for Sir Francis Gould, at very considerable expense. Sir John
received also a couple of blessed candles, six feet long, to burn

whilst the bull was being read. Its express terms, and condi-

tions, however, were: " Provided the penitent. Sir Francis

Gould, should not again voluntarily commit the same sins now

forgiven;" (which list included nearly all the sins the Cardi-

nal could think of!) in the other case, the forgiveness would
be void, and the two sets of sins come slap upon the soul of

Sir Francis at once, no doubt with compound interest; and

which nothing but severe penance, some hundred full masses,

and a great deal of mass-money, would ever be able to bring
him through.

Sir John having brought home the bull magnificently en-

closed, and sewed up in a silk bag, sealed officially by the Car-

dinal, informed Sir Francis (as we were all dining together at

Bourke's Hotel) that he had that day unpacked his luggage,
had the Pope's bull perfectly safe, and would hand it to him

instantly.
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Sir Francis asked him its exact purport.
*' I have had two

others," said he;
" but they are null, for I sinned again, and

so can't depend upon tliem."

Sir John informed him of the purport, so far as his Latin

wenf: when Sir Francis calmly said, "My dear Bourke, don't

give me the bull yet awhile: its operation, I find, is only retro-

spective, and does not affect sins committed after its delivery:

why did you not bring me one that would answer always?"
"Such a one would cost a damned deal more," replied Sir

John.

"Well, then," said Sir Francis,^' send it to me in about

ten days or a fortnight not sooner: it will answer then pretty

well, as I am about taking away a beautiful young creature,

my landlady's daughter, next week, and I should have that

sin to answer for, if you gave me the bull before I had her

clean out of Paris!"

He kept his word, took off the girl, then got the absolution;
and in a very short time, poor fellow! was afforded, by death,
an opportunity of trying its efficacy.
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PROCESSION OF THE TRADES.

Uubliii corporation anecdote Splendid triennial procession of the Dublin

corporation, called Fringes (franchises) described.

Nothing can better show the high opinion entertained by
the Irish of their own importance, and particularly by that ce-

lebrated body called the corporation of Dublin, than the fol-

lowing incident. Mr. Willis, a leather-breeches-maker in

Dame-street, and a famous orator at the corporation meetings,

holding forth one day about the parochial watch (a subject
which he considered as of the utmost general importance ) dis-

coursed as follows: "
This, my friends, is a subject neither

trifling nor obscure
; the character of our corporation is at

stake on your decision ! recollect," continued he,
"
recollect,

brother freemen, that the ei/es of all Eu7'ope are upon usP^
One of the customs of Dublin which prevailed in my early

days made such a strong impression upon my mind, that it

never could be obliterated. The most magnificent and showy
procession, I really believe, except those of Rome, then took

place in the Irish metropolis every third year, and attracted a

number of English quite surprising, if we take into account

the great difficulty existing at that time with regard to travel-

ling from London to Dublin.

The corporation of the latter city were by the terms of

their charter bound, once in three years, to perambulate the

limits of the lord mayor's jurisdiction, to make stands or sta-

tions at various points, and to skirt the earl of Meath's liber-

ties a part of the city at that era in great prosperity, but

forming a local jurisdiction of its own, (in the nature of a ma-

nor,) totally distinct from that of Dublin.

This procession being in fact partly intended to mark and
to designate the extreme boundaries of his Lordship's juris-

diction, at those points where they touch the Earl of Meath's

liberty, the lord mayor thrust his sword through the wall of a

certain house; and then concluded the ceremony by approach-
ing the sea at low water, and hurling a javelin as far upon the

sands as his strength admitted, which was understood to form
the boundary between him and Neptune.
The trade of Dublin is comprised of twenty-five corpora-



PROCESSION 01- THE TRADES. 159

tions, or guilds, each independent of the other, and represent-

ed, as in London, by a common council. Every one of theSe

comprised its masters, journeymen, and apprentices; and
each guild had a patron saint, or protector, whose image or

emblem was on all great occasions dressed up in appropriate
habiliments.

For this procession, every member of the twenty-five cor-

porations prepared as for a jubilee. Small funds only were col-

lected, and each individual gladly bore his extra charges the

masters and journeymen being desirous of outvying one ano-

ther, and conceiving that the gayer they appeared on that

great day, the more consideration would they be entitled to

throughout the ensuing three years! Of course, therefore,
such as could afford it spared no expense: they borrowed the

finest horses and trappings which could be procured ;
the mas-

ters rode the journeymen walked, and were succeeded by
the apprentices.

Every corporation had an immense carriage, with a great

platform and high canopy, the whole radiant with gilding,

ribbons, and draperies, and drawn by six or eight horses

equally decked and caparisoned ; their colours and flags flying
in all directions. On these platforms, which were fitted up as

work-shops, were the implements of the respective trades, and

expert hands were actually at work during the entire peram-
bulation, which generally lasted eight or nine hours. The
procession indeed took two hours to pass. The narrow-wea-
vers wove ribbons which they threw to the spectators : the

others tossed into the air small patterns of the fabric they
worked upon : the printers were employed in striking off in-

numerable hand-bills, with songs and odes to the lord mayor.
But the smiths' part of the spectacle was the most gaudy:

they had their forge in full work, and were attended by a very
high phaeton adorned in every way they could think of the
horses covered with flowers and coloured streamers. In this

phaeton sat the most beautiful girl they could possibly procure,
in the character of a wife to their patron, Vulcan. It is unneces-

sary to describe her dress ; suffice it to say, it approached that
of a Venus as nearly as decency would permit : a blue scarf, co-
vered with silver doves, was used at her discretion, and four
or five little Cupids, attired like pages, (aiming with bows and
arrows at the ladies in the windows,) played at her feet. On
one side rode, on the largest horse which could be provided,
a huge fellow, representing Vulcan, dressed cap-a-pie in coal-
black armour, and flourishing an immense smith's sledgeham-
mer ! On the other side pranced his rival, Mars, on a tawdy-
caparisoned charger, in shining armour, (with an immensity
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of feathers and horse-hair) and brandishing a two-edged glit-

tering sword six or eight feet long Venus meantime seemed
to pay much more attention to her gallant than to her husband.

Behind the phaeton, rode Argus, with an immense peacock's
tail ; whilst numerous other gods and goddesses, saints, de-

vils, satyrs, &c. were distributed in the procession.
The skinners and tanners seemed to undergo no slight pen-

ance ; a considerable number of these artizans being dressed

up close in sheep and goat skins of different colours. The

representatives of the butchers were enveloped in hides, with

long towering horns, and rode along brandishing knives and
cleavers ! a most formidable-looking corporation ! The apo-
thecaries made up and distributed pills and boluses on their

platform, which was furnished with numerous pestles and mor-
tars so contrived as to sound, in the grinding, like bells, and

pounding out some popular air. Each corporation had its ap-

propriate band and colours ; perfect order was maintained ;

and so proud was the Dublin mob of what they called their

fringes, that on these peculiar occasions, they managed to be-

have with great decorum and propriety. I never could guess
the reason why but the crowd seemed ever in the most anx-

ious expectation to see the tailors^ who were certainly the

favourites. The master-tailors usually borrowed the best

horses from their customers ; and as they were not accustom-

ed to horseback, the scene was highly ludicrous. A tailor on
a spirited horse has always been esteemed a curiosity : but a

troop of a hundred and fifty tailors, all decked vath ribbons

and lace and every species of finery, on horses equally smart,

presented a spectacle outvying description ! The journey-
men and apprentices walked except that number of workmen
on the platform. St. Crispin with his last, St. Andrew with

his cross, and St Luke with his gridiron, were all included in

the show; as were the city officers in their full robes and pa-

raphernalia The guild of merchants, being under the espe-
cial patronage of the Holy Trinity, could not, with all their

ingenuity, find out any unprofane emblem, except a shamrock

of huge dimensions! the three distinct leaves whereof are on

one stalk. This, by the v/ay, offered St. Patrick means of ex-

plaining the Trinity, and thereby of converting the Irish to

Christianity ; and hence, the shamrock became the national

emblem of Ireland. The merchants had also a large ship on

wheels, drawn and m^anned by real sailors.

This singular procession i twice witnessed : it has since

been abolished, after having worked well, and done no harm,
from the days of the very first lord mayor of Dublin. The

city authorities, however, began at length to think venison and
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claret would be better things for the same expense ; and so it

was decided that the money should remain in the purse of the

corporation, and a wretched substitute for the old ceremony
was arranged. The lord mayor and sheriffs, with some do-
zen of dirty constables, now perambulate these bounds in pri-

vacy and silence; thus defeating, in my mind, the very in-

tention of their charter, and takmg away a triennial prospec-
tive object of great attraction and pride to the inhabitants of
the metropolis of Ireland, for the sole purpose of gratifying
the sensual appetites of a city aristocracy, who court satiety
and indigestion at the expense of their humbler brethren.
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IRISH REBELLIOX.

Rebellion in Ireland, in 1798 Mr. Waddy's Castle A priest cut in two by
the portcullis, and partly eaten by Waddy Dinner-party at Lady Col-

clough's Names and characters of the company, including Mr. Bagenal

Harvey, Captain Keogh, &c. Most of them executed soon after. Tour

through and state of County Wextbrd, after the battles and storming of the

town Colonel Walpole killed and his regiment defeated at Gorey Unac^

countable circumstance of Captain Keogh's head not decaying.

Many incidents which, I really think, could not have oc-

curred in any country except Ireland, took place there in the

year 1798. There is something so very different from other

people in every deed or word of the unsophisticated Irish, that

in fact one has no right to be surprised, whatever scenes may
by them be acted.

One of these curious occurrences remains even to this day
a subject of surmise and mystery. During the rebellion in

County Wexford in 1798, ^lr. Waddy, a violent loyalist, but

surrounded by a neighbourhood of inveterate insurgents, fled

to a castle at a considerable distance from the town of Wex-
ford. Though not in repair, it was not unfit for habitation ;

and might secure its tenant from any coup de main of undis-

ciplined insurgents. He dreaded discovery so much, that he

would entrust his place of refuge to no person whatsoever;

and, as he conceived, took sufficient food to last until he might

escape out of the country. There was but one entrance to

the castle, and that was furnished with an old ponderous port-

cullis, which drew up and let down as in ancient fortresses.

Here INIr. Waddy concealed himself; and every body was
for a long time utterly ignorant as to his fate : some said he

was drowned ; some, burned alive
; others, murdered and bu-

ried in ploughed ground ! but whilst each was willing to give
an opinion as to the mode of his destruction, no one supposed
him to be still alive. At length, it occurred to certain of his

friends, to seek him through the country ; with which view

they set out, attended by an armed body. Their search was

in vain, until approaching by chance the old castle, they be-

came aware of a stench, which the seekers conjectured to pro-
ceed from the putrid corpse of murdered Waddy. On getting

nearer, this opinion was confirmed ; for a dead body lay half
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within and half without the castle, which the descent of the

portcullis had cut nearly into equal portions. Poor Mr. Waddy
was deeply lamented ; and, though with great disgust, they

proceeded to remove that half of the carcass which lay outside

the entrance when, to their infinite astonishment, they per-
ceived that it was not Waddy, but a neighbouring priest, who
had been so expertly cut in two ; how the accident had hap-

pened, nobody could surmise. They now rapped and shouted

but no reply : Waddy, in good truth, lay close within, sup-

posing them to be rebels. At length, on venturing to peep
out, he discovered his friends, whom he joyfully requested to

raise, if possible, the portcullis, and let him out, as he was
almost starved to death.

This, with difficulty, was effected, and the other half of the

priest was discovered immediately within the entrance, but

by no means in equally good condition with that outside ;
in-

asmuch as it appeared that numerous collops and rump-steaks
had been cut off the reverend gentleman's hind-quarters by
Waddy, who, early one morning, had found the priest thus di-

vided ; and being alike unable to raise the portcullis or get out
to look for food, (certain indeed, in the latter case, of being
piked by any of the rebels who knew him) he thought it bet-

ter to feed on the priest, and remain in the castle till fortune

smiled, than run a risk of breaking all his bones by dropping
from the battlements his only alternative.

To the day of Waddy's death, he could give no collected or

rational account of this incident : indeed, so confused had his

head become in consequence of his critical circumstances, that

the whole appeared to him ever after as a dream or vision

quite beyond his comprehension.
The foregoing, though among the most curious, is but one

of the extraordinary occurrences of that dreadful insurrection
some of which tend to strengthen my superstitious feeling,

which is, I confess, very deep-rooted, as also is my conviction,
that *' whatever is, is right." Scarcely anv except the fortu-
nate will, I suppose, be ready to join me in the latter notion,

though in the former I am aware I have many associates, par-
ticularly amongst old women and hypochondriacs : I am, it is

true, perpetually laughed at for both by clever ladies and st7'07ig-
minded gentlemen, but still think proper to retain my own im-

pressions.
I will detail the following circumstance in illustration of

these principles. It took place immediately previous to the

breaking out of the rebellion.

I dined at the house of Lady Colclough (a near relative of

Lady Barrington,) in the town of Wexford, in April, 1798.-
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The company, so far as I recollect, consisted of about seven-
teen persons, amongst whom were several other of Lady B's.

relatives, then members of the grand jury : IMr. Cornelius

Grogan, of Johnstown, a gentleman of very large fortune who
had represented the county ;

his two brothers, both wealthy
men

; Captain Keogh, afterwards rebel governor of Wexford,
the husband of Lady B's. aunt

; the unfortunate John Col-

clough, of Tintern, and the still more unfortunate Mr. Col-

clough ; Counsellor John Beauman ; Counsellor Bagenal Har-

vey, afterwards the rebel generalissimo ; Mr. William Hatton,
and some others. The conversation after dinner turning on
the distracted state of the country, became rather too free, and
I begged some of the partv to be more moderate, as our ways
of thinking were so different, and my public situation did not

permit me, especially at that particular period, to hear such

strong language : the loyalists amongst us did not exceed foul-

er five.

The tone of the conversation was soon lowered, but not be-

fore I had made up my mind as to the probable fate of several

in company, though I certainly had no idea that, in little more
than a month, a sanguinary rebellion would desolate my native

land, and violent deaths, within three months, befal a great

proportion of that jovous assemblage. I had seen enough,
however, to convince me that all was not right ;

and that, by
plunging one step further, most of my relatives and friends

would be in imminent danger. The party however broke up ;

and next morning, Mr. Beauman and myself, happening to

meet on the bridge, talked over the occurrences of the previous

day, uniting an opinion as to the inauspicious aspect of things,
and actually proceeding to make out a list of those amongst
the dinner-party whom w.e considered likely to fall victims !

and it so turned out that every one of our predictions was ve-

rified. It was superficial observation alone that led me to

think as I did at that moment, but a decided presentiment of

what eventually happened soon after took possession of me
;

and indeed so full was I of forebodings, that I have more than

once been roused out of ray sleep by the horrid ideas floating

through my mind !

Bagenal Harvev, (already mentioned in this work) who had
been my school-fellow and constant circuit-companion for

many years, laughed, at Lady Colclough's, at my political

prudery ; assured me I was totally wrong in suspecting him j

and insisted on my going to Bargay Castle, his residence, to

meet some old Temple friends oi ours on the ensuing Monday ;

my relative Captain Keogh was to be of the party.
I accordingly went there to dinner, but that evening proved
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to me of great uneasiness, and made a very disagreeable im-

pression both on my mind and spirits. The company I met

included Captain Keogh ;
the two unfortunate Counsellors

Sheers, who were both hung shortly afterwards ;
Mr. Col-

clough, who was hung on the bridge ;
Mr. Hay, who was also

executed
;
Mr. William Hatton, one of the rebel directory of

Wexford, who unaccountably escaped ;
and a gentleman ot the

bar whose name I shall not mention, as he still lives.

The entertainment was good, and the party cheerful. Tem-

ple freaks were talked over; the bottle circulated: but, at

length, Irish politics became the topic, and proceeded to an

extent of disclosure which utterly surprised me. With the

Messrs. Sheers (particularly Henry) I had always been on

terms of the greatest intimacy : I had extricated both of them

not long before from considerable difficulty, through the kind-

ness of Lord Kilwarden ;
and 1 had no idea that matters where-

in they were concerned had proceeded to the lengths develo-

ped on that night. The probability of a speedy revolt was

freely discussed, though in the most artful manner, not a word
of any of the party committing themselves : but they talked it

over as a result which might be expected from the complexion
of the times and the irritation excited in consequence of the

severities exercised by the government. The chances of suc-

cess, in the event of a rising, were openly debated, as were also

the circumstances likely to spring from that success, and the

examples which the insurgents would in such a case probably
make. All this was at the same time talked over, without one

word being uttered in favour of rebellion: a system of cau-

tion which, I afterwards learned, was much practised for the

purpose of gradually making proselytes without alarming them.

I saw through it clearly, and here my presentiments came

strong upon me. I found myself in the midst of absolute

though unavowed conspirators. I perceived that the explosion
was much nearer than the government expected ;

and I was
startled at the decided manner in which my host and his friends

spoke.
Under these circumstances, my alternative was evidently to

quit the house or give a turn to the conversation. I therefore

began to laugh at the subject, and ridicule it as quite visionary,

observing jestingly to Keogh
" Now, my dear Keogh, it is

quite clear that you and I, in this famous rebellion, shall be on
different sides of the question ; and of course one or the other

of us must necessarily be hanged at or before its termination

I upon a lamp-iron in Dublin, or you on the bridge of Wex-
ford. Now, we'll make a bargain ! if we beat you, upon my
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honour I'll do all I can to save your neck ;
and if your folks

beat us, you'll save me from the honour of the lamp-iron i"
^

We shook hands on the bargain, which created much merri-

ment, and gave the whole after-talk a cheerful character; and

I returned to Wexford at twelve at night, with a most decided

impression of the danger of the country, and a complete pre-

sentiment that either myself or Captain Keogh would never

see the conclusion of that summer.
I immediately wrote to Mr. Secretary Cooke, without men-

tioning names, place, or any particular source of knowledge ;

but simply to assure him that there was not a doubt that an

insurrection would break out at a much earlier period than the

government expected. I desired him to ask me no questions,

but said that he might depend upon the fact; adding that a

commanding force ought instantly to be sent down to garrison

the town of Wexford. " If the government," said I, in con-

clusion,
" does not attend to my warning, it must take the con-

sequences." My warning was not attended to ; but his Ma-

jestv's government soon found I was right. They lost Wex-

ford, and might have lost Ireland, by that culpable inattention.

The result need scarcely be mentioned ; every member of

that jovial dinner party (with the exception of myself, the bar-

rister before alluded to, and Mr. Hatton,) was executed with-

in three months ! and on my next visit to Wexford, I saw the

heads of Captaiu Keogh, Mr. Harvey, and Mr. Colclough on

spikes over the court-house door.

Previously to the final catastrophe, however, when the in-

surgents had been beaten, Wexford retaken by our troops, and

Keogh made prisoner, I did not forget my promise to him at

Bargay Castle. Many certificates had reached Dublin of bis

humanity to the royalists whilst the town of Wexford was

under his government, and of attempts made upon his life by

Dixon, a chief of his own party, for his endeavouring to resist

the rebel butcheries. I had intended to go with these directly

to Lord Camden, the Lord Lieutenant ; but I first saw Mr. Se-

cretary Cooke, to \vhom I related the entire story and showed

him several favourable documents. He told me I might save

myself the trouble of going to Lord Camden : and at the same

time handed me a despatch received that morning from Gen-

eral Lake, who stated that he had thought it necessar}', on re-

capturing Wexford, to lose no time in "
making examples" of

the rebel chiefs ; and that accordingly, Mr. Grogan, of Johns-

town, Mr. Bagenal Harvey, of Bargay Castle, Captain Keogh,
Mr. Colclough, and some other gentlemen, had been hanged
on the bridge and beheaded the previous morning.
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I felt shocked beyond measure at this intelligence, parti-

cularly as I knew Mr. Cornelius Grogan (an excellent gentle-

man, seventy years of age, of very large fortune and establish-

ments,) to be no more a rebel than myself. Being unable,

from infirmity, to walk without assistance, he was led to exe-

cution.

I was at all times ready and willing to risk my life to put
down that spirit of mad democracy which sought to subvert

all legal institutions, and to support every true principle of the

constitution which protected us : but at the same time I must

in truth and candour say, (and I say it with reluctance,) that,

during those most sanguinary scenes, the brutal conduct of

certain frantic royalists was at least on a parallel with that of

the frantic rebels.

A short time after the recapture of Wexford, I traversed

that county, to see the ruins which had been occasioned by
warfare. Enniscorthy had been twice stormed, and was dila-

pidated and nearly burned. New Ross showed most melan-

choly relics of the obstinate and bloody battle of full ten hours'

duration, which had been fought in every street of it. The
numerous pits crammed with dead bodies, on Vinegar Hill,

seemed on some spots actually elastic as we stood upon them
;

whilst the walls of an old windmill on its summit appeared
stained and splashed with the blood and brains of the many
victims who had been piked or shot against it by the rebels.

The court-house of Enniscorthy, wherein our troops had burn-

ed alive above eighty of the wounded rebels
;
and the barn of

Scullabogue, where the rebels had retaliated by burning alive

above 120 Protestants were terrific ruins ! The town of

Gorey was utterly destroyed, not a house being left perfect;
and the bodies of the killed were Ijing half-covered in sundry
ditches in its vicinity. It was here that Colonel \\ alpole had
been defeated and killed a few days before.*

* No man ever came to a violent death more unwarily ! Colonel Walpole
was a peculiarly handsome man, an aid-de-camp to Lord Cumden. With
somewhat of the air of a petit-maitre, he Muttered much about the drawing,
room of the Castle : but, as he had not seen actual service, he felt a sort of

military inferiority to veterans, who had spent the early part of their lives in

blowing other people's brains out ; and he earnestly begged to be intrusted
with some command that might give him an opportimity of fighting for a few
weeks in the county Wexford, and of writing some elegant despatches to his

excellency, the Lord Lieutenant. The Lord Lieutenant most kindly indulged
him with a body of troojjs, and sent him to fight in the county Wexford, as

he requested : but on passing the town of Gorey, not being accustomed to ad-
vanced guards or flankers, he overlooked such trifles altogether! and having got
into a dehle with some cannon and the Antrim regiment, in a few minutes
the (3olonel was shot through the head the cannon changed masters and
most of the Antrim heroes had each a pike, ten or twelve feet long, sticking
in his Carcass ;

-" Sic transit gloria mundi !"
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An unaccountable circumstance was witnessed by me on that

tour immediately after the retaking of Wexford. General

Lake, as I have before mentioned, had ordered the heads of

Mr. Grogan, Captain Keogh, Mr. Bagenal Harvey, and Mr.
Colclough, to be placed on very low spikes, over the court-

house door of Wexford. A faithful servant of Mr. Grogan
had taken away his head ; but the other three remained there

Avhen I visited the town. The mutilated countenances of friends

and relatives, in such a situation, would, it may be imagined,

give any man most horrifying sensations ! The heads of Mr.

Colclough and Harvey appeared black lumps, the features

being utterly undistinguishable ; that of Keogh was uppermost,
but the air nad made no impression on it whatever! His comely
and respect-inspiring face (except the^^a/e hue, scarcely to be

called livid,) was the same as in life : his eyes were not closed

his hair not much ruffled : in fact, it appeared to me rather

as a head of chisselled marble, with glass eyes, than as the

lifeless remains of a human creature : this circumstance I

never could get any medical man to give me the least expla-
nation of. I prevailed on General Hunter, who then com-
manded in Wexford, to suffer the three heads to be taken

down and buried.
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WOLF TONE.

Counsellor Theobald Wolf Tone His resemblance to Mr. Croker He is or-

dered to be Jianged by a military court General Craig- attached in court of

Common Pleas Tone's attempt at suicide Cruel suggestion respecting

him.

Theobald Wolf Tone was one of the most remarkable of

the persons who lost their lives in consequence of that wild de-

mocratic mania, which, at the period treated of in the former

sketch, had seized upon the reason of so many otherwise sen-

sible individuals. His catastrophe cannot fail to be interesting.
This gentleman's enthusiastic mind was eternally surround-

ed by the mist of visionary speculation: it was a fine sailer, but

wanted ballast He had distinguished himself somewhat in the

University as a desultory declaimer; but, in my judgment; that

was the full extent of his powers. He was neither high-born,
nor wealthy: in fact, I fear even a steady competency was not

at his command; and hence his spiznt, naturally restless, was

additionally goaded and inflamed.

It is a curious circumstance that Mr. Tone, a decided revo-

lutionist and rebel, married improvidently enough, one sister,

whilst Mr. Thomas Reynolds, who betrayed the friends of

Tone and of himself, espoused another.

Tone was called to the Irish bar; but had been previously
over-rated, and did not succeed. I thought it a pity (as he
was really a good-hearled person,) that he should not be fairly

tried, and, if possible, pushed forward; and being myself high
on the circuit, I took him round in my carriage thi'ee times,
and then thought well of him; but he was too light and vision-

ary; and as for law, was quite incapable of imbibing that spe-
cies of science. Fiis person was unfavourable his counte-
nance thin and sallow; and he had in his speech a harsh guttural

pronunciation of the letter R a defect shared by him in com-
mon with Mr. Croker, of the Admiralty, who indeed resem-
bled him in personal appearance greatly, but was somewhat
Tone's inferior in elocution.

It is my belief, that Tone could not have succeeded in any
steady civil profession. He was not worldly enough, nor had
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he sufficient common sense for his guidance. His biogra-

phy has been repeatedly published, and I only intend here

to allude to the extraordinary circumstances of his death; an

event upon which I confess I had many painful feelings, and

not the less so from its being connected with my own judicial

functions.

He had been taken in arms by Sir John Borlase Warren, at

sea, in a French frigate, proceeding to land troops in Ireland.

He wore the uniform of a French officer; but being recognized,

brought prisoner to Dublin, and delivered over for trial to the

provost-marshal and military authorities, he was of course con-

demned to be hanged. I did not see him under these distress-

ing circumstances, nor in truth was it my wish to do so; for

although there existed between us no actual friendship, still I

had a strong feeling for a gentleman with whom I had been so

well acquainted.
It occurred to his counsel that the jurisdiction of martial-law

could not extend to him, as it only operated on land, and he

had been taken at sea. An application was therefore made to

the Common Pleas, to have him brought up by Habeas Corpus,
in order (the point being ascertained) to be regularly tried be-

fore the competent tribunal -the court of Admiralty. The
Habeas Corpus being granted, was served on General Craig,
who then commanded in Dublin, but who refused to obey it,

and was attached for his disobedience; an order being conse-

quently made for the general and some of his staff to be taken

into custody by the officers of the court.

To me (as judge of the Admiralty,) this appeal was most

distressing. Had Tone the least chance of escape in any court,

or upon any trial, it might have been otherwise; but he could

not be defended; and to have him brought before me only to

witness his conviction, and to pronounce his sentence, shocked

me extremely. His friends thought this course might prolong
his fate a considerable time, and it was supposed that something

might intermediately occur calculated to effect a commutation

of the capital punishment. I knew better! I was convinced

that his execution was determined on; it was unavoidable and

I felt great uneasiness.

The court having ordered General Craig, and Major Sandys,

(provost-marshal) to be arrested for disobedience, both these

gentlemen submitted, and iUe pursuivant was then directed to

bring up the body of Theobald Wolf Tone, on the writ of Ha-

beas Corpus. The judges sat patiently awaiting the officer's

return: and the decision being of great importance, the court

was crowded to suffocation.

A considerable time elapsed, and still the pursuivant re*

^tiu,
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turned not. At length he appeared, with horror in his looks,

and scarcely able to speak. He informed the court that Mr.

Tone, feeling certain of execution by order of the military,

and being ignorant of the motion which his friends thought

might give him some chance for his life, had cut his throat from

ear to ear, and, he believed, was dving! A surgeon now at-

tended, who reported that the prisoner had certainly cut his

throat, but that recovery was possible: the incision was long
and deep, but had missed the artery, and he still lived. Of

course, the trial was postponed; every friend he had, (and I

think he had many amongst the bar,) rejoicing that poor Tone
had escaped a public execution. He lingered awhile: and
will it be believed, that when the wound had been connected,
and whilst life still seemed to be precarious, owing to the ex-

treme inflammation, I say, will it believed that there existed

cruelty sufficient in the breast of any human creature to ad-

vise his execution though it would have been impossible to put
the sentence in force without inserting the rope within the

wound, and nearly tearing away the unfortunate gentleman's
head from his body? Yet such advice was given,

" for the sake

of example;" and rejected, I am happy to say, with horror!

I will spare the man who gave it the ignominy which would
thence attach to his name were it mentioned.
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DUBLIN ELECTION.

My contest for Dublin city Sapported by Grattan, Ponsonby, Plunkett, and
Curran Singularity of a canvass for Dublin The election Curious inci-

dents Grattan's famous philippic, never before published Memoirs of

;Mr. John Giffard, called the "
dog in office" Horish the chimney-sweep-

er's bon-mot.

In 1803, I had become particularly popular in Dublin. I

was not at enmity with any sect or any party. The losses and

deprivations which the citizens of Dublin were suffering in con-

sequence of the Union brought to their recollection the fact of

iny having been one of its aiost zealous opponents. They knew
that I had entertained professional ambition; and they also

knew that, in order to oppose that measure, and support the in-

dependence of the nation as well as my own, I had with open
eyes sacrificed all the objects of my ambition: that I had re-

fused the most gratifying proposals; and, in maintenance of

principle, had set my face decidedly against the measures of

that government which I had on other occasions supported, and
which alone possessed the power to advance me. They knew
that I had braved the animosity of Chancellor Clare, whom few
had ever ventured to oppose so decidedly as myself; and that I

had utterly renounced Lord Castlereagh, by whom all means
were employed to attach me. In fact, the citizens of Dublin re-

collected that I had abandoned every prospect in life to uphold
their interest; and consequently many persons on both sides of

politics had proposed to me to become a candidate for the re-

presentation of the metropolis in parliament. Some entire cor-

porations voted me their freedom and support; and a great num-
ber of the freeholders tendered me their aid. Having, in addi-

tion, an extensive personal interest of my own, I at length
determined to stand the contest.

Persons of the first weight and rank came forward in my
favour; and amongst these I am proud to enumerate his Grace
the Duke of Leinster, Mr. Grattan, Mr. George Ponsonby, Mr.

Curran, Mr. Plunkett, several of the most respectable mem-
bers of my own profession, and many private gentlemen. In-

deed, the mode wherein I was brought forwax'd, and the par-
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ties by whom I was encouraged, could not but combine to gra-

tify me highly.
The city, however, immediately divided into two inveterate

factions, one of which declared for Mr. Beresford, the bank-

er, and Mr. Ogle the Orange chieftain; whilst the other sup-

ported Mr. Latouche and myself. A fifth gentleman, Sir John
Jer%'oise White Jervoise, Bart, also announced himself a candi-

date, on the strength of his own personal connexions and indi-

vidual property in the city, backed by any second votes he
could pick up amongst the rest.

Dublin differs from London in this respect inasmuch as,

there must be an individual canvass requiring hard labour of

at least two months or ten weeks, by day and by night; to get

through it cleverly. One custom alone takes up an immensity
of time, which though I believe it never existed anywhere else,

has good sense to recommend it. The grand corporation of

Dublin comprises twenty-five minor corporations or trades,
each independent of the other; and all (knowing their own im-

portance previous to an election, and their insignificance after

it is over,) affect the state and authority of a Venetian senate,
and say (shrewdly enough) "how can we, ignorant men! tell

who is fittest to represent Dublin till we have an opportunity
of knowing their abilities?'^ And for the purpose of acquiring
this knowledge, each corporation appoints a day to receive the
candidates in due formality in its hall; and each candidate is

then called on to make an oration, in order to give the elec-

tors power of judging as to his capability to speak in parlia-
ment. So that, in the progress of his canvass, every candi-
date must m.ake twenty-four or twenty-six speeches in his best

style! Nothing can be more amusing than the gravity and

decorum, wherewith the journeymen barbers,* hosiers, skin-

ners, cooks, &c. &c. receive the candidates, listen to their fine

florid harangues, and then begin to debate amongst themselves
as to their comparative merits; and, in truth, assume as much
importance as the diplomatists at Vienna, with intentions to the
full as good!

Hovvever, I got through my canvass of nearly three months,
and remained tolerably in my senses at the conclusion of it:

though most undoubtedly, I drank as much porter and whiskey
with the electors themselves; and as much tea and cherry-brandy
with their wives, as would have ended my days on any other
occasion. But I loved the people of Dublin; I had lived more
than thirty years amongst them; was upon good terms with all

* Who very lately addressed the Duke of York as "the corporation of
surgeons," i. e. barbar-surgeons.

VOL. I. 23
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parties and societies; and, if elected, I should have been a very
faithful, and I trust, an effective representative.
The humours of an Irish canvass can only be known to those

who have witnessed them; and I believe, no election, even in

Ireland, ever gave rise to more of what is termed real fun.
Most of the incidents are too trivial and too local for detail: but
there were some so ludicrous, that even at this moment, I can

scarce refrain from laughing at their recollection.

Never was a business of .the kind conducted with more spi-

rit; and, at the same time, a degree of good temper prevailed,
not to have been expected in a contest which called into play
the most fiery and rancorous party feelings; and the genuine
stream of humour that steadily flowed on, had a great effect in

washing away any marks of ill blood. It is with pride I relate

that the four voters who formed my first tally were, Mr.

George Ponsonby, (afterwards Lord Chancellor) Mr. Henry
Grattan, Mr. William Plunkett, (the present Attorney Gene-

ral) and Mr. John Philpott Curran, (afterwards Master of the

Rolls;) and that the two former accompanied their votes by
far more than merited eulo2;ies.

I lost the election : but I polled to the end of the fifteen days,
and had the gratification of thinking that I broke the knot of a

virulant ascendancy; was the means of Mr. Latouche's suc-

cess, and likewise of Mr. Grattan's subsequent return.

In the course of that election many curious incidents occur-

red; and as every thing which relates to Mr. Grattan, and tends

to elucidate the character and peculiarities of thatmost pure and
eminent of my countrymen, must necessarily be interesting

(anecdotes, which if not recorded now by me, would be lost

for ever,) I feel myself justified in detailing a few, though ia

themselves of no particular importance.

Inthedaj-s of unsophisticated patriotism, when the very name
of Grattan operated as a spell to rouse the energies and spirit
of his country; .when the schisms of party bigotry had yielded
to the common weal, and public men obtained that public gra-
titude which they merited; the corporation of Dublin (in
some lucid interval of the Scottish malady which has ever dis-

tinguished that inconsiderate and intemperate body,) obtained

a full-length portrait of Henry Grattan, then termed their great
deliverer. His name graced their corporate rolls as an heredi-

tary freeman,* when the jealous malice of that rancorous and

persevering enemy of every man opposed to him, the Earl of

Clare, in a secret committee of the House of Lords, intro-

* Mr. Grattan's father had been recorder of Dublin, and representative io

] rliament for that city.
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duced into their report some lines of a deposition by one

Hughes, (a rebel who had been made a witness, and was in-

duced to coin evidence to save his own life,) detailing a con-

versation which he alleged himself to have had with Mr. Grat-

tan, wherein the latter had owned that he was a united irish-

man. Every body knew the total falsity of this. Indeed, Mr.
Grattan wa's, on the other hand, a man whose principles had
been on certain occasions considered too aristocratic; and yet
he was now denounced, in the slang of the Lord Chancellor,
** an infernal flfewocra/." The corporation of Dublin caught
the sound, and, without one atom of inquiry, tore down from
their walls the portrait which had done them so much honour,
and expelled Grattan from the corporation without trial or even

notice; thus proclaiming one of the most loyal and constitu-

tional subject of the British empire to be a rebel and incendiary.
He despised and took no notice of their extravagance.
On the election in question, I was proposed by Mr. George

Ponsonby, and upon Mr. Grattan rising next to vote upon my
tally, he was immediately objected to as having been expelled
on the report of Lord Clare's committee. A burst of indigna-
tion on the one side, and a boisterous declamation on the other,
forthwith succeeded. It was of an alarming nature: Grattan
meanwhile standing silent, and regarding, with a smile of the
most ineffable contempt ever expressed, his shameless accusers.
The objection was made by Mr. John Giffard, of whom heraf-
ter. On the first interm.ission of the tumult, with a calm and

dignified air, but in that energetic tone and style so peculiar to

himself, Mr. Grattan delivered the following memorable words
memorable, because conveying in a few short sentences the

most overwhelming philippic the most irresistible assemblage
of terms imputing public depravity, that the English, or, I be-

lieve, any other language, is capable of affording:
. "Mr. Sheriff, when I observe the quarter from whence the

objection comes, I am not surprised at its being made! It

proceeds from the hired traducer of his country the excom-
municated of his fellow-citizens the regal rebel the unpun-
ished ruffian the bigotted agitator! In the city a firebrand
in the court a liar in the streets a bully in the field a cow-
ard! And so obnoxious is he to the very party he wishes to

espouse, that he is only supportable by doing those dirty acts
the less vile refuse to execute."

Giffard, thunderstruck, lost his usual assurance; and replied,
in one single sentence, <'I would spit upon him in a desart?"
which vapid and unmeaning exclamation was his sole retort!

I called for the roll, and, on inspection, Mr. Grattan's name
appeared never to have been erased. Of course, the objection
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was over-ruled, my friend voted, and his triumph w^as com-

plete.
The erasure of his name from the roll was never afterwards

attempted; and, on the dissolution of that parliament, he was

requested by the very same body to stand forward as their
'' most illustrious countryman," and elected by acclamation in

that very same court-house, as the representative of the city
and corporation which had so recently endeavoured to debase
and destroy him; his chairing being attended with enthusiasm

by those who some time before would with equal zeal have
attended his execution. Never was there exhibited a more

complete proof of causeless popular versatility; which, indeed
was repeatedly practised on that real patriot.
Mr. John GifTard, the subject of the foregoing philippic,

was a very remarkable person. He had a great deal of vulgar
talent; a daring impetuosity; and was wholly indifferent to

opinion. From first to last he fought his way through the

world: and finally worked himself up to be the most sturdy

partizan I ever recollect in the train of government. His detes-

tation of the Pope and his adoration of King William he carried

to an excess quite ridiculous; in fact, on both subjects beseemed

occasionally delirious. His life had many curious incidents con-

nected with it; and as it would be wrong that a name so fre-

quently occurring in the local history of Ireland should remain

unnoticed, I have, therefore, in these fragments introduced it.

I did not agree with Mr. Grattan as to all the epithets where-
with he honoured the captain. "A coward" he most cer-

tainly was not. With all his faults, (or crimes if they should

be called so) he had several qualities which in social inter-

course are highly valuable; and, hence, it is just to make a

clear distinction between his private and his public character.

He was as warm-hearted and friendly a person as I ever met

with; and, on the other hand, a bitterer enemy never existed:

1 don't think he ever was mine.

Giffard was originally an apothecary. When I was at the

Dublin University, the students were wild and lawless: any
offence to one was considered as an offence to all; and as the

elder sons of most men of rank and fortune in Ireland were
then educated in Dublin College, it was dangerous to meddle
with so powerful a set of students, who consequently did pre-

cisely what they chose (outside the college gates.) If they con-

ceived offence against any body, the collegians made no scruple
of bringing the offender into the court, and pumping him well;
and their unanimity and numbers were so great that it was quite

impossible any youth could be selected for punishment. In

my time, we used to break open what houses we pleased!
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regularly beating the watch every night, except in one parish,
which we always kept in pay, to lend us their poles wherewith
to fight the others. In short, our conduct was outrageous; and

the first check we ever received was from Gifiard, who was a

director of the watch, and kept a shop close to the Parliament-

house.

He having in some way annoyed the collegians, they deter-

mined to pump Giffard; but they reckoned without their host!

He entrenched himself in his house, which we assailed, break-

ing all his windows. He gave repeated warnings to no pur-

pose; and a new assault being commenced, Gifiard fired a pis-

tol, and a collegian was wounded in the wrist, whereupon the

besiegers immediately retired from the fortress.

It was a lucky shot for Giffard, who immediately obtained

some parochial office for his firmness; made himself of im-

portance on every trifling subject; and harangued constantly in

the vestry. Of his subsequent progress, I know nothing till

about the year 1790, when I became a public character, and
found Gifford an attache to the Castle in divers capacities. He
was afterwards placed in the revenue department, became a

common-councilman, and at length high sheriff; at which epoch
he acquired the title which forsook him not, of "7%e Dog in

Office,^' though wherefore, I could never rightly make out.

His acts from that period became part of the general statistical

history of Irish politics. One of his sons was butchered in

cool blood by the rebels at Kildare, which naturally increased

his ferocity. His eldest son, Harding Giffard, and Mr. Croker,
of the Admiralty, married two sisters in Waterford. Mr.
Croker's good luck enabled him to aid his relative, who, having
tried the Irish bar in vain for several years, has become Chief
Justice of Ceylon: Mr. Croker himself, (after his unsuccess-

ful professional essay) being casually indebted to several par-
.sons of celebrity for his very rapid elevation.

During the election we are speaking of, one Horish, a mas-

ter chimney-sweeper, appeared on the hustings. This man,

being known to have several votes at command besides his

own, had been strongly canvassed, but would promise neither

of the candidates, nor give the least hint how he intended to

vote.

During the rebellion of 179S, Mr. John Beresford (one of

the candidates) had built a riding-house for his yeomanry troop^
which hf.d been also much used as a place for whipping sus-

pected pjrsons in, to make them discover what in all probabi-

lity they never knew; a practice equally just and humane,
and liberally resorted to (perhaps for sport) by military officers,

pending that troublous era.
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In Mr. Beresford's riding-house, this infernal system was
carried on to a greater extent than in any of the similar slaugh-
ter-houses then tolerated in the metropolis: to such an extent,

indeed, that some Irish wags (who never fail even upon the

most melancholy occasions to exercise their native humour,)
had one night the words,

"
Mangling done here by J. Beres-

ford and Co.'' painted upon a sign-board, and fixed over the

entrance.

It happened that this same Horish had been amongst those

who had paid to their king and country a full share of skin for

the crime of being anonymously suspected. He had not for-

gotten the couple of hundred lashes on his bare carcass, which
he had received in J\Ir. Beresford's riding-house: but the cir-

cumstance, being of such an ordinary nature, was, of course,

totally forgotten by the worthy candidate, notwithstanding the

tenacious sensations of the elector's loins, where many a good
thick welt remained to remind him of the pastime.

Horish, a coarse, rough-looking, strong-built, independent,
and at the moment well-dressed brute of a fellow, remained

quite coquettish as to his votes. "Let me see!" said he, feel-

ing his importance, and unwilling to part with it, (which would
be the case the moment he had polled,) and looking earnestly
at all the candidates, "Let me see! who shall I vote for?

I'm very hard to please, gentlemen, I assure you!'' He hesi-

tated: we all pressed:
" Fair and easy, gentlemen," said Ho-

rish, looking at each of us again, "don't hurry a man!"
"
Barrington,"* cried impatient Beresford, "I know that

honest fellow Horish will vote for me!" Horish stared, but

said nothing.
" Indeed he will not," replied I, "eh, Horish!" Horish

looked, but remained silent.

" I'll lay you a rump and dozen,^' exclaimed Beresford,
<'on the matter!"

Horish now started into a sort of animation, but coolly re-

plied: "You'll lose that same rump and dozen, Mr. Beres-

ford! 'twas many a dozen you gave my r p already in the

riding-house, and to the devil I bob that kind of entertainment!

but if ever I have the honour of meeting you up a chimney,

depend on it, Mr. Beresford, I'll treat you with all the civility

imaginable! Come, boys, we'll poll away for the counsellor!"

and 1 was supported, I believe, by every chimney-sweeper in

the city of Dublin (and they were many,) who had vctes.
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4

ELECTION FOR COUNTY WEXFORD.

Mr. Richard Brinsley Sheridan's contest for County Wexford, omitted by all his

pseudo-biographers Duel of Mr. Alcock and Mr. Colclough, (candidates)

on a question respecting Mr. Sheridan's poll Colclough killed A lament,

able incident Mr. Alcock's trial He afterwards goes mad and dies His

sister. Miss Alcock, also dies lunatic in consequence Marquess of Ely tried

for an outrage at Wexford, and fined.

It is to be regretted that the biographers and eulogists of

Richard Brinsley Sheridan should have suppressed some of the

most creditable incidents of his variegated life, whilst his me-

mory is disgraced by pretended friends and literary admirers.

These writers have raked up from his ashes, and exposed to

public indignation, every failing of that great and gifted man:
so that, if their own productions were by any chance to become

permanent, they would send him down to posterity as a witty,
but low and dissipated sharper; or, in their very best colour-

ing, as the most talented of mean and worthless mendicants.

But Sheridan's reputation will outlive all such attempts to ob-

literate it; whilst the ignorance of his libellers is conspicuous
from their entire omission of some of the most interesting
events of his career, at the same time that others arc vouched

for, which to my individual knowledge are gross misrepresen-
tations.

Amongst the incidents that have been overlooked is one both

extraordinary and melancholy, and forming an honourable com-
ment on Mr. Sheridan's public character. 1 was, myself, men-

tally interested in the whole transaction; and can therefore

give it on my own responsibility. I am, indeed, most anxious
to rescue his memory from the rough hands which, in sketch-

ing their subject, have placed the mane of the lion upon the
shoulders of a mountebank.

In speaking thus, I deeply regret that one of his biographers
should be a man whom I esteem; and I regret it the more,
since he has used poor Sheridan as a choppingblock, whereon
to hack the character of the most illustrious person of the Bri-
tish empire, who (for the first time in his life, I believe,) has
been accused oi pecuniary illiberality . A circumstance acci-

dentally came to my knowledge to prove that charge the very
reverse of truth. But an opportunity will be taken by me of ob-

serving still more explicitly on these friends of Mr. Sheridan,
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On the general election of 1808, Mr. John Colclough, of

Tintern Abbey, County Wexford, a near relative of mine, (and
locum tenens of his elder brother, Mr. Csesar Colclough, who
had been long resident on the Continent) declared himself for

the second time candidate for Wexford County, which he had

represented in the previous parliament. The Colclough estates

were large, the freeholders thereon numerous, and devoted to

the interest of their patriotic leader, whose uncle, Mr. John

Grogan, of Johnstown Castle (also a relative of mine,) pos-
sessed of a very large fortune and extensive tenantry, had united

with his nephew and other most respectable and independent
gentlemen of that county, to liberate its representation from the

trammels of certain noblemen who had for many years usurped
its domination. Mr. Colclough was determined to put the

pride, spirit, and patriotism of the county to proof, and there-

fore proposed Mr. Richard Brinsley Sheridan as joint-candi-
date with himself, declaring that he was authorized by the in-

dependent freeholders of the county to say, that they should
feel the greatest gratification in being represented by so distin-

guished an ornament to the name of Irishman.

Mr. Colclough and Mr. Sheridan were therefore nominated
on the one hand; and Mr. Alcock, supported by the interest

of the influenced electors, on the other.

Never yet was any poll conducted by more resolute, active,
and zealous partizans; but it is lamentable to add, that they
were equally intemperate as zealous. The flame of patriotism
had caught the mass of the population ;

tenants no longer obeyed
the dictates of their absent landlords, nor the menaces of ty-
rannic agents: no man could count on the votes of his former
vassals. The hustings was thronged with crowds of tenantry,

constitutionally breaking away from their shackles, and voting
according to their principles of free agency for Sheridan, a man
known to them only by the celebrity of his talents. The poll

proceeded: the independent party was advancing fast to suc-

cess: and, had the election continued, there is no doubt but

that Mr. Sheridan would have been a representative for Wex-
ford County. At this crisis occurred one of the most unfortu-

nate and melancholy events on Irish record, and by which the

contest was terminated as if the untoward destiny of Sheridan
withered every thing that came in contact with it.

Several tenants of a person, who had given his interest to

Mr. Alcock, absolutely refused to vote for that gentleman, de-

claring that at every risk they would support Colclough and
*' the great Sheridan." Mr. Alcock's partizans perverted the

free agency of these men into seduction on the part of Mr.

Colclough; hence a feeling decidedly hostile was excited j the



WEXFORD ELECTION. IS I

fierce zeal and frenzy of election partizanship burst into a flame;

and Mr. Colclough was desired to decline such votes, or to re-

ceive them at his peril.

Of course he disres:;arded this outrageous threat, and open
war ensued. One party lost sight of reason; both, of huma-

nity; and it was determined, that before the opening of next

morning's poll, the candidates should decide, bj' single combat,
the contested question, and, of course, the election itself. With
what indignation and horror must such a resolution, at once

assailing law, good morals, and decency, be now regarded!
and how will the feeling of surprise increase from its being

passed over with impunity!

Early on the eventful m.orning, many hundred people assem-

bled to witness the affair; and it will scarcely be believed that

no less than eleven or twelve county justices stood by, passive

spectators of the bloody scene which followed, without an effort,

or apparently a wish, to stop the proceeding.
Both combatants were remarkably near-sighted; and Mr.

Alcock determined on wearing glasses, which was resisted by
the friends of Mr. Colclough, who would wear none. The

partizans of the former, however, persevered, and he did wear

them. The ground at length was marked; the anxious crowd

separated on either side, as their party feelings led them; but

all seemed to feel a common sense of horror and repugnance.
The unfeeling seconds handed to each principal a couple of

pistols; and placing them about eight or nine steps asunder,

withdrew, leaving two gentlemen of fortune and character

brother-candidates for the county and former friends, nay,
intimate companions, standing in the centre of a field, with-

out any personal offence given or received, encouraged by
false friends, and permitted by unworthy magistrates, to butcher

each other as quickly and as effectually as their position and

weapons would admit.

The sight was awful I a dead silence and pause ensued: the

great crowd stood in motionless suspense: the combatants pre-
sented: men scarcely breathed: the word was given: Mr. Al-

cock fired first, and his tViend his companion one of the best

men of Ireland, instantly fell forward, shot through the heart!

he spoke not but turning on one side, his heart's blood gushed
forth his limbs quivered he groaned and expired. His pis-
tol exploded after he was struck of course without effect.

The by-standers looked almost petrified. The profound still-

ness continued for a moment, horror having seized the multi-

tude, when, on the sudden, a loud and universal yell (the an-

cient practice of the Irish peasantry on the death of a chieftain)

simultaneously burst out like a peal of thunder from every
VOi. L 24 ^
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quarter of the field; a yell so savasce and continuous so like

the tone of revenge, that it would have appalled any stranger
to the custou'S of the country. Alcock and his partizans im-

mediately retreated; those of C'olcloueh collected round his

body; and their candidate, (a few moments before in health,

spirits, and vi2;our!) was mournfully borne back upon a plank
to the town of his nativity, and carried lifeless through those

very streets which had that morning been prepared to signalize
his triumph. i|^j^

The election-poll, of course, proceeded without further op-

position: the joint friends of Colclough and Sheridan, de-

prived of their support, and thunderstruck at the event, thought
of nothing but lamentation: and in one hour Mr. Alcock was
declared duly elected for Wexfora County, solely through the

death of his brother-candidate, whom he had himself that morn-

ing unjustly immolated.

A mure wanton duel, a more unnecessary, cruel, and in all

points illegal transaction, never occurred in the United Em-
pire: yet, strange to say, of those eleven or twelve magistrates
who actually stood by, as amateurs or partizans, in defiance of

the law and of their duty, not one was displaced or punished!
a precedent of impunity most discreditable to the high autho-

rities of that day, dangerous to the peace of the country, and

subversive of the first principles of free election. Judge of

Sheridan's feelings on receiving this intelligence! and judge of

the correctness of his biographers, who have suppressed the

incident.

Nor was poor Colclough's death the last act of the tragedy.
His friends thought themselves called on to prosecute Mr. Al-

cock, who fled, but subsequently returned and surrendered for

trial. I attended, as special counsel for the prosecution: Baron

Smith tried the cause. The evidence was stronger than I have

deemed it necessary to recite. The baron stated his opinion
on the legal distinctions as applicable to duelling, and on that

opinion the bar differed. It was not the wish of the prosecu-
tors to do more than mark the transaction by a conviction for

manslaughter, uhich the law, under the circumstances, seem-

ed to render imperative. However, the then politics of Wex-
f.ird juries ditfered not unfrequently both from the laws of God
and the statute book; and the verdict returned in this instance

was, to the surprise of every one, a general acquittal.

But, alas! the acquittcJ duellist suffered more in mind than

his victim had done in body. The horror of the scene, and the

solemnity of the trial, combined to make a fatal inroad on his

reason! He became melancholy; his understanding gradually

declined; a dark gloom enveloped his entire intellect; and an



WEXF0K1> ELECTION. 18S

excellent young; man and perfect gentleman at length sank into

irrecoverable imbecility. Goaded by the vicious frenzy of elec-

tion partizans, he had slain his friend; and, haunted by reflec-

tion and sorrow, he ended his own days in personal restraint

and mental ruin.

Two other duels were fought upon the same occasion, but

with little injury and slill lesis interest. Mr. Cassar Colclough
has since returned from the continent; and, on the strength of

his late brother's popularity, was elected member for County
Wexford. He has not, however, followed up the high reputa-
tion of that brother; not very satisfactorily fulfilled the expec-
tations of his constituents.

But to this sanguinary and fatal duel there was yet another

sad corollory. Miss Alcock, sister of the member had been

most deeply affected by the mournful catastrophe. She had

known Colclough long and intimately; and being an amiable

and sensitive young woman, her brother's absence, his trial,

and his subsequent depression, kept the gloomy transaction

alive in her mind; hence she also gradually wasted; and the

death of her brother sinking deeper and deeper into a heart, all

the sources of tranquillity whereof had been dried up, her

reason wandered, at length fled, and she did not long survive
the dreadful fate of her friend and of her brother.

A trivial anecdote will suffice to exhibit the general state of

Wexford County, and of the aristocracy and mai;istracy, many
of whom were a disgrace to their offi.;e, and completely filled up
Mr. Grattan's definition of a "regal reoel"' by their arrogance,

tyranny, oppression, and disaffeciion. By these men the pea-

santry were goaded into a belief that justice was banished, and
so driven into the arms of the avowed rebels, who used every
lure to enforce their previous delusion.

A handsome young vvoman, maid-servant to a Mrs. Lett,
who was considered as a great patriot (rebel) in Wexford,
happened one summer's evening to sit at her mistress s win-
dow singing songs, but to certain airs that were not considered
orthodox by the aristocracy.
The Marquess of Ely, with the high sheriff and other gen-

tlemen of the county, were retiring after their wine from the

grand jury, and heard this unfortunate young syren warbling at

the window: but as the song sounded to their loyal ears of a

rebellious tendency, it was thought advisable to demolish the

fragile parts of Mrs. Lett's house-front without delay; and, ac-

cordingly, my lord, the high sheriff and their friends (to pre-
serve the peace and protect the constitution froin such traitor

ous maid-servants, j forthwith commenced their laudable under-

taking; and stones being the weapons neai^^^ hand, the
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windows and the warbling maid received a broadside, which

was of the greatest utility to the glazier, and had well-nigh

put fees into the pockets, not only of the surgeon, but of the

sexton and coroner likewise.

However, on this occasion, justice was not so far off as the

peasants had been persuaded: my lord, the high sheriff and

others, being indicted and tried, I had the honour of being his

Lordship's counsel, and as our duty was to make " the worse

appear the better cause,'" I certainly did my utmost for^the

INlarquess: but his Lordship, conceiving my delicacy to the

maid-servant rather too great, requested permission to' ask her

a few questions himself, which was granted.
*' Now, girl," said the Marquess,

<'
by the oath you have

taken, did you not say you would split my scull openV
" Why, then by the virtue of my oath,"' said the girl,

turning to the judge, "it would not be worth my ivhile to

split his scull open, my Lord!"
"Ha! ha!" said the Marquess,

" now I have her!" (wisely

supposing she made some allusion to a rewaidfor killing him:)
*' and why, girl, would it be not worth your while?"

"Because, my Lord," answered she, "if I had split your

Lordship's scnll open, b> virtue of my oath, I am sure and

certain I should have found little or nothing inside of it!"

The laugh a2,ainst the noble Marquess was now too great to

admit of his proceeding any further with his cross-examination:

he was found guilty, and fined.

.1

^^
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Lord Clonmell, chief justice of the Irish Court of King's Bench His charac-

ter Lady Tyrawly's false charge against him Consequent duel between

him and Lord Tyrawly Eclaircissement Lord Tyrawly and Miss We-

witzer Lord Clonmell's hints " How to rule a Wife" Subsequent conver-

sation with his Lordship at Sir John Tydd's.

The first chief judge who favoured me with his intimacy

was Lord Clonmell, chief justice of the King's Bench. His

character appears at full length in my " Historical Memoirs of

Ireland," page 38, and a curious but true character it is. I

was introduced to his Lordship's notice through Sir John
Tvdd, and received from him many instances of kind attention ;

and he gave me, early in life, some of the very best practical
maxims. As he was one of the celebrated official "

fire-eaters,"

(whom I shall hereafter mention,) and fought several duels,
it may be amusing to cofJteere, from the work in question, a

few distinguishing traits oi his Lordship.
" Mr. Scott never

omitted one favourable opportunitv of serving himself. His
skill was unrivalled, and his success proverbial. He was full

of anecdotes, though not the most refined: these in private so-

ciety he not only told, but acted ; and, when he perceived that

he had made a very good exhil)ition, he immediately with-

drew, that he might leave the most lively impression of his

pleasantry behind him. His boldness was his first introduc-

tion his policy, his ultimate preferment. Courageous, vul-

gar, humorous, artificial, he knew the world well, and he pro-
fited by that knowledge : he cultivated the powerful ;

he bul-

lied the timid ; he fought the brave ; he flattered the vain ;
he

duped the credulous
; and he amused the convivial. Half-

liked, half-reprobated, he was too high to be despised, and too
low to be respected. His language was coarse, and his prin-

ciples arbitrary : but his passions were his slaves, and his cun-

ning was his instrument. In public and in private, he was the
same character ; and, though a most fortunate man and a suc-

cessful courtier, he had scarcely a sincere friend or a disinte-
rested adherent."

His duel with Lord Tyrawly was caused and attended by
circumstances which combine to form a curious narrative :

Lady Tyrawly had an utter dislike for her husband (then the
Honourable James Cuffe.) They had no children, and she
made various efforts to induce him to conseni^to a total sepa-
ration. There being no substantial cause ^flBfeb a measure,
Mr. Cuffe looked upon it as ridiculous, aVI^ld not con-
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sent, At length, the lady hit upon an excellent mode for car-

rying her wishes into effect, and ensuring a separate mainte-
nance : but I never heard of the precedent being followed.

jMr. Cuffe found her one day in tears, a thing not frequent
with her ladyship, who had a good deal of the amazon about
her. She sobbed threw herself on her knees went through
the usual evolutions of a repentant female and, at length,
told her husband that she was unworthy of his future protec-
tion, had been faithless to him, and was a lost and guilty
woman.

I suppose there is a routine of contrition, explanation, rage,

honour, &c. &c. which generally attends developments of this

nature ;
and I take for granted, that the same was duly per-

formed by the Honourable Mr. and Mrs. Cuffe. Suffice it to

say, that the latter was put into a sedan chair and ordered out

of the house forthwith to private lodgings, until it was the

will of her injured lard to send a deed of annuity for her sup-

port.
Mr. Cuffe next proceeded to summon a friend and inform

him that his wife had owned '* that Ulain Scott," the attorney-

general, and the pretended friend ot his family, to be her se-

ducer ! that not his love, but his honour was so deeply con-

cerned, as to render the death of one or the other necessary :

and, without further ceremony, a message was sent, for mortal

combat, to the attorney-general, urging the lady's confession,

his own dishonourable breach of trust, and Mr. Cuffe's deter-

mination to fight him.

Mr. Scott, well knowing that a declaration of innocence would,

by the world, be considered either as honourable perjury on

his part, to save Mrs, Cuffe's reputation, or as a mode of

screening himself from her husband's vengeance, (and in no

case be believed even by the good-natured part of society)
made up his mind for the worst.

The husl)and and supposed gallant accordingly met, and ex-

changed shots : and each party having heard the bullets hu-

manely whiz past his ears, without indicating a desire of be-

coming more intimately acquainted, Mr. Scott told his antago-
nist that he was totally mistaken, and gave his honour that he

never had the slightest familiarity with the lady, who, he con-

cluded, must have lost her reason.

There was no cause for denying credence to this ; whilst,

on the other hand, it was but too likely that Mr. Cuffe had

been tricked by his lady wife. She was sure of a separation,
for he had turned her out : and, if he had fallen on the field of

honour, she had a noble jointure ; so that she was in utrum-

que parata-^^^^c under every chance.

On his r^BP^e sent a most severe reprimand i and an
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nounced but a moderate annuity, which she instantly and

haughtily refused, positively declaring that she never had
made any confession of guilt; that the v;hole was a sche re

of his own vicious jealousy, to get rid of her
;
and that she had

only said, he might jW/ as well suspect the attorney-general,
Avho had never said a civil thing to her, as any body else.

She dared him io prove the least impropriety on her part; and

yet he had cruelly turned her out of his house, and proclaimed
his innocent wife to be a guilty woman.
Mr. Cuffe saw she had been too many for him, every way !

he durst not give more publicity to the affair ;
and therefore

agreed to allow her a very handsome annuity, whereon she

lived a happy life, and died but a few years since.

The subsequent connexion of Lord Tyrawly had likewise a

singular termination. Miss VVewitzer, sister to the late cele-

brated violinist of that name, soon filled Mrs. Cuffe's vacant

place ;
and by her my Lord had many children the eldest

being the present Colonel Cuffe, member of parliament for

Mayo. I never saw two persons live more happily together
than Lord Tyrawly and Miss Wewitzer. She was unexcep-

tionably correct, and he very much attached to her. She had
been remarkably pretty, and celebrated as a Rosetta (in Bick-

erstaff's opera.) I was intimate wit'^. Lord Tyrawly, and have

a very great regard for Colonel Cuffe.

The death of Lady Tyrawly at length gave his Lordship
the long-expected opportunity of realizing his promises and
intentions for the sake of his family : and Lord Tyrawly and
Miss Wewitzer being regularly married, she became the real

Lady Tyrawly whom she had so many years represented.

Now, here was a cohabitation of considerably more than

twenty years, in happiness and tranquillity, followed up by an
honourable and just arrangement, wherefrom it might be ra-

tionally supposed an increase of happiness would ensue. But,
on the contrary, no soo;>er did the parties become legally man
and wife, than Madam Discord introduced herself! It is sin-

gular, but true, that (as if nature originally intended every liv-

ing thing to remain totally free and independent,) the moment
any two animals, however fond before, are fastened together

by a chain they cannot break, they begin to quarrel without

apparent reason, and peck each other solely because they can't

get loose again.
So it was with my Lord and Lady Tyrawly : every hour

added fresh fuel to the flame. At length (to continue my
pretty simile) the chain became red-hot^ neither of them
could bear it longer, and the whole affair ended in a voluntary
and most uncomfortable separation ! Howe^er, it was only for

a short time : death, always fond of doing miitchief in families^
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very soon brought them together again ; and if such a thing
can be conceived as possible in the other world, it is no bad

conjecture, that at this moment my Lord Tvrawly, the two

Lady Tyrawlys, and Lord Clonmell are regretting what fools

they were in giving themselves so much uneasiness upon sub-

jects which only passed like shadows, instead of turning their

minds to what might have been much more material.

I recollect one of Lord Clonmell's maxims was " whatever
must be done in the course of the week, always do it on the

Monday morning:" and in truth, whoever practises that rule,

will find it in no slight degree convenient. I never did.

Immediately after I was married, I resided next door to

Lord Clonmeil, in Harcourt-street. He called on me most

kindly, and took me to walk over his fine gardens and lawn ;

and was so humourous and entertaining, that his condescen-

sion (as I then felt it) quite delighted me
;
but I afterwards

found out, that he made a point of discovering every young
man likely to succeed in public life, and took the earliest mo-
ment possible of being so civil as to ensure a friend, if not a

partizan^ and no man wanted the latter more than his Lord-

ship.
"
Barrington," said he to me,

"
you are married ?"

" No doubt," said I, laughingly,
" as tight as any person on

the face of the earth."
*' All women in the world," rejoined his Lordship, "are

fond of having their own way."
*' I am firmly of your opinion, my Lord," said L
" Now," pursued he,

" the manner in which all wives are

spoiled, is by giving them their own way at first; for whatever

you accustom them to at the beginning, they will expect eve7'

after: so, mmd me ! I'll tell you the secret of ruling a wife, if

known in time :
' never do any xh'm^ for peace-sake:' if you

do, you'll never have one hour's tranquillity but by concession,

mind that !'*

" I firmly believe it," exclaimed I.

"
Well,'' said he,

''

practise it!"

Sometime after, I met his Lordship at Lamberton, Queen's-

countv, the seat of Sir John Tydd. He related the above story,
and asked me if I hadJ(|ken his advice ?" "

No," said L
" Why V inquired his Lordship.
" Because," replied I,

" a philosopher has an easier life of

it than ?i soldier."

I had the laugh against him, and the more particularly as

his Lordship had married a second wife. Miss Lawless, (the

present dowager,) and I believe no husljand in Ireland ad-

hered less to his own maxim than Did Lord Clonmell after

that union. 4 *
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DUKE OF WELLINGTON, AND MARQUESS OF
LONDONDERRY.

My first acquaintance with the Duke of Wellington and the late Marquess of

Londonderry, at a dinner at my own house Some memoirs and anecdotes

of the former as a public man My close connexion with government

Lord Clares's animosity to me suspended Extraordinary conference be-

tween Lord Castlereagh, Mr. Cooke, and me in August, 1798 Singular

communication Offers made to me for succession as solicitor-general I

decline the terms proposed Lord Castlereagh's letter to me Character of

Mr. Pelham, now Earl of Chichester.

' Mr personal acquaintance with the Duke of Wellington

originated accidentally, soon after I commenced public lifej

and so clearly shows the versatility of men, the fallibility of

judgment, and the total uncertainty of all human prediction,
that I cannot avoid mentioning it.

In 1793, when I was in high repute, mtjst prosperous at the

bar, living in the first ranks of society, a distinguished favou-

rite at the vice-regal court, and designated as a candidate fox'

the first offices of my profession, I occasionally gave large

splendid dinners, according to the habit invariably adopted in

those times, by persons circumstanced like myself. At one of

those entertainments, Major Hobart (Lord Buckinghamshire:)
Sir John Parnel; Isaac Corry; I think. Lord Limerick j

Sir

John (afterwards Lord) de Blacquiere; and Lords Llandaff,

Di.llon, Yelverton; the Speaker; in all, upwards of twenty
noblemen and commoners, did me tlie honour of partaking of

my fare. Lord Clonmell sent me his two grand cooks, and a

most cheerful party was predicted. The House had sat late

that day, and etiquette never permitted us to go to dinner,

where the speaker was a guest, until his arrival, unless he had

especially desired us to do so.

The speaker did not join us till nine o'clock, when Sir John
Parnel brought with him, and introduced to me, Captain Wei-'

lesley and Mr. Stewart, two young members, who having re-

mained in the House, he had insisted on their coming with him
to my dinner, where he told them good cheer and a hearty
welcome would be found and in this he was not mistaken.

Captain Arthur Wellesley had, in 1790, been returned to

VOL, I. 35
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parliament for Trim, county Meath, a borough under the

patronage of his brother, the Earl of Mornington. He was
then ruddy-faced and juvenile in appearance, and popular
enough among the young men of his age and station. His ad-

dress was unpolished; he occasionally spoke in Parliament, but

not successfully, and never on important subjects; and evinced
no promise of that unparalleled celebrity and splendour which
he has since reached, and whereto intrepidity and decision,

good luck and great military science, have justly combined to

elevate hi-ra.

Lord Castlereagh was the son of Mr. Stewart, a country
gentleman, generally accounted to be a very clever man, in the

North of Ireland. He was a professed and not very moderate

patriot.) and at one lime carried his ideas of opposition exceed-

ingly far, becoming a leading member of the Reform and
Liberal societies.

Lord Castlereagh began his career in the Irish Parliament, b}'-

a motion for a committee to inquire into the representation of

the people, with the ulterior object of a reform in Parir&ment.

He made a good speech and "had a majority in the House, which
he certainly did not expect, and I am sure did not wish for.
He was unequal and unwilling to push that point to further

trial; the matter cooled in a few days; and after the next divi-

sion, was deserted entirely. Ivlr. Stewart, however, after that

speech, was considered as a very clever young man, and in all

points well taught and tutored by his father, whose marriage
with the Marquess of Camden's sister was the remote cause of

all his future successes hovv sadly terminated!

At the period to which I allude, I feel confident, nobody
could have predicted that one of those young gentlemen would

become the most celebrated English general of his era, and the

other one of the most mischievous statesmen and unfortunate

ministers that has ever appeared in modern Europe. However,
it is observable that to the personal intimacy and reciprocal

friendship of those two individuals, they mutually^ owed the

extent of their respective elevation and celebrity; Sir Arthur

Wellesley never would have had the chief comm..;.'- "n Spain
but for the ministerial manoeuvring and aid of Lord Castlereagh;
and Lord Castlereagh never could have stood his ground as a

minister, but for Lord Wellington's successes.

At my house, the evening passed amidst that glow of well-

bred, witty, and cordial vinous conviviality, which was, I be-

lieve, peculiar to high society in Ireland.

From that night I became rather intimate with Captain Wel-

lesley and Mr. Stewart; and perceived certain amiable qualities

in both, which a change of times, or the intoxication of pros-
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perity, certainly in some degree tended to diminish. Indeed,
if Lord Wellington had continued until now the same frank,

open-hearted man, he certainly must have heen better proof

against those causes which usually excite a metamorphosis of

human character than any one who had ever preceded him.

Still, if possible, he would have been a greater man; at least,

he would have better drawn the distinction between a warrior

and a hero terrns not altogether synonymous. Many years

subsequently to the dinner-party I have mentioned, I one day
met Lord CastJereagh in the Strand, and a gentleman xvhh him.
His Lordship stopped me, whereat I was rather surprised, as

we had not met for some time; he spoke verv kindly, smiled,
and asked if I had forgotten my old friend Sir Arthur Wel-

lesley? whom I discovered in his companion; but looking so

sallow and wan, and with every mark of what is called a worn-
out man, that I was truly concerned at his appearance. But he
soon recovered his health and looks, and went as the Duke of
Richmond's secretary to Ireland; where he was in all material

traits-^till Sir Arthur Wellesley but it was Sir ArthurWelles-.

lej judiciously improved. He had not forgotten his friends, nor
did he forget himself. He said that" he had accepted the office

of se*^retary only on the terms that it should not impede or
interfere with his military pursuits; and what he said proved
true, for he was soon sent, as second in command, with Lord
Cathcart to Copenhagen, to break through the law of nations,
and execute the most distinguished piece of treachery that his-

tory records.

On Sir Arthur's Return he recommenced his duty of secre-

tary; and during his residence in Ireland, in that capacity, I
did not hear one complaint against any part of his conduct
either as a public or private man. He was afterwards appoint-
ed to command in Spain; an appointment solicited, and I be-
lieve expected, by Sir John Doyle. It might be entertaining to

speculate on the probable state of Europe at present, if Sir Joha
had been then appointed generalissimo. I do not mean to in-
fer any disparagement to the talents of Sir John, but he might
have pursued a different course, not calculated, as in Sir Arthur's
instance, to have decided (for the time being) the fate of Eu-
rope.
A few days before Sir Arthur's departure for Spain, I re-

quested him to spend a day with me, which he did. The com-
pany was not very large, but some of Sir Arthur's military
friends were among the party: the late Sir Charles Asgill, the

present General Meyrick, &c. &c. I never saw him more
cheerful or happy. The bombardment of Copenhagen being v"'

by chance stated as a topic of remark, I did not join in its
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praise; but, on the other hand, muttered that I never did nor

should approve of it.

'<Damn it, Barrington," said Sir Arthur, ''why? what do

you mean to say?"
" I say, Sir Arthur," replied I,

<' that it

was the very best devised, the very best executed, and the

most just and necessary
'

robbery and murder' now on record!"

He laughed, and adjourned to the drawing-room, where Lady
B. had a ball and supper as z finish for the departing hero.

In 1815, having been shut up in Paris during the siege, I

went out to Nivelly, to pay a visit to the Duke before our

troops got into the city. I had not seen him since the last day
he dined at my own house; but he had intermediately much

changed.
I knew his Grace when Captain Wellesley Sir Arthur Wel-

lesley Secretary Wellesley Ambassador Wellesley and

Duke of Wellington. In the first stage of this career, I was
his equal; in Ihe last, nobody is. However, it is a fine reflec-

tion for the contempoiarics of great people, that it will be "all

the same a hundred years hence!" and Heroes, Diplomatists,*
&c. must either become very good-tempered fellows when they
meet in the Elybian fields, or there must be a very strong

police to keep them in order.

I was present in one of the French chambers when the ques-
tion of capitulation was discussed; and most undoubtedly Mar-
shal Ney supported that measure upon the basis of a general

amnesty. On any other, it never would have been listened to;

the battle would have taken place early the next morning; and

the Duke of Wellington would have had to contest the most

sanguinary and desperate engagement of his day with a nume-
rous and well-appointed army, frantic with zeal to revenge
their disgrace at Waterloo. This I know: for I was (truly

against the grain) kept more than twelve hours in the midst of

it at Vilette, tvyo days before the capitulation. Of this more
will be seen in ihe last volume. I cannot but remark, that if

* The following unpublished lines, by one of the most talented young
ladies I ever met, depict the frivolity and short-lived nature of human vanities -

more forcibly than a hundred sermons:

" The ki gdoms of the world have pass'd away,
And its strong empires moulder'd into dust,
Swift as the changes of a poet's dream :

And kings and heroes, and the mighty minds
"Whose hopes circled eternity, and seized

The stars as their inheritance, and grew
Too big for mortal frames until they sank
Into the narrow bounds of nature :

These are the things which, even nameless now,
Are on the earth forgot or, if retain'd,
Of power, of life, and motion all bereft !''
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Ney had been pardoned, and the horses, not sent to Venice, the

spirit of the capitulation would have been more strictly ad-

hered to.

I must be rightly understood respecting Lord Londonderr}^,
to whom, individually, I never had the slightest objection. As
a private gentleman, I always found him friendly, though
cold; and fair, though ambiguous. I never knew him break

his word, and believe him to have been perfectl}' honourable

upon every subject of private interest. But here n)y eulogy
must close; for, with regard to public character, his Lordship
must, I fear, be pronounced corrupt. When determined on a

point, nothing could stop him. In Ireland, his career was dis-

tinguished by public bribery and palpable misrepresentations:
of which assertion, had I not indisputable and ample proof,

I would not hazard it.

Mr. Pelham (now Earl of Chichester) was secretary to Lord

Camden, when Lord Lieutenant. I had the good fortune and

pleasure (for it was a great pleasure to me,) to be on very
friendly terms with this amiable and engaging gentleman, and
have seldom met any public personage I liked so well mode-

rate, honourable, sufficiently firm and sufficiently spirited: I

had a real gratification in attaching myself not only to his mea-

sures, but to his society. In all our intercourse (which ceased

with his departure) I found him candid and just, and expe-
rienced at his hands several public acts of kindness.

Mr. Pelham's parliamentary talents were not of a splendid
order. The people of Ireland never required stars for minis-

ters; but a fair and candid secretary was a great treat to them,
and Mr. Pelham was making full way in public estimation.

The last day I ever saw him in Ireland, he and his brother-in-

law Lord Sheffield did me the favour of dining with me in

Merrion Square. I perceived he was uncommonly dull, and

regretted the circumstances much: he obviously grew worse,
at length laid his head upon the table, and when he departed

was extremely ill: next day he was in a violent fever, his life

was long despaired of, he recovered with difficulty, and, on his

recovery, returned to England. Mr. Stewart (by marriage
the Lord Lieutenant's nephew,) was named as locum tenens

during Mr. Pelham*s absence, or (should he not return) until

the appointment of another secretary. But he was soon disco-

vered by his employers to be fit for any business; and as it

had b^en long in the secret contemplation of the British minis-

try to extinguish the Irish Parliament, either by fraud or force,
and Lord Camden being considered too inactive (perhaps too

conscientious and honourable} to resort to either of those wea-

pons, it was determined to send over an old servant-of-all-vvork,
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v/ho had fought till he was beaten, and negociated till he was

outwitted. This person, (Lord Cornvvallis) with the assistance

of his young; secretary, would stop at nothing necessary to ef-

fect the purpose, and they could between them, carry a mea-

sure, which few other persons at that period, durst have at-

tempted.
These fragments are not intrnded as political episodes. The

result of ti.at coalition every body knows: I shall only state so

much of the transaction as relates to my own individual con-

cerns. 1 had an interview with Lord Castlereagh, some time

after he came into office, at Mr. Cooke's chambers. He told

me he understood I expected to be the next solicitor-general,

and had applied for the office. I answered, that I not only-

expected as much, but considered myself, under all circum-

stances, entitled to that preferment. He and Mr. Cooke both

said, "yes;" and recommended me to make my party good
with Lord Clare," who had expressed "no indisposition" to

the appointment. Had I not been supposed of some use to the

government, I do not doubt but Lord Clare would have pre-

ferred many other more subservient gentry of my profession.

But he knew that although Lord Westmoreland, on leaving

Ireland, had made no express stipulation, he had subsequently

gone as far as he could with Lord Camden, for my promotion.
Lord Clare played me off cleverly until, in the month of Au-

gust 1799, 1 was sent for in private by the secretary, Edward

Cooke, who had been a particular confidential friend of mine

for several years. Having first enjoined secresy as to our con-

ference, he told me that a measure of great import had been

under consideration in the English Cabinet, and might possi-

bly be acted on: and then proceeding to acquaint me that Lord

Clare had made no objection to my promotion, he asked in so

many words if I would support the "question of ' a union,' if

it should be brought forward?" I was struck as if by a shot!

I had no idea of such a thing being now seriously contemplated,

although I had often heard of it as a measure suggested in 1763.

My mind had never any doubts upon the degrading subject, all

thoughts whereof had been considered as banished for ever by
the volunteers of 17S2. I therefore replied at once, "No, ne-

ver!" "You'll think better of it, Barringtonl" said he. Ne-

ver, by !" rejoined I: "never!" and the discussion was

dropped, nor did I confide it to any save one individual, who
differed with me very much, at least as to the mode of refusal.

I was determined, however, to know how the matter really

stood; and, without touching on the late conversation, desired

to be apprised whether they preserved the intention of appoint-

ins: me solicitor-general. I received no other answ^er than the
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following letter from Lord Castlereagh, without any explana-

tion; but it was enveloped in a very long one from Mr.

Cooke, headed "
strictly private;" and, therefore, of course,

still remaining so.

September 7, 1799.

"My dear Sir,
*' I am directed by his excellency, the Lord Lieu-

tenant, to assure you, that he would be glad to avail himself of

any proper opportunity of complying with your wishes: and

that he regrets much, he is at present so particularly circum-

stanced with respect to the office of solicitor-general, that he
feels it impossible to gratify your desire as to that appointment.
I should, myself, have been very happy had I been able to

communicate to you a more favourable result.

" Dear Sir, yours very sincerely,
'* Castlereagh.''

I never had any thing more to do with the successive go-
vernments of Ireland,* and have used all forbearance in giving

my opinion of Irish Lord Chancellors, except INIr. Ponsonby,
whom nobody ever heard me praise as a very great lawyer, but

whom every body has heard me term a just judge, and an ho-

nest friendly man.
Of Lord Cam.den, I believe, there was no second opinion in

the circle wherein I moved: a better man could not be; but

instead of governing, he was governed: and intimately ac-

quainted as I was with every procedure and measure during his

administration in Ireland, I do most fully acquit him, indi-

vidually, of the outrageous, impolitic, and ill-judged measures

which distinguished his rule. As to Lord Clare, he was des-

potic, and the greatest enemy Ireland ever had. His father

had been a Roman Catholic, and intended for a priest, but

changed his tenets, became a barrister of great and just cele-

brity, and left many children.

Lord Clare was latterly my most inveterate enemy; the

cause shall be no secret; it arose from a vicious littleness of

mind scarcely credible, and proves to me that implacability of

temper never exists without its attend;>nt faults; and although
it may be deprecated by cringing, is seldom influenced by
feelings of generosity.

* Lord Castlereagh's letter to me put, in fact, a civil end to my dreams of

promotion.
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Quarrel between Lord Norbury and the author in the House of Commons
Curran's bon-mot Dinner at Lord Redesdale's, who attempts being agree-

able, but is annoyed by Lord Norbury, (then Mr. Toler) Counsellor O'Far-

rell Mr. Plunkett (present attorney-general for Ireland) and Lord Redes-

dale Lord Norbury and young Burke His Lordship presides at Carlow

assizes in the character of Hawthorn.

Lord Norbury (then Mr. Toler,) went circuit as judge
the fii-st circuit I went as barrister. He continued my friend

as warmly as he possibly could be the friend of any one, and
I thought he was in earnest. One evening, however, coming
hot from Lord Clare's, (at that time my proclaimed enemy,)
he attacked me with an after-dinner volubility, which hurt and
roused me very much. I kept indifferent bounds myself: but
he was generally so very good-tempered, that I really felt a

repugnance to indulging him with as tart a reply as a stranger
would have received, and simply observed, that "I should

only just give him that character which developed itself by his

versatility namely, that he had a hand for every man, and
a heart for nobodyV^ and I believe the sarcasm has stuck to

him from that day to this. He returned a very warm answer,

gave me a wink, and made his exit of course, I followed.

The serjeant-at-arms was instantly sent by the speaker to pur-
sue us with his attendants, and to bring both refractory mem-
bers back to the House. Toler was caught by the skirts of

his coat fastening in a door, and they laid hold of him just as

the skirts were torn completely off. I was overtaken (whilst

running away) in Nassau-street, and, as I resisted, was brought
like a sack on a man's shoulders, to the admiration of the mob,
and throvvn down in the body of the House. The speaker told

us we must give our honours forthwith that the matter should

proceed no further: Toler got up to defend himself; but as he
then had no skirts to his coat, made a most ludicrous figure;
and Curran put a finishing-stroke to the comicality of the scene,

by gravely saying, that "it was the most unparalleled insult

ever offered to the House! as it appeared that one honourable

member had trimmed another honourable member's jacket
within these walls, and nearly within view of the speaker'."
A general roar of laughter ensued. I gave my honour, as re-
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quired, I think with more good-will than Toler; and would

willingly have forgotten the afiair altogether, which he appa-

rently never did. I only hope, that, when his mennory de-

clines, (which time cannot be very far ofl now,) our quarrel
will be the first circumstance that slips it. If I could forget

any thing, I should long ago have lost all recollection thereof.

Lord Norbury had more readiness of repartee than any man
1 ever knew who possessed neither classical wit nor genuine sen-

timent to make it valuable. But he had a fling at every thing;

and, failing in one attempt, made another sure of carrying
his point before he relinquished his efforts. His extreme good
temper was a great advantage. The present Lord Redesdale

vv^as much (though unintentionally) annoyed by Mr. Toler, at

one of the first dinners he gave (as Lord Chancellor of Ireland)
to the judges and King's counsel. Having heard that the

members of the Irish bar (of whom he was then quite igno-

rant,) were considered extremely witty, and being desirous,

if possible, to adapt himself to their habits, his Lordship had

obviously got together some of his best bar-remarks (for of luit

he was totally guiltless, if not inapprehensive,) to repeat to his

company, as occasion might offer; and if he could not be hu-

morous, determined at least to be entertaining.
The first of his Lordship's observations after dinner, was the

telling us that he had been a Welsh judge, and had found great

diflBculty in pronouncing the double consonants which occur

in the Welsh proper names. " After much (rial," continued

his Lordship, "I found that the difficulty was mastered by
moving the tongue alternately from one dog-tooth to the other."

Toler seemed quite delighted with this discovery; and re-

quested to know his Lordship's dentist, as he had lost one of

his dog-teeth, and would immediately get another in place of

it. This went off flatly enough no laugh being gained on
either side.

Lord Redesdale's next remark was, that when he was a

lad, cock-fighting was the fashion; and that both ladies and

gentlemen went full-dressed to the cock-pit, the ladies being
in hoops.

"I see now, my Lord," said Toler, "it was then that the

term cock-a-hoop was invented."

A general laugh now burst forth, which rather discom-

posed the learned Chancellor, He sat for awhile silent; until

skaiting became a subject of conversation, when his Lordship
rallied and with an air of triumph said, that in his boyhood
all danger was avoided; for, before they began to skait they

always put blown bladders under their arms; and so, if the ice

happened to break, they were buoyant and saved*

VOL. I. 26
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<Ay, my Lord!'' said Toler, "that's what we call blathe-

ram-skate in Ireland."*

His Lordship did not understand the sort of thinoj at all: and,

thoi)g;h extremely courteous, seemed to wish us all at our re-

spective homes. Having failed with Toler, in order to say a

civil thing or two, he addressed himself to Mr. GarratO'Far-

rell, a jolly Irish barrister, who always carried a parcel of
coarse national humour about with him; a broad, squat, ruddy-
faced fellow, with a great aquiline nose and a humorous eye.

Independent in mind and property, he generally saici whatever
came uppermost. "Mr. Garrat O'Farrell," said the Chancel-

lor, solemnly, "I believe your name and family were very
respectable and numerous in County Wicklow. I think I was
introduced to several of them during my late tour there."

"Yes, my Lord," said O'Farrel!, "we tvey^e very numerous;
but so many of us have been lately hanged for sheep-stealing,
that the name is getting rather scarce in that county."

His Lordship said no more: and (so far as respect for a new
chancellor admitted,) we got into our own line of conversation,
without his assistance. His Lordship, by degrees, began to

understand some jrkes a few minutes after they were uttered.

An occasional smile discovered his enlightenment; and, at the

breaking up. I really think his impression was, that we were
a pleasant, though not very comprehensible race, possessing at

a dinner-table much more good-feliowship than special plead-

ing; and that he would have a good many of his old notions to

get rid of before he could completely cotton to so dissimilar a

body: but he was extremely polite. Chief Justice Downs,
and a few more of our high, cold sticklers for "

decorum,"
were quite uneasy at this skirmishing.

I never met a cold-blooded ostentatious man of office, whom
I did not feel pleasure in mortifying: an affectation of sang-
froid is necessary neither to true dignity nor importance, and

generally betrays the absence of many amiable qualities.
I never saw Lord Redesdale more puzzled than at one of

Plunkett's best Jeiix d^esprits. A cause was argued in Chan-

cery, wherein the plaintiff prayed that the defendant should be
restrained from soing him on certain bills of exchange, as they
were nothing but kites. "Kites!" exclaimed Lord Redes-
dale: "Kites, Mr. Plunkett? Kites never could amount to

the value of those securities! I don't understand this state-

ment at all, Mr. Plunkett."
" It is not to be expected that you should, my Lord," an-

swered Plunkett: " in England and in Ireland, kites are quite

* An Irisli vulgar idiom for " nonsense.'
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different thins;s. In England, the wind raises the kites; but,

in Ireland, the kites raise the ivind.''
" I do do not feel any way better informed yet, Mr. Plun-

kett," said the matter-of fact chancellor.

*'Well, my Lord, I'll explain the thing without mentioning
those birds of prey:" and therewith he elucidated the dif-

ficulty.

Lord Redesdale never could pronounce the name of Mr.

Colclough (a suitor in the Chancery court.) It was extreme-

ly amusing to hear how he laboured to get it off his tongue,
but quite in vain! Callcloff was his nearest effort. I often

wished I could recommend him to try his dog-teeth..

On the discussion of the Catholic bill, in 1792, Lord West-

morland, then Lord Lieutenant of Ireland, certainly did not

approve of the precipitate measures wished for by his secretary.

Major Hobart (afterwards Earl of Buckinghamshire.) I had

the honour of distinctly knowing the sentiments of both, and

clearly saw the shades of difference which existed between

them, but which, of course, I had not the presumption to no-

tice. I felt convinced that both were my friends, and was de-

sirous, if possible, to run counter to neither,

I never had disputed the political right of the catholics theo-

retically, but I had been bred up amongst Williamites, and
had imbibed, without very well understanding their bearing,

strong protestant principles; and hence I deemed it wisest nei-

ther to speak nor vote upon the subject, at that period.
The Irish catholics had conceived a wonderfully high opinion

of Mr. Edmund Burke's assistance and abilities. Because he

was a clever man himself, they conceived his son must needs
be so too; and a deputation was sent over to induce young Mr.
Burke to come to Ireland, for the purpose of superintending
the progress of their bills of Emancipation in the Irish Parlia-

ment: and, to bear his expenses, a sum of 2000 was voted.

Mr. Keogh, of Dublin, a very sensible man, who had retired

from trade, was extremely active upon this occasion.

The bills were introduced and resisted: a petition had been

prepared by Burke; and, being considered neither well-timed
nor well-worded, certain even of the warmest Catholic sup-

porters declined to present it

Young Burke, either totally ignorant of parliamentary rules,
or supposing that in a disturbed country like Ireland they
would be dispensed with, (especially in favour of a son of the

great Burke,) determined he would present the petition him-

self; not at the bar, but in the body of the House! Accord-

ingly, he descended from the gallery, walked into the House
with a long roll of parchment under his arm, and had arrived
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near the Treasury-bench, when a general cry of ''
Priviles;e!

A stranger in the House!" arose from all quarters, and checked
the progress of the intruder: but when the speaker, in his loud

and dignified tone, called out,
"

Serjeant-at-arms, do your
duty!" it seemed to echo like thunder in Burke's ears; he felt

the awkwardness of his situation, and ran towards the bar.

Here he was met by the serjeant-at-arms with a drawn sword:

retracing his steps, he was stopped by the clerk; and the Ser-

jeant gaining on him, with a feeling of trepidation he com-
menced actual flight. The door-keepers at the corridor now

joined in pursuit: but at length, after an excellent chase, (the
members all keeping their seats,) he forced through the enemy
behind the speaker's chair, and escaped! no doubt, to his great
satisfaction. Strong measures were immediately proposed:
messengers despatched in all quarters to arrest him: very few
knew who he was; when Lord Norbury, (with that vivacious

promptness which he always possessed,) on its being observed
that no such transaction had ever occurred before, exclaimed,
** I found the very same incident some few days back in the

cross-readings of the columns of a newspaper.
'

Yesterday a

petition was presented to the House of Commons it fortunate-

ly missed fire, and the villain ran off.'
"

It was impossible to withstand this sally, which put the

House in a moment into good humour. Burke returned to

England unsuccessful, and the matter dropped.
It being observed by some member, that the serjeant-at-arms

should have stopped the man at the back-door, Sir Boyle Roche

very justly asked i\\e honourable gentleman "how could the

serjeant-at-arms stop him in the rear, whilst he was catching
him in the front.' did he think the serjeant-at-arms could be,
like a bird, in two places at once?"

I read some time back in the English newspapers, an anec-

dote of Lord Norbury's having appeared on the bench in a

masquerade dress. As I was myself present at that occurrence,
it is only just to his Lordship to state X.\\e facts, whence it will

appear that it was totally a mistake so much so, indeed, that

his Lordship did not seem to be conscious of his habiliments,
even whilst every person in court was staring with astonish-

ment.

Some time previously. Lady Castlereagh had given a very
splendid masquerade, at which I saw the chief justice in the

dress and character of Hawthorn, in " Love in a Village,"
and well did he enact that part. The dress was a green tabinet

with mother-of-pearl buttons, striped yellow-and-black waist-

coat, and buff breeches; and was altogether cool and light.
On going the next circuit, (the weather being excessively
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sultry, and his Lordship having a great press of sentences to

pass on rebels, &c. at Carlow,) he put on, under his robes, the

lightest vestments in his Lordship's wardrobe. Now, be it

remembered, that the use of the said masquerade-dress was a

dead secret except to the robes that covered it; and neither

the passing nor future generations would ever have heard a

word of the green jacket, if the said robes had kept themselves

close, as the chief justice had carefully provided before the

sounding ci the trumpet.
The warmth of the day, however, and the variety of appro-

priate addresses necessary to be framed for so many convicted

criminals, might be expected to take away a certain quantity
of any man's precaution; and, as a chief justice is but a man,
Lord Norbury fell into the snare! and feeling the heat insuffer-

able, (which the twisting his wig sideways did not relieve,)
he involuntarily first turned up the sleeves of his robe, then

loosened the zone round his waist: the robe being now free

from all restraint, thought it had a right to steal away from the

green jacket; and thus the unconscious chief justice "stood
confessed" to the auditory in the court-house as the representa-
tive of a very different character from that of a judge! But it

was an accident that might, without culpability, have hap-

pened even to an archbishop! I once saw a bishop, myself,

play the fiddle at one of the public concerts of the first Lady
Westmorland, in Dublin Castle.

It is only justice to Lord Norbury to add, that I have re-

peatedly seen him do things involuntarily, which it would have
been totally impossible for him to have done, if conscious, at

the time, of his own actions. Though acute in general, he oc-

casionally thought of so many things at once, that he lost all

recollection whether of place or circumstance.



ii02 HENRY GRATTAN.

HENRY GRATTAN.

Mr. Grattat) in his sedan-chair The point of honour Mr. Egan's gift of se-

cond-sight The Guillotine and executioner Colonel Burr, Vice President

of the United States, and Mr. Randolph Mr. Grattan in masquerade Death

of that illustrious patriot, and strictures on his interment in Westminster-

abbey Letter from the author to his son, Hemy Grattan, Esq.

Many anecdotes occur to me of my late respected friend,
Mr. Grattan. There are but few, however, which can throw
fresh light upon a character so long and so generally known,
and which exhibited unvarying excellence,

I never met any man who possessed the general elements of

courage in a higher degree than Mr. Grattan, in whom dwelt

a spiiit of mild yet impetuous bravery, which totally banished

all apprehensions of danger.
I have already given some account of my contest for Dublin

City, and of the circumstances connecting my illustrious friend

therewith. On the evening of the first day of polling, whilst

I sat at dinner, a servant announced that a gentleman in a se-

dan-chair was at the door and wished to speak to me. I im-

mediately went out, and finding it was Grattan, begged him to

enter the house; upon which he desired his chair to be taken

into the hall. His manner was so agitated and mysterious,
that 1 felt quite alarmed, and feared something untoward had

happened to him. We went into a parlour, where, without

any introductory observation, he exclaimed, "Barrington,
I must have a shot at that rascal!"

" Heavens!" said I, "what rascal?"

"There is but one such in the world!" cried he: "that
Giffard!"

"My dear Grattan," I replied, "you cannot be serious:

there is no ground for a challenge on your part; your language
to him was such as never before was used to human creature;

and if he survives your words, no bullet would have effect

upon him."

"Ah, that won't do, Barrington!" exclaimed Grattan: "he

objected to my voting for you, because, he said, I was a ' dis-

carded corporator.'"
"That was not intended qs personal,''* said I; "and even had

he gained his point, would it not be an honour for you to be

removed from such a corporation?"
*'
Barrington," rejoined he, "it's of no use! I must have a
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shot at the fellow: I can't sleep unless you go to him for me."
This I peremptorily refused; ars;uing and reasoning with him

again and again: he still continuing ohstinate, I begged him to

go and ask the advice of Mr. George Ponsonby.
"Oh, no,'' replied he, "Ponsonby is a tvise man; wiser

than either of us: in fact, he is sonietimes too wise and too

peaceable. You must go to Gifiard: perhaps it may not be

wise, but I knovv you prefer your friend's honour to your
friend's safety. Come, now, get your hat, P)arrington!"

Upwards of an hour elapsed before I could even half con-

vince him that he was wrong; but at length, by the only argu-
ment that could make any impression on him, I extracted a

promise that he would let the affair
drcta^

" Grattan," said I,

"recollect matters, and have consideration for me.'' "He
started: "Yes," continued I, "you know it was solely on my
account that you exposed yourself to any insult: and do you
think I could remain an idle spectator., in a conflict whereof I

was the cause? If you do not prom.ise me that you will go
* no further in this business,' I shall instantly make the thing

personal with Giffard myself.'''
For a moment he was silent, then smiling

"
Coriolanus,"

said he, "replied to his noble parent 'Mother! you have

conquered!' I ivill go no further."
" I humbly thank you," said I,

*' for making an old woman of
me." He then went away, as 1 conceived, satisfied. He had
come thus privately (for the curtains were drawn round his

chair,) to avoid suspicion being excited of his intentions, and
the authorities consequently interfering to prevent the combat.

My surprise may be imagined, when at six o'clock the next

morning, I was roused by the same announcement of a gentle-
inari in a chair. I knew it must be Grattan, and directed him
to be brought in:

I had now the same game to play over again. He said he
had not slept a wink all night, from thinking about "that ras-

cal;" and that he " must have a shot at him." Another course
now suggested itself to me, and I told him I had, on consider-

ation, determined, whether right or wrong, that if he perseve-
red, I would wait upon the sheriff and get him bound over to

keep the peace. He was not pleased at this, but had no op-
tion: and ultimately we both agreed not to revive the subject

during the election.

Mr. Egan, (one of the roughest-looking persons possible) be-

ing at one time a supporter of government, made virulent philip-

pics, in the Irish House of Commons, against the French Re-
volution. His figure was coarse and bloated; and his dress

not over elegant withal; in fact, he had by no means the look
of a member of parliament.
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One evening this man fell foul of a speech of Grattan's; and
amon2;st other absurdities, said in his paroxysm, that the right
honourable gentleman's speech had a tendency to introduce the

guillotine into the very body of tlie House: indeed, he almost

thought he could already perceive it before him. (" Hear him!
Hear him!" echoed from Sir Boyle Roche.) Graltan good-hu-
mouredly replied, that the honourable member must have a vast-

ly sharper sight than he had. He certainly could see no such

thing:
" but though," added Grattan, looking with his glass

towards Egan, "I may not see the guillotine, yet methinks I

can perceive the executioner.^^

"Order! Order!" shouted Sir Boyle Roche: but a general
laugh prevented any further observation.

Colonel Burr, who nad been vice-president of America, and

probably would have been the next president, but for his un-
fortunate duel with General Hamilton, came over to England,
and was made known to me by Mr. Randolph, of South Caro-
lina (with whom I was very intimate.) He requested I would
introduce him to Mr. Grattan, whom he was excessively anx-
ious to see. Colonel Burr was not a man of a very preposses-

sing appearance, rough-featured and neither dressy nor pol-
ished; but a well-informed, sensible man; and though not a

particularly agreeable, yet an instructive companion.
People in general form extravagant anticipations regarding

eminent persons. The idea of a great orator and an Irish chief

carried with it, naturally enough, corresponding notions of phy-
sical elegance, vigour and dignity. Such was Colonel Burr's

mistake, I believe, about JNIr. Grattan, and I took care not to

undeceive him.

We went to my friend's house, who was to leave London
next da)^ I announced that Colonel Burr, (from America,)
Mr. Randolph and myself, wished to pay our respects, and the

servant informed us that his master would receive us in a short

time, but was at the moment much occupied on business of con-

sequence. Burr's expectations were all on the alert! Randolph
also was anxious to be presented to the great Grattan, and both

impatient for the entrance of this Demosthenes. At length, the

door opened, and in hopped a small bent figure, meagre, yel-

low, and ordinar}-; one slipper and one shoe; his breeches' knees

loose; his cravat hanging down; his shirt and coat-sleeves

tucked up high, and an old hat upon his head.

This apparition saluted the strangers very courteously: ask-

ed (without any introduction) how long they had been in Eng-
land, and immediately proceeded to make inquiries about the late

General Washington and the revolutionary war. My compa-
nions looked at each other: their replies were costive, and

they seemed quite impatient to see Mr, Grattan. I could
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scarcely conlain myself; but determinetl to let my eccentric

countryman take his course; who appeared quite delighted to

see his visiters, and was the most inquisitive person in the

world. Randolph was far the tallest, and most dignified-look-

ing man of the two, gray-haired and well dressed: Grattan

therefore, of course, took him for the vice-president, and ad-

dressed him accordingly. Randolph at length begged to know
if they could shortly have the honour of seeing Mr. Grattan.

Upon which, our host, (not doubting but tliey knew him,) con-

ceived it must be his son James for whom they inquired, and

said, he believed he had that moment wandered out somewhere,
to amuse himself.

This completely disconcerted the Americans, and they were
about to make their bow and their exit, when 1 thought it high
time to explain; and, taking Colonel Burr and Mr. Randolpii

respectively by the hand, introduced them to the Right Hon-
ourable Henry Grattan.

I never saw people stare so, or so much embarrassed! Grat-
tan himself now perceiving the cause, heartily joined in my
merriment; he pulled down his shirtsleeves, pulled up his

stockings; and in his own irresistible way apologised for the

outre figure he cut, assuring them that he had totally over-
looked it, m his anxiety not to keep them waiting; that he
was returning to Ireland next morning, and had been busily

packing up his books and papers in a closet full of dust and
cobwebs! This incident rendered the interview more inte-

resting: the Americans wiiere charmed with their reception;
and after a protracted visit, retired highly gratified, whilst Grat-
tan returned again to his books and cobwebs.

Nobody lamented more than myself the loss of this distin-

guished man and true patriot, who, as every one knows, breath-
ed his last in the British metropolis after a long and painful
illness; and the public papers soon after announced, to my as-

tonishment and chagrin, the fact of preparations being on foot
for his interment in Westminster Abbey! I say, to my aston-
ishment and chagrin; because it was sufficiently plain, that this

affected mark of respect was only meant to restrain the honest
enthusiasm which might have attended his funeral obsequies in

his own country.
The subtle minister then ruling the councils of Britain,

knew full well that vanity is the falsest guide of human judg-
ment, and therefore held out that Westminster Abbey (the in-

discriminate dormitory of generals and spies of ministers, and
admirals, and poets,) was the most honourable resting-place for

the remains of an Irish patriot, and an humble grave-stone most

congenial to Grattan's unassuming nature. This lure was suc-

cessful; and, accordingly, he who had made British ministers
VOL. I. 27



20G HENRY GKATTAX.

tremble in the cabinet whose forbearance they had propitiated

by a tenderof the kino;'s best palace in Ireland whose fame they
had nevertheless endeavoured to destroy, and whose principles

thev had calumniated was escorted to the grave by the most de-

cided of his enemies, and (as if in mockery of his country and

hi -.self,) inhuine'd amongst the inveterate foes of Ireland and

of Giattan! It is mean to say, that Lord Castlereagh had lat-

terly changed his opinion^ and become civil to his illustrious

opponent: so much the worse! he thereby confessed that, in

1797, and the two following years,- he had laboured to de-

slrov an innocent man and to disgrace an Irish patriot, who,

during a great portion of that period lay on the bed of sick-

ness. The Duke of Leinster, doubtless with the best possible

motives, but with a view of the subject differing from my own,

suggested that Ireland should do honour to her patriot son,

by erecting a cenotaph to his memory. This I must confess,

appears to me (I speak of it merely as matter of opinion,) to

be nothing more than cold-blooded mockery a compliment
diminutive and empty. Towards such a monument, I would

not subscribe one farthing: but if the revered ashes of my
friend could be restored to his country, and enshrined beneath

the sky of green Erin, there is no Irishman who (in propor-
tion to his means,) should go beyond myself in contributing

to uplift a monumental column which should outvie the pillars

dedicated in Dublin to the glorious butcheries of Trafalgar
and IVaterloo: whilst these are proudly commemorated, no

nationa! pile records the more truly glorious triumphs of 1782

nor the formation of that irresistible army of volunteers which

(in a right cause) defied all the power of England! But my
voice shall not be silent: and deeply do I regret the untoward

fate by which this just tribute to national and individual vir-

tues has devolved upon the feeble powers of an almost super-

annuated writer.

Ireland gave me birth and bread; and though I am disgusted

with its present state, I love the country still. I have endea-

voured to give (in a more important w^ork) some sketches of

its modern history at the most prosperous epochas, together
with many gloomy anecdotes of its fall, and annihilation as an

independant kingdom; and if God grants me a little longer

space, I shall leave behind my honest ideas of its existing con-

dition and of the ruin to which the British Empire will not long

remain blind, if she continue to pursue the same system in that

misgoverned country.
Extract of a letter from Sir Jonah Barrington to the present

Henry Grattan, Esq. M. P.:
" My dear Grattan,
*' I regret your not receiving my letter, written immediate-
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ly after the lamented departure of my honoured friend. In

thai letter I proposed forthwith to publish the sequel of my
character of Mr. Grattan, accompanied with his portrait and

some additional observations. I had composed the sequel,

much to my own satisfaction, as the continuation of his cha-

racter promised in the number of my historical work w here I

say
' his career is not yet finished.'

"Having; received no reply to that letter, I threw the manu-

script into the fire, keeping: no copy; it was scarcely consumed,

however, before I repented of havinp; done so.

And now permit an old and sensitive friend to expostulate
a little with you, in the simple garb of queries:

<' Why, and for what o;ood reason, with what policy, or on

what feeling, are the bones of the most illustrious of Irishmen

sufi'ered to moulder in the same ground with his country's
enemies?

"Why suffer him to be escorted to the grave by the mock

pageantry of those whose vices and corruptions ravished from

Ireland every thing which his talents and integrity had obtain-

ed for her.''

"Why send his countrymen on a foreign pilgrimage, to

worship the shrine of their canonized benefactor? Were not

the cathedrals of Ireland worthy to be honoured by his urn,

or the youths of Erin to be animated by knowing that ihey

possessed his ashes? Can it be gratifying to the feelings of his

countrymen to pay the sexton of a British abbey a mercenary
shilling for permission even to see the grave-stone of your

parent?*
"You were deceived by the blandishm.ents of our mortal

enemy: he knew that political idolatry has great [>o\ver, and

excites great influence in nations. The shrine of a patriot has

often proved to be the standard of liberty: and it was there-

fore good policy in a British statesman to suppress our excite-

ments: the bust of Rousseau is immortalized on the continent

the tradition of Grattan only will remain to his compatriots.
" He lived the life he died the death but he does not

sleep in the tomb of an Irish patriot! England has taken away
our constitution, and even the relics of its founder are retained

through the duplicity of his enemy." You have now my sentiments on the matter, and by frank-

ly expressing them, I have done my duty to you to myself,
and my country.

"Your ever affectionate and sincere friend,
'

"Jonah Barrington."

I was myself once refused even admittance into Westminster Abbey,
wherein his ashes rest ! the sexton affirming that the proper hour was past '.
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HIGH LIFE IN NEWGATE.

Lord Aldborough quizzes the Lord Chancellor Voted a libeller by the House

ot Peers His spirited conduct Sentenced to imprisonment in Newgate by

, the Court of King's Bench Memoirs of Mr. Knaresborough His extraor-

tlinary trial Sentenced to death, but ti-ansported Escapes from Botany
"

Bay, returns to England, and is committed to Newgate, where he seduces

Lady Aldborough's attendant Prizes in the lotterj- Miss Barton dies in

misery.

Lord Aldborot'Gii was an arrogant and ostentatious man;
but these failings were neaily redeemed by his firmness and gal-

lantry in his memorable collision with Lord Chancellor Clare.

Lord Aldborough, who had built a most tasteful and hand-

some house immediately at the northern extremity of Dublin,

had an equity suit with Mr. Beresford, a nephew of Lord Clare,

as to certain lots of ground close to his Lordship's new man-

sion, which, among other conveniences, had a chapel on one

wing and a theatre on the other, stretching away from the

centre in a chaste style of ornamental architecture.

The cause was in Chancery, and was not protracted very
ions:. Lord Aldborough was defeated with full costs: his pride,

his purse, and his mansion, must all suffer, and meddling with

either of these was sufficient to rouse his Lordship's spleen.

He appealed, therefore, to the House of Peers, where, in due

season, the cause came on for hearing, and where the Chancel-

lor himself presided. The lay lords did not much care to in-

terfere in the matter; and, without loss of time, Lord Clare of

the House of Peers confirmed the decree of Lord Clare of the

Court of Chancery, with full costs against the appellant.

Lord Aldborough liad now no redress but to write at the

Lord Chancellor; and without delay he fell to composing a book

ao-ainst Lord Clare and the system of appellant jurisdiction,

stating that it was totally an abuse of justice to be obliged to

appeal to a prejudiced man against his own prejudices, and par-

ticularly so in the present instance, Lord Clare being notorious

as an unforgiving Chancellor to those who vexed him, and no

Lords attending to hear the cause, or if they did, not being

iiiuch wise.^for the hearing it being the province of a coun-

sel to puzzle not to inform noblemen.

Lord Aldborough, in his book, humorously'enough stated

an occurrence that had happened to himself when travelling in
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Holland. His Lordship was going to Amsterdam on one of

the canals in a trekschuit the captain or skipper of which,

being a great rogue, extorted from his Lordship, for his pas-

sage, much more than he had a lawful right to claim. My Lord

expostulated with the skipper in vain: the fellow grew rude;
his Lordship persisted ; the skipper got more abusive. At length
Lord Aldborough told him he would, on landing, immediately

go to the proper tribunals and get redress from the judge. The

skipper cursed him as an impudent milord, and desired him to

do his worst, snapping his tarry Jinger-posts in his Lordship's
face. Lord Aldborough paid the demand, and, on landing, went
to the legal officer to know when the court of justice would sit.

He was answered, at nine next morning. Having no doubt of

ample redress, he did not choose to put the skipper on his guard

by mentioning his intentions. Next morning he went to court

and began to tell his story to the judge, who sat with his broad-

brimmed hat on, in great state, to hear causes of that nature.

His Lordship fancied he had seen the man before, nor was he

long in doubt ! for ere he had half finished, the judge, in a voice

like thunder (but which his Lordship immediately recognised,
for it was that of the identical skipper!) decided against him
with full costs, and ordered him out of court. His Lordship,
however, said he would appeal, and away he went to an advo-

cate for that purpose. He did accordingly appeal, and the next

day his appeal cause came regularly on. But all his Lordship's
stoicism forsook him, when he again found that the very same

skipper and judge was to decide the appeal who had decided

the cause; so that the learned skipper first cheated and then

laufijhed at him.

The noble writer having, in his book, made a very improper
and derogatory application of his Dutch precedent to Lord
Chancellor Clare and the Irish appellant jurisdiction, was justly
considered by his brother peers as having committed a gross
breach of their privileges, and was thereupon ordered to attend

in his place and defend himself, (if any defence he had) fiom the

charge made against him by the Lord Chancellor and the peers
of Ireland. Of course, the House of Lords was thronged to

excess to hear his Lordship's vindication. I went an hour be-

fore it met, to secure a place behind the throne, where the

Commoners were allowed to crowd up as well as they could.

The Chancellor, holding the vicious book in his hand, asked

Lord Aldborough if he admitted that it was of his writing and

publication? to which his Lordship replied, that he could ad-

mit nothing as written or published by him, till every word of

it should be first truly read to their Lordships aloud in the

House. Lord Clare, wishing to curtail some parts, began to

pead it himself, but not being quite near enough to the light,
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his opponent took a pair of enormous candlesticks from the

table, walked deliberately up to the throne, and requested the

Chancellor's permission to hold the candles for him whilst he

was reading the book ! This novel sort of effrontery put the

Chancellor completely off his guard: he was out-done, and

permitted Lord Aldborough to hold the lights whilst he pe-
rused the libel comparing him to a Dutch skipper: nor did the

obsequious author omit to set him right here and there when
he omitted a word or proper emphasis. It was ludicrous be-

yond example, and gratifving to the secret ill-wishers of Lord

Clare, who bore no small proportion to the aggregate numbers
of the House. The libel being duly read through, Lord Ald-

borough at once spiritedly and adroitly said, that he avowed,

every word of it to their Lordships ; but that it was not

intended as any libel either against the House, or the ju-
risdiction ;

but as a constitutional and just rebuke to their

Lordships for not performing their bounden duty in attending
the hearing of the appeal ;

he being quite certain that if any
sensible men had been present, the Lord Chancellor would

only have had two lords and two bishops (his own creatures)
on his side of the question.

This was considered as an aggravation of the contempt,

though some thought it was not very far from the matter-of-

fact. The result was, that after a bold speech, delivered with

great earnestness, his Lordship was voted guilty of a high
breach of privilege, and a libel on the Lord Chancellor, as

chairman of the House. He was afterwards ordered to New-

gate for six months by the Court of King's Bench, (on an in-

formation filed against him by the Attorney-General,) which

sentence, his Lordship told them, he considered, under the

circumstances, as a high compliment and honour. In fact, he

never was so pleased as when speaking of the incident, and

declaring that he expected to have his book recorded on the

Journals of the Lords; the Chancellor himself (by applying
his anecdote of the Dutch skipper) having construed it into a

regular episode on their proceedings.
Lord Aldborough underwent his full sentence in Newgate;

and his residence there gave rise to a fresh incident in the me-

moirs of a very remarkable person, who, at that time, was an

inmate of the same walls (originally likewise through thefavour
of Chancellor Clare,) and lodged on the same staircase : and,

as I had been professionally interested in this man's affairs, I

subjoin the following statement as curious, and in every cir-

cumstance, to my personal knowledge, matter-of-fact.

James Fitzpatrick Knaresborough was a young man of tole-

rable private fortune in the county of Kilkenny. Unlike the

common run of young men at that day, he was sober, money-
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making, and even avaricious, though moderately hospitable ;

his principal virtue consisted in making no exhibition of his

vices. He was of good figure; and, without having the pre-
sence of a gentleman, was what is called rather a handsome

young fellow.

Mr. Knaresborough had been accused of a capital crime by
a Miss Barton, (natural daughter of William Barton, Esq., a

magistrate of the county of Kilkenny,) who stated that she had

gone away with him for the purpose, and in the strict confi-

dence, of being married the same day at Leighlin Bridge. Her
father was a gentleman of consideration in the county, and a

warrant was granted against Knaresborough for the felony ;

but he contrived to get liberated on bail. The grand jury,
however, on the young woman's testimony, found true bills

against him for the capital offence, and he came to Carlow to

take his trial at the Assizes. He immediately called on me
with a brief, said it was a mere bagatelle and totally un-

founded, and that his acquittal would be a matter of course.

I had been retained against him, but introduced him to the

present Judge Moore, to whom he handed his brief. He made
so light of the business that he told me to get up a famous

speech against him, as no doubt I was instructed to do: that

indeed I could not say too much, as the whole would appear,
on her own confession^ to be a conspiracy! nay, so confident
was he of procuring his acquittal, that he asked Mr. Moore
and myself to dine with him on our road to Kilkenny, which
we promised.
On reading my brief, I found that, truly, the case was not

over-strong against him even there, where, in all probability,
circumstances would be exaggerated ; and that it rested almost

exclusively on the lady's own evidence: hence, I had little

doubt that, upon cross-examination, the prisoner would be ac-

quitted.
The trial proceeded : I was then rather young at the bar,

and determined, for my own sake, to make an interesting and
affecting speech for my client; and having no doubt of Knares-

borough's acquittal, I certainly overcharged my statement, and
added some facts solely from invention. My surprise, then,
may be estimated, when I heard Miss Barton swear positively
to every syllable of my emblazonment. I should now have
found myself most painfully circumstanced, but that I had no
doubt she must be altogether discredited. In fact, she was
quite shaken by the cross-examination of the prisoner's coun-
sel. He smiled at her and at us; and said " the woman's cre-
dit was so clearly overthrow n, that there could be no doubt of
his client's innocence of the charge of violence

;
and he would

not trouble the court or jury by any protracted defence on so
clear a subject."
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I considered all was over, and left the court as the jury re-

tired. In about an hour, ho\xever, I received an account that

Knaresborough had been found guilty, and sent back to jail
under sentence of death ! I was thunderstruck, and without

delay wrote to the chief secretary in Dublin, begging him in-

stantly to represent to the Lord Lieutenant the real facts:

execution was in consequence respited. So soon as I could
return to town, I waited on Major Hobart and the Lord Lieu-

tenant, stated precisely the particulars I have here given, and

my satisfaction (even from my own brief) that the girl was

perjured. They referred me to Lord Chancellor Clare, whose
answer I wrote down and never shall forget:

" That may be
all very true, Barrington ! but he is a rascal, and if he does

not deserve to be hanged for this, he does for a former affair,

right well !" I told him it was quite necessary for me to pub-
lish the whole concern, in my own justification. He then took

from his bureau a small parcel of papers, and requested me to

read them: they proved to be copies of affidavits and evidence

on a former accusation, from which Knaresborough had escaped

b}' lenity, for snapping a pistol at the father of a girl he had se-

duced.

Lord Clare, however, recommended his sentence to be

changed to perpetual transportation: but this was to the con-

vict worse than death, and he enclosed to me a petition which
he had sent to government, declining the proposed commuta-

tion, and insisting on being forthwith executed, pursuant to his

first sentence. Notwithstanding, he was, in fine, actually trans-

ported. He had contrived to secure in different ways ^10,000,
and took a large sum with him to Botany Bay. I had heard

no more of him for several years, when I was astonished one

day by being accosted in the streets of Dublin by this identical

man, altered only by time and in the colour of his hair, which

had turned quite gray. He was well dressed, had a large cock-

ade in his hat, and did not at all court secresy. He told me
that government had allowed him to come away privately: that

he had gone through many entertaining and some dismal ad-

ventures in Africa, and in America whence he last came
; and

he added, that as government were then busy raising troops,
he had sent in a memorial, proposing to raise a regiment for a

distant service, solely at his own expense,
"

1 have," said he,
" saved sufficient money for this purpose, though my brother

has, by breach of trust, got possession of a great part of my
fortune ;" (which was true.) In fact he pestered the govern-
ment, who were surprised at his temerity, yet unwilling to

meddle with him, until at length they had him arrested, and

required to show his authority from the governor of New
South Wales for returning from transportation, which being
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unable to do, be was committed to Newgate, to await the go-
vernor's reply.

Here his firmness and eccentricity never forsook him
; he

sent in repeated petitions to the ministry, requesting to be

hanged, and told me he would give any gentleman ^500 who
had sufficient interest to get him put to death without delay.
An unsatisfactory answer arrived from New South Wales:
but the government could not, under the circumstances, exe-

cute him for his return ; and liberate him Lord Clare luould
not: his confinement therefore was, of course indefinitely con-

tinued. During its course, he purchased a lottery ticket, which
turned out a prize of ^2000; and soon after a second brought
him ^500. He lived well, but having no society, was deter-

mined to provide himself a companion at all events.

At this juncture the Earl of Aldborough became his next-

door neighbour.
" My Lady A., the best wife in the world,

did not desert her husband ; and, as all women of rank enter-

tain what they call a "young person" to attend on them
; that

is, speaking generally, a girl handsomer than the mistress, neat-

er in her dress, as good in her address and, in some instances,
even better in her character; Lady Aldboro-igh brought such
a one with her to the prison as her dresser and tea-maker. But
this "young person," considering, as Swift says, that "service
is no inheritance," and that she had no money of her own,
and hearing that Fitzpatrick Knaresborough possessed great

plenty of that necessary article, some way or other the metal-
lic tractors brought them acquainted. To run away with him,
she had only to trip across a lobby and stair-case : so she ac-

tually broke the sabbath by taking that journey one Sundav

morning, and left my Lord and my Lady to finish their prayers,
and wonder at the attractions of Newgate, which could set

wandering the virtue of their "
young person," whom all the

temptations, luxuries, and lovers of London and Dublin had
never been able to lead astray from the path of rectitude ! My
Lady was surprised how Anna could possibly connect herself

with a convict for such a shocking crime
; but his Lordship,

who knew the world better, said that was the very reason why
Anna admired him. However, the whole business in all its

ramifications terminated pretty fortunately. My Lord had his

full revenge on Lord Clare, and got great credit for his firmness

and gallantry; Knaresborough was at length turned out of New-
gate when the government were tired of keeping him in ; whilst

the "
young person" produced sundry young people of her

own in prison, and was amply provided for. The only set-off

to this comedy of " All's Well that Ends Well" was the me-

lancholy fate of poor Miss Barton, who married, was soon
deserted by her husband, and died in misery !

VOL. I. 2S
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JOHN PHILPOT CURRAN.

Sketch of his character Personal description Lodgings at Carlow Mr. Cur-
ran and Mr. Godwin Scenes in the " Cannon" coffee-house Liberaliit/

of mine host Miss H * * in heroics Precipitate retreat Lord Clan-

carty Mr. Curran's notion of his own prowess the disqualifications of a

wig Lord and Lady Carleton Curran in 1812 An attorney turned cob-

bier Curran's audience of the present king of France Strictures on his

biographers.

There have been few public men whose characters have
afforded a more ample field for comment than that of Mr. Cur-

ran, and there are ve?y few who have been more miserably
handled by tlieir biographers. Young men, who fancied they
knew him because they were latterly in his society, in fact

knew him not at all. None but the intimates of his earlier and

brighter days, and, even among such, those only who had
mixed with him in general as well as professional society,
could possibly estimate the inconsistent qualities of that cele-

brated orator. There was such a mingling of greatness and

littleness, of sublimity and meanness, in his thoughts and

language, that cursory observers (confused amidst his versa-

tility and brilliance,) quitted Curran's society without under-

standing any thing relating to him beyond his buoyant spirits

and playful wit. But towards the close of his day, this splen-
dour dissipated, and dark and gloomy tints appeared too con-

spicuously, poor fellow ! for his posthumous reputation. He
felt his decline pressing quick upon him, and gradually sank

into listless apathy.
Even so early as 1798, his talents and popularity seemed to

me to have commenced a slow but obvious declension. By
seceding from parliament in the preceding year, he had evacu-

ated the field of battle and that commanding eminence from

whence he had so proudlv repulsed all his enemies. His ta-

lents, it is true, for a while survived ;
but his habits of life be-

came contracted, his energies were paralyzed, his mind ram-

bled, he began to prose, and, after his appointment to the

Rolls, the world seemed to be closing fast upon him.

My intimacy with Curran was long and close. I knew every
turn of his mind and every point of his capacity. He was not

fitted to pursue the niceties of detail; but his imagination
was infinite, his fancy boundless, his wit indefatigable. There
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was scarce any species of talent to which he did not possess
some pretension. He was gifted by Nature with the faculties

of an advocate and a dramatist ; and the lesser but ingenious
accomplishment of personification (without mimicry,) was

equally familiar to him. In the circles of society, where he

appeared every body's superior, nobody ever seemed jealous
of the superiority.

Curran's person was mean and decrepit : very slight, very
shapeless with nothing of the gentleman about it

; on the con-

trary, displaying spindle limbs, a shambling gait, one hand im-

perfect, and a face yellow, furrowed, rather flat and thoroughly
ordinary. Yet his features were the very reverse of disagree-
able : there was something so indescribably dramatic in his

eye and the play of his eye-brow, that his visage seemed the

index of his mind, and his humour the slave of his will. I

never was so happy in the company of any man as in Curran's

for many years. His very foibles were amusing, He had no
vein for poetry ; yet fancying himself a bard, he contrived to

throw off pretty verses: he certainly was no musician; but

conceiving himself to be one, played verv pleasingly : Nature
had denied him a voice ;

but he thought he could sing; and in

the rich mould of his capabilities, the desire here also bred, in

some degree, the capacity.
It is a curious, but a just remark, that every slow, crawling

reptile is in the highest degree disgusting; whilst an insect,
ten times uglier, if it be sprightly and seems bent upon en-

joyment, excites no shuddering. It is so with the human race:

had Curran been a dull, slothtul, inanimate being, his talents

would not have redeemed his personal defects. But his rapid
naovements, his fire, his sparkling eye, the fine and va-

ried intonations of his voice, these conspired to give life

and energy to every company he mixed with ;
and I have

known ladies who, after an hour's conversation, actually con-

. sidered Curran a beauty^ and preferred his society to that of
the finest fellows present. There is, however, it must be ad-

mitted, a good deal in the circumstance of a man being cele-

brated^ as regards the patronage of women.
Curran had a perfect horror of fleas : nor was this very ex-

traordinary, since those vermin seemed to show him peculiar

hostility. If they infested a house, my friend said, that "they
always flocked to his bed-chamber, when they heard he
was to sleep there !" I recollect his being dreadfully annoyed
in this way at Carlow

; and, on making his complaint in the

morning to the woman of the house,
"
By heavens ! Madam,"

cried he,
"
they were in such numbers, and seized upon my

carcass with so much ferocity, that if they had been unani"
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tnous^ and all pulled one way, they must have dragged me out

of bed entirely !"

I never saw Curran's opinion of himself so much discon-

certed as by Mr. Godwin, whom he had brought, at the Car-

low assizes, to dine with Mr. Byrne, a friend of ours, in whose
cause he and I had been speciallv employed as counsel. Cur-

ran, undoubtedlv, was not happy in his speech on this occasion

but he thought he was. Nevertheless, we succeeded ;
and

Curran, in great spirits, was very anxious to receive a public

compliment from Mr. Godwin, as an eminent literary man,

teasing him (half-jokingly) for his opinion of his speech. God-
win fought shy for a considerable time ; at length, Curran put
the question home to him, and it could no longer be shifted.

" Since you ^^;^7/ have my opinion," said Godwin, folding his

arms, and leaning back in his chair with much sangfraid^

" I

really never did hear any thing so bad as your prose except

yo\xv poetry^ my dear Curran !"

Curran and I were in the habit, for several years, of meeting,

by appointment, in London, during the long vacation, and spend-

ing a month there together, in the enjoyment of the public
amusements but we were neither extravagant nor dissipated.
We had both some propensities in common, and a never-fail-

ing amusement was derived from drawing out and remarking

upon eccentric characters. Curran played on such people as

he would on an instrument, and produced whatever tone he

thought proper from them. Thus, he always had a good fiddle
in London, which he occasionally brought to our dining-house
for the general entertainment.

We were in the habit of frequenting the Cannon coffee-house,

Charing Cross, (kept by the uncle of Mr. Roberts, proprietor
of the Koyal Hotel, Calais,) where we had a box every day at

the end of the room ; and as, when Curran was free from pro-
fessional cares, his universal language was that of wit, my high

spirits never failed to prompt my performance of Jackall to

the Lion. Two young gentlemen of the Irish bar were fre-

quently of our party in 1 796, and contributed to keep up the

flow of wit, which, on Curran's part, was well-nigh miracu-

lous. Gradually the ear and attention of the company were

caught. Nobody knew us, and, as if carelessly, the guests
flocked round our box to listen. We perceived them, and in-

creased our flights accordingly. Involuntarily, they joined in

the laugh, and the more so when they saw it gave no offence.

Day after day the number of our satellites increased, until

the room, at five o'clock, was thronged to hear " the Irish-

men." One or two days we went elsewhere
; and, on return-

ing to " the Cannon," our host begged to speak a word with
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jne at the bar. "
Sir," said he,

" I never had such a set of

pleasant gentlemen in my house, and I hope you have received

no offence." I replied,
"

quite the contrary !" "
Why, sir,"

rejoined he,
" as you did not come the last few days, the com-

pany fell off. Now, sir, I hope you and the other gentleman
will excuse me if I remark that you will find an excellent dish

of fish, and a roast turkey or joint, with any wine you please,
hot on your table, every day at five o'clock, whilst you stay in

town ; and, I must beg to add, no charge, gentlemen."
I reported to Curran, and we agreed to see it out. The

landlord was as good as his word : the room was filled : we
coined stories to tell each other, the lookers-on laughed almost

to convulsions, and for some time we literally feasted. Having
had our humour out, I desired a bill, which the landlord posi-

tively refused : however, we computed for ourselves, and sent

him a ^10 note enclosed in a letter, desiring him to give the

balance to his waiters.

I do not think I was ever so amused in my life, as at that

curious occurrence. One Irish templar alone recognized us,

and we made him promise secresy as to our names : I never

saw him after.

An anecdote of a very different nature terminated one of

our trips to London : I had long known that there existed

what Curran called " a refined friendship" between him and a

Miss H., at Spa and elsewhere. She was afterwards a friend

of Holman, the player, and finally married Major * * * an as-

sociate of Mr. Hastings. Curran asked me one day, if I was
too squeamish to go and sup with a former chereamie of his

who had pressed him to come that night, and permitted him to

bring a companion. He told me who it was, and I was quite

pleased at the idea of knowing a person of whom I had heard
so much in Ireland.

We were received with the greatest cordiality and politeness

by Miss H. : another young lady and two children were in the

room. Curran was most humorous and enlivening, and every
thing forboded a cheerful /?e/^7 soiipe when the lady told Cur-
ran she wished to speak a word to him in thenextroom. They
accordingly withdrew. I was in conversation with the go-
verness and children, when I heard a noise like the report of a

small pistol, and Curran immediately rushed into the apart-
ment Miss H. marching majestically after him. He took no
notice of me, but snatching up his hat, darted dov/n stairs and
into the street with the utmost expedition. I really conceived
that she had fired at him ; and feeling dubious as to my own
probable fate, (without a word passing) pounced upon my cha-

peati, and made after my friend in no small haste. I could not,
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however, open the street-door, and therefore gave mvself up
for a murdered man, particularly on the bell ringing violently :

but the revulsion of my feelings was quite heavenly when I

heard Miss H's. voice over the banisters calling to her maid to
"
open the street-door for the gentleman." I lost no time in

making good my retreat, but did not see Curran again till next

morning.
I had the greatest curiosity to know the cause of his sudden

flight ; upon which he told me, but without any symptom of

wit or humour, that she was the most violent-tempered woman
existing; that on their going into the boudoir together^ she in-

formed him that she was then considerably distressed for

a sum of money for two or three months
;
and that as she had

never been under any pecuniary obligation to him, she would
now ask one namely, the loan of the sum she wanted, on her

own note. Curran, who was particularly close, dreading the

amount, anticipated her demand by hoping she did not suppose
he could be so mean as to require her note for any little ad-

vance he might have it in his power to make ; and was happy
in handing her half the sum at his command in London tak-

ing as he spoke a 10 note out of his pocket-book.
"
By flea-

vens ! Barrington," said Curran,
" her look petrified me : she

gazed for a moment at the note tore it to atoms, muttering
the word * rascal!' and when I was preparing to make an apo-

logy, hit me plump on the side of the head, with a fist at least

as strong as any porter's ! I thought my brains were knocked

out ! did you not hear the crack ?" inquired he. " To be

sure I did," said I.
" Did she say any thing," continued he,

" after I was gone away ?" " She o/y said," replied I,
" that vou were the greatest rascal existing,'' (hereat Curran

trembled hugely)
" and that she would next day find you out

wherever you were, and expose you all over London as a vil-

lain and a seducer !"

Curran turned pale as ashes, made some excuse for leav-

ing the room, and about dinner-time I found I had carried

my joke too far ;
for I received a note stating that he was ne-

cessitated to start for Ireland directly on particular business,

and would be off in the mail.

I never told him the truth, particularly since the lady was

soon after married, as I have related, and had a noble estab-

lishment in London, and as I learned that Curran had found

means to make his peace with the offended fair, at whose table

he became a frequent guest.
jVIrs. # * * afterwards broke her neck by a fall down stairs :

and some people averred that a flask or two of champagne had

been playing tricks upon her. She was most agreeable in her
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address and manner (her amazonian paroxysms always ex-

cepted.) The extraordinary length of her feet, (which were
like a pair of brackets) should have saved her from tuiTibling

anywhere ; whilst, if I could judge by report, it was miraculous
how Curran's pegs preserved him on the perpendicular.

I remember once remarking to Curran how many men,
though all willing, and some competent to work, were desti-

tute of briefs at the Irish bar, yet contrived to make conspicu-
ous (though not over-talented) figures in political and diplo-
matic situations. "

Why, some," answered he,
" thrive bv the

gift of common sense
; others by the influence of their wives,

and such-like causes."

Lord Clancarty and Mr. Vesey Fitzgerald were two Irish

barrister in whom I never could perceive the raw material for

ambassadors yet none ever dropped their " Nisi Prius,"
with better effect. The former, though a friendly, honourable

man, seemed particularly ill calculated to shine amongst the

immortal carvers, who, at Vienna, cut up nations like dump-
lings, and served round people and kingdoms to the members
of their company with as little ceremony as if they had been

dealing only with paste and raspberries.
Lord Clancarty's family were for a long period highly re-

spected land-proprietors in County Galway, and at the great
cattle fair of Ballinasloe

;
but never were remarkable for anv

profusion of talent. His Lordship's father, usually called Billv

French of Ballinasloe. was a nice dapper little man, wore tight
clean leather-breeches, and was very like the late Lord Clan-

william, of amorous memory. He was extremely popular
amongst all classes.

The present peer was called to the Irish bar. Most men
are found to have some predominant quality when it is pro-
perly drawn forth: but, in sending Mr. French to the bar, his

friends found (after a due noviciate) that they were endea-

vouring to extract the wrong commodity, and that his law
would never furnish a sufficient depot to recruit his pocket.
During the rebellion, however, I discovered that he was a

most excellent serjeant of dragoons, in which capacity his

Lordship was my subaltern in the barristers' cavalry ; and I

have the satisfaction of reflecting, that a considerable portion
of our rank and file were, in a very short time after the Union,
metamorphosed into ambassadors, secretaries, judges, noble-

men, bishops, and ministers! What a loss must the empire
have sustained, if we had been all piked by the rebels ! a result

not very improbable, as I am apprehensive we should have

proved rather helpless fellows in a general engagement with
20 or 30,000 of those desperate gentry ! in which case, the
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whole kingdom of Ireland would have been left with scarcely
sufficient professors of the art of litigation to keep that science

(as well as the church and state) in preservation till new law-

yers could be broke into the harness.

Curran took no part in those fierce military associations,
and he was quite right. He was perfectly unadapted either to

command or to obey ;
and as he must have done the one or the

other, he managed much better by keeping out of the broil al-

together ;
as he himself said to me " If I were mounted on

ever so good a charger, it is probable I should not stick ten

minutes on his back in any kind of battle : and if my sword
was ever so sharp, I should not be able to cut a rebel's head

off, unless he promised to 'stand easy* and in a good position
for me."

Curran had ordered a new bar wig, and not liking the cut of

it, he jestingly said to the peruke-maker,
" Mr. Gahan, this

wig will not answer me at all i"
" How so, sir ?" said Gahan :

"
it seems to fit."

"
Ay," replied Curran,

" but it is the very worst speaking

wig I ever had. I can scarce utter one word of common law

in it
; and as for equity^ it is- totally out of the question."

"
Well, sir," said Mr. Gahan, the wig-maker, with a serious

face,
" I hope it may be no loss to me. I dare say it will an-

swer Counsellor Trench."

But Counsellor Trench would not take the wig. He said he

could not hear a word in it. At length, it was sent by Gahan
to Mr. Vesey Fitzgerald, who, having at that time no pressing
occasion for either a speaking or hearing wig (in a professional

way,) and the wig fitting his head, he purchased it from Mr.

Gahan, who sold it a bargain, on account of its bad character ;

though Curran afterwards said,
'' he admitted that the wig had

been grossly calumniated ;
for the very same head which Mr.

Vesey Fitzgerald then put it on was afterwards stationed at

the front of the Irish exchequer, where every one of the king's

debtors and farmers were obliged to pay the wig-wearer some

very handsome and substantial compliment ! Mr. Fitzgerald
not being necessitated either to hear or speak one word upon
the occasion."

Chief Justice Carleton was a very lugubrious personage,
He never ceased complaining of his bad state of health, (or

rather of his hypocondriasm) and frequently introduced Lady
Carleton into his " Book of Lamentations :" thence it was re-

marked by Curran to be very extraordinary, that the chief jus-
lice should appear as plaintiff (plaintive) in every cause that

happened to come before him !

One Nisi Priiis day, Lord Carleton came into court, look-
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iiig unusually gloomy. He apologised to the bar for being ne-
cessitated to adjourn the court and dismiss the jury for that

day,
"
though," proceeded his Lordship,

"
1 am aware that an

important issue stands for trial : but, the fact is, I have met
with a domestic misfortune, which has altogether deranged my
nerves .'-Poor Lady Carleton (in a low tone to the bar) has
most unfortunately miscarried^ and "

"
Oh, then, my Lord !" exclaimed Curran,

" there was no

necessity for your Lordship to make any apology, since it now
appears that your Lordship has no issue to try."
The chief justice faintly smiled, and thanked the bar for

their consideration.

In 1812, Curran dined at my house in Brook-street, London,
He was very dejected: I did my utmost to rouse him in

vain. He leaned his face on his hand, and was long silent.

He looked yellow, wrinkled, and livid : the dramatic tire had
left his eye, the spirit of his wit had fled, his person was
shrunken, and his whole demeanour miserable and distressing.

After a long pause, a dubious tear standing in his eye, he
on a sudden exclaimed, with a sort of desperate composure,
"Barrington, I am perishing! day by daj- I'm perishing! I

feel it : you knew me when I lived and you witness my anni-

hilation." He was again silent.

I felt deeply for him. I saw that he spoke truth : reason-

ing would only have increased the malady, and I therefure tried

another course bagatelle. I jested with him, and reminded
him of old anecdotes. He listened gradually his attention

was caught, and at length I excited a smile; a laugh soon fol-

lowed, a few glasses of wine brought him to his natural tem-

perament, and Curran was himself for a great part of the even-

ing. I saw, however, that he would soon relapse, and so it

turned out : he began to talk to me about his family, and that

very wildly. He had conceived some strange prejudices on
this head, which I disputed with him, until 1 wearied of the

subject.
We supped together, and he sat cheerful enough till I

turned him into a coach, at one o'clock in the morning. I never
saw him after, in London.
Mr. Curran had a younger brother, who was an attorney

very like him, but taller and better-looking. 1 his man had a

good deal of his brother's humour, a little wit, and much sa-

tire ;
but his slang was infinite, and his conduct very dissolute.

He was, in fact, what may be termed the best blackguard of

his profession (and that was saying a great deal for him.) My
friend had justly excluded him from his house, but occasion-

I'OL. I.
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allv relieved his finances, until these calls became so importu-
nate, that, at length, farther compliance was refused.

"Sir,'' said the attornev to me. one dav. ' if \ou will speak
to mv brother, I am sure he'll give me something handsome
before the week is out !" I assured him he was mistaken,

whereupon he burst into a loud laugh !

There was a small space of dead wall, at that time directlv

facing Curran's house, in Elv Place; against which the attor-

nev procured a written permission to build a little wooden
box. He accordinglv got a carpenter (one of his comrades)
to erect a cobbler's stall there, for him

; and having assumed
the dress of a Jobson, he wrote over his stall,

" Curran, Cob-
bler : Shoes toe-pieced, soled, or heeled, on the shortest no-

tice : when the stall is shut, inquire over the wav.''

Curran, on returning from court, perceived this worthy hard

at work, with a parcel of chairmen lounging round him. The
attorney just nodded to his brother, cried, "how do you do,

Jack r" and went on with his emplovment.
Curran immediate Iv despatched a servant for the spendthrift,

to whom having given some monev, the show-board was taken

down, the stall removed, and the attorney vowed that he would
never set up again as a cobbler.

I never knew Curran express more unpleasant feelings, than

at a circumstance which really was too trivial to excite anv such
;

but this was his humour: he generally thought more of trifles

than of matters of importance, and worked himself up into most

painful sensations upon subjects which should only have exci-

ted his laughter.
At the commencement of the peace he came to Paris, deter-

mined to get into French societv, and thus be enabled to form

a better idea of their habits and manners, a species ot know-

ledge for which he quite languished. His parasites had told

him that his fame had already preceded him even to the closet

of Louis le Desire: he accordinglv procured letters of intro-

duction from persons of high rank in England, who had fool-

ishly lavished favours and fortunes on the Bourbons and their

gang of emigrants, in general the most ungrateful (as time has

demonstrated) of the human species, although it was then uni-

versallv believed that they could not quite forget the series of

kindnesses which had preserved them from starvation or mas-

sacre.

Amongst other letters, he had the honour of bearing one.

Couched in strong terms, from his Royal Highness the Duke
of Sussex to the Count d'Ariois, now King of France, rein-

stated on the throne of his forefathers bv the blood, the trea-

sure, and the folly of England.
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" Now I am in the right line," said Curran, "introduced by
a branch of one royal family to that of another : now I shall

have fall opportunity of forming my own opinion as to the sen-

timents of the old and new nobility of France, whereon I have
been eternally though rather blindly arguing.*'

I was rather sceptical, and said,
" 1 am disposed to think

that you will argue more than ever when you get home again.
If you want sentiment, I fancy Monsieur has very little of

Sterne in his composition."
"
Egad, I believe there is two of you !" retorted Curran ;

and away he went to the Tuilleries, to enter his name and see

Monsieur. Having left his card and letters of introduction,

(as desired) he waited ten days for an audience: Monsieur
was occupied. A second entry was now made by Curran at the

palace ;
and after ten days more, a third : but Monsieur was still

busy. A fresh entry and card of P. P. C. had no better suc-

cess. In my life I never saw Curran so chagrined. He had
devised excuses for the arrogant Prince two or three times :

but this last instance of neglect quite overcame him, and in a

few days he determined to return to Ireland without seeing
the Count d'Artois or ascertaining the sentiments of the French

nobility. He told his story to Mr. L. a mutual friend of ours

in Paris, who said, it must be some omission of the Swiss

porter.
"
Certainly," said Curran catching at this straw,

"
it must,

no doubt!" and his opinion was speedily realised by the re-

ceipt of a note from iVIonsieur's aid-de-camp, stating, that

His Royal Highness would be glad to receive Mr. Curran at

eight o'clock the following morning.
About nine o'clock, he returned to the hotel, and all I could

get from him, in his wrath, was "D n !" In fact, he

looked absolutely miserable. " To think," said he at length,
" of this fellow ! he told me he always dined with his brother,
and kept no establishment of his own ; then bowed me out by

,
as if I was an importunate dancing-master !"

^' Wait till the next revolution^ Curran," said I, "and then

we'll be even with him !"

At this moment, Mr. L. came in, and with a most cheerful

countenance, said,
"
Well, Curran, I carried your point !"

" What point ?" asked Curran.
" I knew it would take," pursued L. smirking:

" I told Mon-
sieur's aid-de-camp that you felt quite hurt and miserable on
account of Monsieur's having taken no notice of your letters

or yourself, though you had paid him four visits j and that
It

*' What do vou sav ?" shouted Curran.
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Upon L. repeating his words with infinite glee, our disap-

pointed friend burst out into a regular frenzy, slapped his face

repeatedly, and walked about exclaiming, "I'm disgraced 5

I'm humbled in the eyes of that fellow ! I'm miserable!"
I apprehend he had experienced but little more civility fronri

any of the restored gentry of the French emigrants, to several
of whom he brought letters, and I am sure had he received any
invitation from them, I must have heard of it. I fancy that a

glass of eau sucrS was the very extent of the practical hospita-
lity he experienced from Messieurs les emigres^ who, if I

might judge by their jaws and cravats, of the quantity and

quality of their food and of their credit with washerwomen,
were by no means in as flourishing a state as when they lived

on our benevolence.

There is much of the life of this celebrated man" omitted by
those who have attempted to write it. Even his son could
have known but little of him, as he was not born at the time
his father's glories had attained their zenith. Before he be-
came the biographer of his celebrated parent, Mr. Curran
would have done well to inquire who had been that parent's
decided friends, and who his invidious enemies ; who support-
ed him when his fame was tottering, and who assailed him
when he was incapable of resistance : if he had used this laud-
able discretion, he would probably have learned how to eulo-

gise, and how to censure, with more justice and discrimina-
tion.

No gentleman of our day knew Mr. Curran more intimately
than myself, although our natural propensities were in many
points quite uncongenial. His vanity too frequently misled his

judgment, and he thought himself surrounded by a crowd of

friends, when he was encompassed by a set of vulgar flatter-

ers : he looked quite carelessly at the distinctions of society,
and in consequence ours was not generally of the same class,
and our intercourse more frequently at my house than at his.

But he could adapt himself to all ranks, and was equally at

home at Merrion-square or at the Priory.
The celebrity of Curran's life, and the obscurity of his death
the height of his eminence, and the depth of his depression

the extent of his talents, and the humiliation of his embecility
exhibited the greatest and most singular contrasts I ever

knew among the host of public characters with whom I so long
associated.

At the bar I never saw an orator so capable of producing

Curran died, I believe, at Brompton, and was buried in Paddington
church-yard ; but I am ignorant wliether or not a stone marks the spot.
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those irresistible transitions of effect which form the true cri-

terion of forensic eloquence. But latterly, no man became
more capable, in private society, of exciting drowsiness by

prosing, or disgust by grossness : such are the inconsistent

materials of humanity.*
I should not allude here to a painful subject as respects the

late Mr. Curran, had it not been so commonly spoken of, and
so prominent an agent in his ulterior misfortunes : I mean that

unlucky suit of his against the Rev, Mr. Sandes. I endea-

voured as much as possible to dissuade him from commencing
that action, having reason to feel convinced that it must ter-

minate in his discomfiture ;
but he was obdurate, and had bit-

ter cause to lament his obduracy. I did vny utmost also to

dissuade him from his unfortunate difference with Mr. Pon-

sonby. I told him (as I firmly believed) that he was wrong,
or at all events imprudent^ and that his reputation could bear

no more trifling with : but he did not credit me, and that blow
felled him to the earth !"

*
It is very singular that one of the most accomplished men, the most elo-

quent barristers, and best lawyers I ever knew, (a cousin-german of Lord

Donoughmore) fell latterly, though at an early age, into a state of total imbe-

cility became utterly regardless of himselti of society, and of the world ;

and lived long enough to render his death a mercy !
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THE LAW OF LIBEL.

Observations on the law of libel, particularly in Ireland "
Hoy's Mercury"

Messrs. \^an Trump and Epaphroditus Uodridge Former leniency regard-

ing cases of libel contrasted with recent severity Lord Clonmell and the

Irish bar Mr. Magee, of the "Dublin Evening Post" Festivities on Fiat

Hill" Theophikis Swift and his two sons His duel with the Duke of Rich-

mondThe ' Monster !" Swift libels the Fellows of Dublin University

His curious trial Contrast between the English and Irish bars Mr. James

Fitzgerald Swift is found guilty, and sentenced to Newgate Dr. Buitows,

one of the Fellows, afterwards libels Mr. Swift, and is convicted Both con-

fined in the same apartment at Newgate.

In the early part of my life, the Irish press, though suppos-

ed to be under due restraint, was in fact quite uncontrolled.

From the time of Dean Swift, and Draper's Letters, its free-

dom has increased at intervals not only as to public but private

subjects. This was attributable to several curious causes, which

combined to render the law of libel, although stronger in theo-

ry, vastly feebler in practice than at the present day; and who-

ever takes the trouble of looking into the Irish newspapers

about the commencement of the American revolution, and in

1782, will find therein some of the boldest writing and ablest

libels in the English language. Junius was the pivot on which

the liberty of the press at "^one moment vibrated: liberty was

triumphant; but if that precedent were to prevail to the same

extent, I am not sure it did not achieve too much.

The law of libel in England, however railed at, appears to me

upon the freest fooling that private or publicsecurity can possibly

admit. The press is not encumbered by any previovs restraints.

Any man may write, print, and publish whatever he pleases;

and none but his own peers and equals, in two distinct capaci-

ties, can declare his culpability or enable the law to punish him

as a criminal for a breach of it. I cannot conceive what greater

liberty or protection the press can require, or ought to enjoy.

If a man voluntarily commits an offence against the law of libel

with his eyes open, it is only fair that he should abide by the

statute that punishes him for doing so. Despotic governments

employ a previous censorship, in order to cloak their crimes

and establish their tyranny, f^ngland, on the other hand, ap-

points independent judges and sworn jurors to defend her li-

berties; and hence is confirmed to the press a wholesome lati-
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tude of full and fair discussion on every public man and mea-
sure.

The law of libel in Ireland was formerly very loose and

badly understood, and the courts there had no particular pro-

pensity for multiplying legal difficulties on ticklish subjects.
The judges were then dependent, a circumstance which might

have partially accounted for such causes being less frequent
than in later times: but another reason, more extensively ope-

rating, was that in those days men who were libelled generally
took the law into their own hands, and eased the King's Bench
of great trouble by the substitution of a small-sword for a de-

claration, or a case of pistols for a judgment; and these same
articles certainly formed a greater check upon the propagation
of libels than the twelve judges and thirty-six jurors, altoge-

ther, at the present day; and gave rise to a code of laws very
different from those we call municipal. A third consideration

is, that scolding-matches and disputes among soldiers were then

never made matters of legal inquiry. Military officers are now,

by statute, held unfit to remain such if they fight one another,
whilst formerly they were thought unfit to remain in the army
if they did not: formerly they were bound to fight in person;
now they can fight by proxy, and in Ireland may lure cham-

pions to'contest the matter for them every day in the week,

(Sunday excepted) and so decide tljeir quarrels without the

least danger or one drop of bloodshed. A few able lawyers,
armed with paper and parchment, will fight for them all day

long, and, if necessary, all night likewise; and that, probably,
for only as much recompense as may be sufficient to provide a

handsome entertainment to some of the spectators and to their

pioneer attorney, who is generally bottle-holder on these occa-

sions.

Another curious anomaly is become obvious. If lawyers
now refuse to pistol each other, they may be scouted out of

society, though duelling is against the laiv! but if military
officers take a shot at each other, they may be dismissed from

the army, though fighting is the essence and object of their

profession: so that a civilian, by the new lights of society,

changes places with the soldier; the soldier is bound to be

peaceable, and the civilian is forced to be pugnacious cedent

arnia togas. It is curious to conjecture what our next meta-

morphosis may be!

The first publication which gave rise (so far as I can remem-

ber) to decided measures for restraining the Irish press, was a

newspaper called "Hoy's Mercury," published nearly fifty

years ago by Mr. Peter Hoy, a printer, in Parliament-street,

whom I saw some time since in his shop, on Ormond Quay, in
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good health, and who voted for me on the Dublin election of

1803.

In this newspaper, Mr. Hoy brought forward two fictitious

characters one called Van Trump, the other Epapliroditus

Dodridge. These he represented as standing together in one
of the roost public promenades of the Irish capital; and the one,
on describing the appearance, features, and dress of each passer-

by, and asking his companion
" Avho that was.'"' received, ia

reply, a full account of the individual, to such a degree of ac-

curacy as to leave no doubt respecting identity particularlv in

a place so contracted as (comparatively speaking) Dublin then

was. In this way, as much libelluus matter was disseminated

as would now send a publisher to gaol for half his life; and the

affair was so warmly and generally taken up, that the lawyers
were set to work, Peter Hoy sadly terrified, and Van Trump
and Epaphroditus Dodridge banished from that worthy person's

newspaper.
But the most remarkable observation is, that as soon as the

Irish judges were, in 1782, made by statute independent of

the crown, the law of libel became more strictly construed, and
the libellers more severely punished. This can only be ac-

counted for by supposing that, while dependant, the judges
felt that any particular rigour might be attributed, in certain

instances, less to their justice than to their policy; and, being
thus sensitive, especially in regard to crown cases, they were

chary of pushing the enactments to their full scope. After

the provision which rendered them independent of the ruling

powers, this delicacy became needless: but, nev^ertheless, a

candid judge will always bear in mind that austerity is no ne-

cessary attribute of justice, which is always more efficient in

its operation when tempered with mercy. The unsalutary
harshness of our penal code has become notorious. True, it is

not acted up to; and this is only another modification of the

evil, since it tempts almost every culprit to anticipate his own

escape. On the continent it is different. There, the punish-
ment which the law provides is certainly inflicted: and the

consequence is, that in France there is not above otie capital

conviction to any twenty in England.
The late Lord Clonmell's* heart was nearly broken by vexa-

tions connected with his public functions. He had been in the

habit of holding parties to excessive bail in libel cases on his

own fiat, which method of proceeding was at length regularly

* His Lordship's only son (married to a daughter of the Marquess of Salis-

bury,) is now a total absentee, and exhibits another lamentable proof, that

the'ctiildren even of men who rose to wealth and title by the favours of the

Irish people feel disgusted, and renounce for ever that country to which they
are indebted for their bread and their elevation!
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challenged and brought forward; and, the matter being dis-

cussed with asperity in parliament, his Lordship was, to his

great mortification, restrained from pursuing such a course for

the future.

He had in the Court of King's Bench used rough language
towards Mr. Hackett, a gentleman of the bar, the members of

which profession considered themselves as all assailed in the

person of a bi'other barrister. A general meeting was there-

fore called by the father of the bar; a severe condemnation of

his Lordship's conduct voted, with only one dissentient voice;
and an unprecedented resolution entered into, that "until his

Lordship publicly apologised, no barrister would either take a

brief, appear in the King's Bench, or sign any pleadings for

that court.''

This experiment was actually tried: the judges sat, but no
counsel appeared; no cause was prepared, the attorneys all va-

nished, and their Lordships had the court to themselves. There
was no alternative; and next day, Lord Clonmell published a

very ample apology, by advertisement in the newspapers, and,
with excellent address, made it appear as if written on the eve-

ning of the offence, and therefore voluntary.*
This nobleman had built a beautiful house near Dublin, and

walled in a deer-park, to operate medicinally, by inducing
him to use more exercise than he otherwise would take.

Mr. Magee, printer of the Dublin Evening Post, (who was
what they call a little cracked, but very acute,) one of the men
whom his Lordship had held to excessive bail, had never for-

given it, and purchased a lot of ground under my Lord's win-

dows, which he called "Fiat-hill:" there he entertained the

populace of Dublin, once a week, with various droll exhibitions

and sports: such, for instance, as asses dressed up with wigs
and scarlet robes; dancins; dogs, in gowns and wigs, as barris-

ters; soaped pigs, &:c. The assemblies, although productive of

the greatest annoyance to his Lordship, were not sufficiently

* An occurrence somewhat of the same nature took place at no very great
distance of time, at Maryborough Assizes, between Mr. Daley, a judge of the
Irish Court of King's Bench, and Mr. W. Johnson, now judge of the Common
Pleas, in that country.

Mr. Daley spoke of committing Mr. Johnson for being rude to him, but, un-

fortunately, he committed himself! A meeting was called, at which I was

requested to attend, but I declined, and was afterwards informed, that my re-

fusal had (very unjustly) given offence to both parties. The fact is, that, en-

tertaining no very high opinion of the placability of either, I did not choose to

interfere, and so unluckily replied, that "
they might Jlght dog, Jight bear, I

would give no opinion about the matter."
One of the few things I ever forgot is, the way in which that affair termi-

nated : it made little impression on ree at the time, and so my memory re-

jected it.

VOL. I. 30
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riotous to be termed a public nuisance, being solely confined to

Magee's own field, which his Lordship had unfortunately omit-

ted to purchase when he built his house.

The Ea\\, however, expected at length to be clear of his tor-

mentors' feats at least for awhile; as Magee was found guilty
on a charge of libel, and Lord Clonmell would have no qualms
of conscience in giving justice full scope by keeping him un-

der the eye of the marshal, and consequently an absentee from
"

Fiat-hill," for a good space of time.

Magee was brought up for judgment, and pleaded himself,
in mitigation, that he was ignorant of the publication, not

having been in Dublin when the libel appeared; which fact, he

added. Lord Clonmell well knew. He had been, indeed, en-

tertaining the citizens under the Earl's windows, and saw his

Lordship peeping out from the side of one of them the whole
of that day; and the next day he had overtaken his Lordship

riding into town. "And by the same token," continued Ma-

gee, "your Lordship was riding cheek bi/ Jowl with your own
brother, Matthias Scott, the tallow-chandler,* from Waterford,
and audibly discussing the price of fat, at the very moment I

passed you."
There was no standing this: a general laugh was inevita-

ble; and his Lordship, with that address for which he was so

remarkable, (affecting to commune a moment with his brother-

judges) said, "it was obvious, from the poor man's manner,
that he was not just then in a state to receive definitive judg-
ment; that the paroxysm should be permitted to subside before

any sentence could be properly pronounced. For the present,

therefore, he should only be given into the care of the marshal, ^
till it was ascertained how far the state of his intellect should

regulate the court in pronouncing its judgment." The marshal

saw^ ihe crisis, and hurried away INIagee before he had further

opportunity of incensing the chief justice.

Theophilus Swift, who, though an Irishman, practised at the

English bar, gave rise to one of the most curious libel cases

that ever occurred in Ireland, and which involved a point of

very great interest and importance.

Theophilus had two sons. In point of figure, temper, dis-

position, and propensities, no two brothers in the whole king-
dom were so dissimilar. Dean Swift,, the eldest, was tall, thin,

and gentlemanly, but withal an unqualified reformer and revo-

lutionist: the second, Edmond, was broad, squat, rough, and

* Lord Clonmell and Matthias Scott vied witli each other which had the

largest and most hanging pair of cheeks vulgarl)' called ^owfe. His Loi-dship's
chin was a treble one, whilst Matthias's was but doubled ;

but then it was
broader and hung deeper than his brothei-'s.
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as fanatical an ultra-royalist as the king's dominions afforded.

Both were clever men in their way.
The father was a free-thinker in every respect; fond of his

sons, although materially different from either, but agreeing
with the younger in being a professed and extravagant loyalist.
He was bald-headed, pale, slender, and active, with gray eyes,
and a considerable squint: an excellent classic scholar, and
versed likewise in modern literature and belles lettres. In

short, Theophilus Swift laid claim to the title of a sincere,
kind-hearted man; but was, at the same time, the most vision-

ary of created beings. He saw every thing whimsically many
things erroneously and nothing like another person. Eter-

nally in motion, either talking, writing, fighting, or whatever

occupation came uppermost, he never remained idle one se-

cond whilst awake, and I really believe was busily employed
even in his slumbers.

His sons, of course, adopted entirely different pursuits; and,

though affectionate brothers, agreed in nothing save a love for

each other and attachment to their father. They were both

writers, and good ones; both speakers, and bad ones-

Military etiquette was formerly very conspicuous on some
occasions. I vvell recollect when a man bearing- the king's
commission was considered as bound to fight any body and

every body that gave him the invitation. When the Duke of
York was pleased to exchange shots with Colonel Lennox (af-
terwards Duke of Richmondjj it was considered by our friend

Theophilus as a personal offence to every gentleman in Eng-
land, civil or military; and he held that every man who loved
the reigning family should challenge Col. Lennox, until some-

body turned up who was good marksman enough to penetrate
the Colonel, and thus punish his presumption.

Following up his speculative notions, Mr. Swift actually chal-

lenged Colonel Lennox for having the arrogance to fire at the

king's son. The colonel had never seen or even heard of his

antagonist; but learning that he was a barrister and a gentle-
man, he considered that, as a military man, he was bound to

fight him as long as he thought proper. The result, therefore,
was a meeting; and Colonel Lennox shot my friend Theophi-
lus clean through the carcass, so that, as Sir Callaghan says," he made his body shine through the sun!" Swift, according
to all precedents on such occasions, first staggered, then fell

was carried home, and given over made his will, and be-

queathed the Duke of York a gold snuff-box! However, he
recovered so completely, that when the Duke of Richmond
went to Ireland as Lord Lieutenant, I (to my surprise) saw
Swift at his Grace's first levee, most anxious for the introduc-



23'<i THE LAW OF LIBEL.

tion. His turn came; and without ceremony he said to the

Duke, by way of a pun, that <' the last time he had the ho-

nour of waiting on his Grace, as Colonel Lennox, he received

better entertainment for that his Grace had given him a ball!'*

" True," said the Duke, smiling;
" and now that I am Lord

Lieutenant, the least I can do is to give you a brace of them!"
and in due time, he sent Swift two special invitations to the

balls, to make these terms consistent with his Excellency's

compliments.
Swift, as will hence be inferred, was a lomantic personage.

In fact, he showed the most decisive determination not to die

in obscurity, by whatever means his celebrity might be ac-

quired.
A savage, justly termed the monster, had, during Swift's

career at the bar, practised the most horrid and mysterious
crime we have yet heard of namely, that of stabbing womea
indiscriminately in the street deliberately and without cause.

He was at length taken and ordered for trial: but so odious and

detestable was his crime, that not a gentleman of the bar would

act as his advocate. This was enough to induce Swift to ac-

cept the ofEce. He argued truly, that every man must be pre-
sumed innocent till by legal proof he appears to be guilty, and

that there was no reason why the monster should be excepted
from the general rule, or that actual guilt should be presumed
on the charge against him more than an}' other charge against

any other person: that prejudice was a prima facie injustice,

and that the crime of stabbing a lady with a weapon which

was only calculated to wound, could not be greater than that

cf stabbing her to the heart, and destroying her on the instant:

that if the charge had been cutting the lady's throat, he would

have had his choice of advocates. He spoke and published his

defence of the monster, who, however, was found guilty, and

not half punished for his atrocity.

Theophilus had a competent private fortune; but as such

men as he must somehow be always dabbling in what is called

in Ireland "a bit of a law-suit," a large per-centage of his

rents never failed to get into the pockets of the attorneys and

counsellors; and after he had recovered from the Duke of Rich-

mond's perforation, and the monster had been incarcerated, he

determined to change his site, settle in his native country, and

place his second son in the university of Dublin.

Suffice it to say, that he soon commenced a fracas with all

the Fellows of the university, on account of their *' not doing

justice somehow," as he said,
" to the cleverest lad in Ireland!"

aad, according to his usual habit, he determined at once to

punish several of the offenders by penmanship, and regenerate
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the great university of Ireland by a powerful, pointed, per-

sonal, and undisguised libel against its Fellows.

Theophilus was not without some plausible grounds to work

upon; but he never considered that a printed libel did not ad-

mit of any legal justification. He at once put half a dozen of

the Fellows hot^s de societe, by proclaiming them to be perju-

rers, profligates, impostors, &c. &c.; and printed, published,
and circulated this his eulogium with all the activity and zeal

which belonged to his nature, working hard to give it a greater
circulation than almost any libel published in Ireland, and that

is saying a great deal! but the main tenor of his charge was
a most serious imputation and a very home one.

By the statutes of the Irish university, strict celibacy is re-

quired; and Mr. Swift stated "that the Fellows of that uni-

versity, being also clergymen, had sworn on the Holy Evan-

gelists, that they would strtctly obey and keep sacred these

statutes of the university, in manner, form, letter, and spirit,

as enjoined by their charter from the virgin queen. But that,

notwithstanding such their solemn oath, several of these cler-

gymeji, flying in the face of the Holy Evangelists and of Queen
Elizabeth; and forgetful of morality, religion, common decen-

cy, and good example, had actually taken to themselves each

one woman, (at least) who went by the name of Miss Siich-a-

one, but who, in fact, had, in many instances, undergone, or
was supposed to have undergone, the ceremony and consum-
mation of marriage with such and such a perjured Fellow and

parson of Dublin university: and that those who had not so

married, had done worse! and that, thereby, they all had so

perjured themselves and held out so vicious a precedent to

youth, that he was obliged to take away his son, for fear of

contamination, &,e. &c."
It is easy to conceive that this publication, from the pen of

a very gentlemanly, well-educated barrister, who had defend-
ed the monster at the bar and the Dirke of York in Hyde
Park, and showed himself readv and willins: to write or figrht

with any man or body of men in Ireland, naturally made no
small bustle and fuss amongst a portion of the University-men.
Those who had kept out of the scrape were not reported to be
in any state of deep mourning on the subject, as their /;/e/3/
was the more conspicuous; and it could not hurt the feelings of
either of them to reflect that he might possibly get a step in his

promotion, on account of the defection of those seniors whose
hearts might be broken, or removal made necessary, by the

never-ending perseverance of this tremendous barrister, who
had christened his son Dean Swift, that he might appear a re-
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lative of that famous churchman, the patron and idol of the
Irish people.
The gentlemen of the long rohe were, of course, delighted

with the occurrence: they had not for a long time met with so

full and fair an opportunity of expending every sentence of
their wit, eloquence, law, and logic, as in taking part in this

celebrated controversy. I was greatly rejoiced at finding on

my table a retainer against the Fellows and parsons of Trinity
College, whom I had always considered as a narrow-minded
and untalented body of men, getting from 1000 to 1500 a

year each for teaching several hundred students how to remain

ignorant of most of those acquirements that a well-educated

gentleman ought to be master of: it is true, the students had a
fair chance of becoming good Latin scholars, of gaining a little

Greek and Hebrew, and of understanding several books of Eu-
clid with three or four chapters of Locke on the Human Un-

derstanding, and a sixpenny treatise on logic written by a very
good divine, (one of the body) to prove clearly that sophistry
is superior to reason.* This being my opinion of them, I felt

no qualms of conscience in undertaking the defence of Theo-

philus Swift, Esq. though most undoubtedly a libeller. It is

only necessary to say, that Lord Clonmell, who had been (I

believe) a sizef himself in that university, and in truth, all the

judges, (and with good reason) felt indignant at Theophilus
Swift's so violently assailing and disgracing, in the face of the

empire, the only university in Ireland thus attacking the

clergy though he defended a monster.

An information was in due form granted against Theophilus,
and as he could neither deny the fact nor plead a justification to

the libel, of course we had but a bad case of it. But the worse
the case, the harder an Irish barrister always worked to make
it appear a good one. I beg here to observe, that the Irish

bar were never so decorous and mild at that time, as to give

up their briefs in desperate cases, as I have seen done in Eng-
land politely to save (as asserted) public time, and conciliate

their Lordships: thus sending their clients out of court, because

they thought they were not defensible. On the contrary, as

I have said, the worse the case intrusted to an Irish barrister,

the more zealously did he labour and fight for his client. If

he thought it indefensible, why take a fee? but his motto was,

*
Nothing can so completely stamp the character of the university of Dub-

lin, as their suppression of the only school of eloquence in Ireland "Tlie
Historical Society ;" a school from which arose some of the most distinguished,
able, and estimable characters that ever appeared in the foi^um, or in the par-
liament of Ireland: this step was what the blundering Irish would call "ad-

vancing backwards.''



THE LAW OF LIBEL. 335

"while there is life there is hope.'^ During the speeches of

these resolute advocates, powder and perspiration mingled in

cordial streams adown their writhing features: their mouths,
ornamented at each corner with generous froth, threw out half-

a-dozen arguments, with tropes and syllogisms to match, whilst

English gentlemen would have been cautiously pronouncing
one monosyllable, and considering most discreetly what the

next should be. In short, they always stuck to their cause

to the very last gasp! and it may appear fabulous to a

steady, regular English expounder of the law, that I have re-

peatedly seen a cause which the bar, the bench, and the jury,
seemed to think was "irrevocably lost, after a few hours' rub-

bing and puffing, (like the exertions of the Humane Society)

brought into a stale of restored animation; and, after another
hour or two of cross-examination and perseverance, the judges
and jury have changed their impressions, and sent home the

cause quite alive in the pockets of the owner and lawful soli-

citor.

In making these observations, I cannot but mention a gen-
tleman then at the very head of the bar, as Prime Serjeant of

Ireland, Mr. James Fitzgerald. I knew him long in great prac-
tice, and never saw him give up one case whilst it had a single

point to rest upon, or he a puff of breath left to defend it; nor
did I ever see any barrister succeed, either in the whole or par-

tially, in so many cases out of a given number as Mr. Fitzge-
rald: and I can venture to say, (at least to think) that if the

Right Honourable James Fitzgerald had been sent ambassador
to Stockholm in the place of the Right Honourable Vesey Fitz-

gerald, his cher gargon, he would have worked Bernadotte to

the stumps, merely by treating him just as if he were a motion
in the Court of Exchequer. There was no treaty which the
Government of England might have ordered him to insist

upon, that he would not have carried, at all events in a de-

gree.
This is a digression: but having been accustomed, for near

forty years, to express my regard for that gentleman, and as
this is probably the last time I shall ever have an opportunity
of doing so, I was determined, in my "last speech," not to be

forgetful of my old, and, I really believe, sincere friend.

And now, reader! (I have in my preface stated my objec-
tions to the epithet gentle) we will go back to Theophilus
Swift, and the college, and the King's Bench. The trial at

length came on, and there were decidedly more parsons present
than I believe ever appeared in any court of justice of the same
dimensions. The court set out full gallop against us: never-

theless, we worked on twice twelve judges could not have
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stopped us! I examined the most learned man of the vvhoie

university, Dr. Barret, a little, greasy, shahby, croaking;, round-
faced vice-provost: he knew of nothing on earth, save books
and guineas never went out, held but little intercourse with

men, and none at all with women. I worked at him unsuc-

cessfully for more than an hour; not one decisive sentence could
I get him to pronounce: at length, he grew quite tired of m.e,
and I thought to conciliate him by telling him that his father

had christened me. "Indeed!" exclaimed he: *'0h! I did

rot know you were a christian!"' At this unexpected repartee,
the laugh was so strong against me, that i found m5^self muz-
zled. iVIy colleagues worked as hard as*: but a seventy-horse

power could not have moved the court. It was, however,
universally admitted ihat there was but one little point against
us out of a hundred which the other side had urged: that point
too had only three letters in it: yet it upset all our arguments:
that talismanic word "law" was more powerful than t?ro

speeches of five hours each; and, by the unanimous concur-

rence of the court and jury, Theophilus Swift was found guilty
of writing, publishing, and undoubtedly proving that certain

parsons, Fellows of Dublin University, had been living (con-

iugally) with certain persons of an entirely different sex: and,
in consequence, he was sentenced to twelve months' imprison-
ment in his Majesty's gaol of Newgate, where he took up his

residence with nearly two hundred and forty felons and handy
pick-pockets.

My poor visionary friend was in a sad state of depression:
but heaven had a banquet in store for him which more than

counterbalanced all his discomfitures: an incident that I really

think even the oracle of Delphos never would have thought of

predicting.
The Rev. Doctor Burrows was, of all, the most inveterate

enemy and active prosecutor of my friend Theophilus: he was

one of those who, in despite of God and Queen Elizabeth, had

fallen in love, and indulged his concupiscence by uniting his

fortunes and person with the object of it and thereby got
within the circle of Swift's anti-moralists. This reverend per-
son determined to make the public hate Theophilus, if possible,

as much as he did himself; and forgetting in his zeal, the doc-

trine of libel, and the precedent which he had himself just

helped to establish, set about to slay the slayer, and write a

quietus for Theophilus Swift (as he supposed) during the rest

of his days! Thus, hugging himself in all the luxury of com-

plete revenge on a fallen foe, Dr. Burrows produced a libel at

least as unjustifiable against the prisoner, as the prisoner had

promulged against him: and having printed, published, and
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circulated the same, his Reverence and Madam conceived they
had executed full justice on tlie enemy of marriage and the

clergy. But, alas! they reckoned without their host: no sooner
had I received a copy of this redouhtable pamphlet, than I has-

tened to.my friend Theophilus, whom, from a state of despon-
dency and unhappiness, I had the pleasure in half an hour, of

seeing at least as happy and more pleased than any king in Eu-

rope. It is unnecessary to say more than that I recommended
an immediate prosecution of the Rev. Doctor Burrows, for a

false, gross, and malicious libel against Theophilus Sv\iff, Esq.
Never was any prosecution better founded, or more clearlv and

effectually supported; and it took complete effect. The reverend

prosecutor, now culprit in his turn, was sentenced to one-half
of Swift's term of injprisonment, and sent off to the same gaol.
The learned Fellows were astounded; the university so far

disgraced; and Theophilus Swift immediately published both

trials, with observations, notes, critical and historical, &c.

But, alas! the mortification of the reverend Fellow did not
end here. On arriving at Newgate (as the governor informed

me) the Doctor desired a room as high up as could be had,
that he might not be disturbed whilst remaining in that man-
sion. The governor informed him, with great regret, that he had
not even a pigeon-hole in the gaol unoccupied at the time, there

being two hundred and forty prisoners, chiefly pick-pockets,

many of whom were waiting to be transported; and that, till

these were got rid of, he had no private room that would an-

swer his reverence: but there was a very neat and good cham-
ber in which were only two beds one occupied by a respec-
table and polite gentleman; and if the Doctor could manage
in this way meanwhile, he might depend on a preference the

moment there should he a vacancy. Necessity has no law; and
the Doctor, forced to acquiesce, desired to be shown to the

chamber. On entering, the gentleman and he exchanged
bows hut in a moment both started involuntarily at sight of
each other. On one was to be seen the suppressed smile of

mental triumph, and on the other the grin of mortification.

But Swift (naturally ihe pink of politeness) gave no reason for

an increase of the Doctor's chagrin. As the sunbeams put out

a fire, so did a sense of his folly flash so strong upon the Doc-
tor's reason, that it extinguished the blaze of his anger; and
the governor having left them, in a short time an eclaircisse-

ment took place between these two fellow-lodgers in a room
fourteen feet by twelve! I afterwards learned that they jogged
on very well together till the expiration of their sentences,
and I never heard of any libel published by either the Doctor
or Swift afterwards.

VOL. r. 31
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PULPrr, BAR, AND PARLIAMENTARY ELO-
QUENCE.

Biographical and ciiaractcristic sketch of Dean Kirwan His extraordinary

eloquence The peculiar powers of Sheridan, Curran, and Grattan contrast-

ed Observations on pulpit, bar, and parhamentarj' orator}'.

A COMPARATIVE scale of the "talents of the celebrated men of

my day I have frequently attempted, but never with success.

Though I knew most of them both in private and public, my
mind could never settle itself to any permanent opinion on so

complicated a subject. Nevertheless, I quite agree with the

maxim of Pope "that the noblest study of mankind is man'.'"'

and, consequently, the analysis of human character has ever

formed one of my greatest amusements, though all endeavours

to reduce my observations to a system have proved decidedly
idle. Hence, I have at times grown out of humour with the

science altogether, and made up my mind that there never was

a more unprofitable occupation than that of determining a pub-
lie character whilst the individual still lived. It is only after the

grave has closed on men when they can change no more, and

iheir mortal acts are for ever terminated that their respective
natures become truly developed. This is a reflection tiiat must

surely force itself upon the mind and heart of every observant

man.
The depressions of adversity generally leave the ostensible

character pretty much as it appeared originally, save tliat it oc-

casionally throws out either abjectness or fortitude, and that

talent is sometimes elicited in a greater proportion than the

sufferer was imagined to possess. But I have always seen high

prosperity the true and almost infallible touchstone: and since

I have had leisure to observe the world, its effects upon my
fellow-countrymen have proved more remarkable than upon
the people of any other country; and indeed, in many instances,

thorougiily ridiculous.

Eloquence, a first-rate quality in my scale, is that for which
the Irish were eminently celebrated. But the exercise of this

gift depends on so many accidental circumstances, and is withal

so much regulated by fashion, that its decline is scarcely sur-

prising. So few possess it, indeed, that it has become the in-

terest of tTie only bodj' in Ireland accustomed to extempore

pablic speaking (the bar,) to undervalue and throw it into- the



back-ground, which they have efl'ectually succeeded in doing.
A dull fellow can cry ''come to the point!" as well as the most

eloquent declaimer.

Pulpit eloquence is, in my opinion, by far the most impor-
tant of any: the interest in which it is enlisted is, or ought to

be, tremendously absorbing; and, in consequence, it is deserv-

ing of the highest and most persevering cultivation. Yet, what
is the fact? Unless we resort to the temples of sectarianism,
and run a risk of being annoyed by vulgarity and fanaticism,
we have little or no chance of meeting with a preacher who
seems in earnest. Polemical controversy may be carried ou
between hireling priests without the least tincture of hearty
zeal, and bishops may think it quite sufficient to leave the social

duties and cardinal virtues to work their way by force of their

own intrinsic merits; yet these are the points vvhereon a really

eloquent and zealous minister might rouse the attention of his

hearers to effectual purpose, and succeed in detaching them
from methodistical cant and rant, which, at present, (merely it:

consequence of apparent heartiness and a semblance of inspira-

tion,) drav/ avray both old and young both sensible and illitc

rate from the tribe of cold metaphysical expositors who affect

to illustrate the Christian tenets in our parochial congregations.

Nothing can better exemplify the latter observations than a

circumstance connected with the island of Guernsey. There
are seven Protestant churches in that island, where the usual

service is gone through in the usual manner. A parcel of iVIe-

thodists, however, professed themselves discontented with our

Litany, established a different form of worship, and set up a

raeeting-house of their own giving out that they could save
two souls for every one that a common Protestant parson could

manage: in due time they inveigled a set of fanatic persons to

form a singi'ng choir, which employed itself in chanting from

morning till night; every girl who wanted to put her voice in

tune being brought by her mother to sing psalms with tlie

Ivlethodists. This vocal bait, indeed, took admirably; and, in

a short time, the congregations of the seven churches migh'';
have been well accommodated in one. On the other hand, al-

though the meeting-house was enlarged, its portals even v/erc;

thronged on every occasion, multitudes both inside and ou.

all squalling away to the very stretch of their voices.

The dean and clergy perceiving clearly that singing had beaU
en praying out of the field, made a due representation to the

bishop of Winchester, and requested the instructions of^lhat

right reverend dignitary, how to bung back the wayward flock

to their natural folds and shepherds. The bishop replied, that

as the desertion appeared to be iu coDsequence of the charms cf
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melody, the remedy was plain namely,, to get better singers
than the Methodists, and lo sing better tunes; in which case

the Protestant churches would, no doubt, soon recover every
one of their parishioners.
Not having, for many years heard a sermon in Ireland, I am

not aware of the precise state of its pulpit oratory at present.
But of this I am quite sure that politics and controversy are

not the true attributes of Christian worship; and that, whenever

they are made the topic of spiritual discourse, the whole con-

gregation would be justified in dozing.
I have heard many parsons attempt eloquence, but very

few of them, in my idea, succeeded. The present archbishop
of Dublin worked hard for the prize, and a good number of the

Fellows of Dublin College tried their tongues to little purpose:
in truth, the preaching of one minister rendered me extremely
fastidious respecting eloquence from the pulpit.

This individual was Dean Kirwan (now no more,) who pro-
nounced the most impressive orations I ever heard from the

members of any profession, at any era. It is true, he spoke
for effect, and therefore directed his flow of eloquence accord-

ing to its apparent influence. I have listened to this man ac-

tually with astonishment! He was a gentleman by birth, had

been educated as a Roman Catholic priest, and officiated some
time in Ireland in that capacity; but afterwards conformed to

the Protestant church, and was received ad eundein. His ex-

traordinary powers soon brought him into notice; and he was

promoted by Lord Westmorland to a living; afterwards became
a dean; and would, most probably, have been a bishop; but

he had an intracuble turn of mind, entirely repugnant to the

usual means of acquiring high preferment. It was much to be

lamented, that the independence of principle and action whicli

he certainly possessed was not accompanied by any reputation
for philanthropic qualities. His justly high opinion of himself

seemed (unjustly) to overwhelm every other consideration.

Dr. Kirwan's figure, and particularly his countenance, were

rot prepossessing; there was an air of discontent in his looks,

and a sharpness in his features, which, in the aggregate, amount-

ed to something not distant from repulsion. His manner of

preaching was of the French school : he was vehement for awhile,

and then, beconiins; (or afiectingto become) exhausted, he held

his handkerchief to his face; a dead silence ensued he had

skill to perceive the precise moment to recommence another

blaze of declamation burst upon the congregation, and another

fit of exhaustion was succeeded by another pause. The men

began to wonder at his eloquence, the women grew nervous at

hia denunciations- His tact rivalled his talent; and, at the con-
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elusion of one of his finest sentences, a "celestial exhaustion,"

(as I heard a lady call it,) not unfrequently terminated his dis-

course in general, abruptly. If the subject was charity, every
purse was laid largely under contribution. In the church of
St. Peter's, where he preached an annual charity sermon, the

usual collection, which had been under 200, was raised by
the Dean to 1,100. I knew a gentleman myself, who threw
both his purse and watch into the plate!
Yet the oratory of this celebrated preacher would have an-

swered in no other profession than his own, and served to com-

plete my idea of the true distinction between pulpit, bar, and

parliamentary eloquence. Kirvvan in the pulpit, Curran at the

bar, and Sheridan in the senate, were the three most effective

orators I ever recollect, in their respective departments.
Kirvvan's talents seemed to me to be limited entirely to elo-

cution. I had much intercourse with him at the house of Mr.

Hely, of Tooke's-court. Whilst residing in Dublin, I met him
at a variety of places; and my overwrought expectations, in

fact, were a good deal disappointed. His style of address had

nothing engaging in it; nothing either dignified or graceful. In
his conversation there was neitF/t;r sameness nor variety ig-
norance nor information; and yet, somehow or other, he avoid-
ed insipidity. His aviour propre was the most prominent of
his superficial qualities; and a bold, manly independence of
mind and feeling, the most obvious of his deeper ones. I be-

lieve he was a good man, if he could not be termed a very ami-
able one; and learned, although niggardly in communicating
what he knew.

I have remarked thus at large upon Dean Kirwan, because
he was by far the most eloquent and effective pulpit orator I

ever heard, and because I never met any man whose character
I felt myself more at a loss accurately to pronounce upon. It

has been said that his sermons were adroitly extracted from

passages in the celebrated discourses of Saurin, the Huguenot,
who preached at the Hague (grandfather to the late attorney-
general of Ireland.) It may be so; and in that case all I can

say is, that Kirwan was a most judicious selector, and that I

doubt if the eloquent writer made a hundredth part of the im-

pression of iiis eloquent plagiarist.
I should myself be the plagiarist of a hundred writers, if I

attempted to descant upon the parliamentarj'^ eloquence of She-
ridan. It only seems necessary to refer to his speech on Mr.
Hastings's trial;* at least, that is sufficient to decide me as to

*
I had an opportunity ot knowing that Mr. Sheridan was oRered 1000/. for

that speech by a bookseller, the day after it was spoken, provided he would
wi-itc it out- con-ectly from the notes taken, before the interest had .-ubsided ;
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his immense superiority overall his rivals in splendid declama-

tion. Most great men have their individual points of superi-

ority, and I am sure that Sheridan could not have preached,
nor Kirwan have pleaded. Curran could have done both

Grattan neither: but, in language calculated to rouse a nation,

Grattan, whilst young, far exceeded either of them.
I have often met Sheridan, but never knew him intimately.

He was my senior and my superior. Whilst he was in high
repute, I was at laborious duties: whilst he was eclipsing every
body in fame in one country, I was labouring hai-d to gain any
in another. He professed whiggism: I did not understand it,

and I have met very few patriots who appear to have acted

even on their own definition thereof.

and yet, although he certainly had occasion for money at the time, and as-

sented to the proposal, he did not take the trouble of writing a line of it ! The
publisher was of course displeased, and insisted on his performing his promise :

upon which Sheridan laughingly replied in tlie vein ot'Falstaff": " No, Hal!
were I at tlie strappado, I would do notliing 6?/ compnhion.'" He did it at

length; ^but too late ! and, as I heard, was (reasonably enough !) not paid.
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QUEEN CAROLINE.

Reception of the late Queen Caroline (then Princess of Wales) at the draw-

ing-room held after the *' Delicate Investigation" Her depression and sub-

sequent levity Queen Charlotte and the Princess compared and contrasted

Reflections on the incidents of that day and evening The Thames on a

Vauxhall night.

I HAVE often mused on the unfortunate history and fate of

the late Queen Caroline. It is not for me to discuss the merits

or demerits of her case, or to give any opinion on the conduct
of the ruling powers in the business. I shall only observe, that

though it was not possible to foresee such events as subsequent-

ly took place, I had, from the time of my being presented to

that Princess by Lord Stowell, feJt an unaccountable presenti-
ment that her destiny would not be a happy one.

Upon the close of the "delicate investigation," a drawing-
room of the most brilliant description was held at St. James's,
to witness the Princess's reception by Her Majesty, Queen
Charlotte. I doubt if a more numerous and sparkling assem-

blage had ever been collected in that ancient palace; curiosity
had no small share in drawing it together.
The sun was that day in one of his most glaring humoursj

he shone with unusual ardour into the windows of the antique
ball-room seeming as if he wished at the same moment to gild
and melt down that mass of beauty and of diamonds which was

exposed to all his fervour. The crowd was immense, the heat

insufferable; and the effects resulting therefrom liberally dis-

played themselves, though in different-tinted streams, upon
the faces of the natural and aided beauties.

I was necessitated to attend in my official dress: the frizzled

peruke, loaded with powder and pomatum, (covering at least

half the body of the sufferer,) was wedged in amongst the gaudy
nobles. The dress of every person who was so fortunate as

to come in contact with the wigs, like the cameleon, instantly
imbibed the colour of the thing it came in collision with; and
after a short intimacy, many a full-dress black received a large

portion of my silvery hue, and many a splendid manteau parti-

cipated in the materials which render powder adhesive.

Of all the distressed beings in that heated assembly, I was
most amused by Sir Vicary Gibbs, then attorney-general.
Hard-featured and impatienthis wig awry his solids vipl-^-
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ing out all their essence he appeared as if he had just

(though not like Venus,) from the sea. Every muscle of his

angular features seemed busily employed in forming hierogly-

phic imprerations! Though amused, I never pitied any person
more except myself. Wedged far too tight to permit even a

heaving sigh at my own imprisonment, I could only be conso-
led by a perspective view of the gracious Charlotte, who stood

stoutly before the throne like the stump of a baronial castle to

which age gives greater dignity. I had, however, in due ro-

tation, the honour of being presented, and of kissing the back
of her Majesty's hand.

I am, of course, profoundly ignorant of her Majestj^'s manner
in her family, but certainly her public receptions were the most

gracious in the world: there could nut be a more engaging,
kind, and condescending address than that of the Queen of

England. It is surprising how different a Queen appears in a

drawing-room and in a newspaper.
At length, the number of presentations had diminished the

pressure, and a general stir in the crowd announced something
uncommon about to take place. It was the approach of the

Princess of Wales.
Whoever considered the painfully delicate situation in which

this lady was then placed, could not help feeling a sympathy
for her apparent sufferings. Her father, the Duke of Bruns-

Tvick, had not long before expired of his wounds received at

Jena; and after her own late trials it was, I thought, most in-

auspicious that deep mourning shoidd be her attire on her re-

ception as if announcing at once the ill-fate of herself and of

her parent: iier dress was decked v^ith a multiplicity of black

bugles. She entered the drawing-room leaning on the arm of

the Duke of Cumberland, and seeaed to require the support.
To her it must, in truth, have been a most awful moment. The

subject of the investigation, the loss of her natural protector,
and the doubts she must have felt as to the precise nature of her

reception by the Queen, altogether made a deep impression
on every one present. She tottered to the throne: the spec-
tacle grew interesting in the highest degree. I was not close;

but a low buzz ran round the room that she had been received

most kindly, and a few moments sufficed to show that this was
her own impression.

After she had passed the ordeal, a circle was formed for her

beyond the throne. I wisl "d for an introduction, and Lord
Stcwell (then Sir William Scw t,) did me that honour. I had

felt in common with every body for the depression of spirits

with which the princess had approached her Majesty. I, for

my part, considered her in consequence as lull of sensibility at
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her own situation: but so far as her subsequent manner showed,
I was totally deceived. The trial was at an end, the Queen
had been kind, and a parox3'sm of spirits seemed to succeed

and mark a strange contrast to the nnanner of her entry. I

thought it was too sudden and too decisive: she spoke much,
and loud, and rather bold: it seemed to me as if all recollection

of what had passed was rapidly vanishing. So far it pleased

me, to see returning happiness; but still the A"/rf of thing made
no favourable impression on my mind. Her circh' vvas crowd-

ed; the presentations numerous; but on the whole, she lost

ground in my estimation.

This incident proved to me the palpable distinction between

feeling and sensibility words which people misconstrue and

mingle without discrimination. I then compared the two la-

dies. The bearing of Queen Charlotte certainly vvas not that

of a heroine in romance: but she was the best-bred and most

graceful lady of her age and figure I ever saw: so kind and

conciliating, that one could scarcely believe her capable of any
thing but benevolence. She appeared plain, old, and of dark

complexion; but she was unaffected, and commanded that re-

spect which private virtues ever will obtain for public charac-

ter. I liked her vastly bf^tter than her daughter-in-law; in-

deed, I never could reconcile myself, in atiy instance, to extra-

natural complexions.
I returned from the drawing-room with a hundred new

thoughts excited by circumstances which had never occurred

to me on any former occasion, and by the time i arrived at the

Adelphi, had grown from a courtier into a philosopher! Even
there, however, my lucubrations were doon)ed to interruption.
From my chamber at the Caledonian, the beauty of the anima-
ted Thames quite diverted my mind from the suffocating splen-
dour, under the pressure of which I had passed three hours.

The broad unruffled tide, reflecting the rich azure of the firma-

ment, awakened in my mind ideas of sublimity which would
have raised it tovvards heaven, had not dinner and a new train

of observation unfortunately recalled me to worldly considera-

tions, which I fancied I had for one evening completely laid

aside. Another scene of equal brilliance in its own way soon
rivetted mj'^ attention. It was a Vauxhall evening and thou-

sands of painted and gilded skiffs darted along under my win-

dows, crowded with flashy girls and tawdry cits, all enveloped
in their holiday glories, and appc^ing to vie in gaudiness with
the scullers of vvhich they w^ere^.i-tie cargo. Here elegance and

vulgarity, rank and meanness, vice and beauty, mingling and

moving over the waters, led me to the mortifying reflection,
that this apparently gay and happy company probably com-

voL. I. 32
"^
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prised a portion of the most miserable and base materials of the

British population.
I soon became fatigued by the brilliant sameness of the scene;

and a sort of spurious philosophy again led me back to the

Queen's drawinjai-robm, and set me reflectingon numerous sub-

jects, in which I had not the remotest interest! but as solitary

reasoning is one of the very greatest incentives to drowsiness,
that sensation soon overcame all others; the sensorial powers
gradually yielded to its influence; and, in a short time, the

Queen and the Princess of Wales the drawing-room and the

gilded boats the happy-looking girls and assiduous gallants
all huddled together in most irreverent confusion, sheered off"

(as a seaman would say,) and left a sound and refreshing slum-

ber in place of all that was great and gay dazzling and splen-
did in the first metropolis of the European hemisphere.
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LORD YELYERTON AND THE BAR.

characteristic and personal sketches of three Irish barristers : Mr. William

Fletcher (ai'tervvards chief justice of the Court of Common Pleas,) Mr.

James Egan (afterwards judge of Dublin County,) and Mr. Bartholomew

Hoare, King's counsel ^Lord Yelverton's dinner party The author's pa-

I'ody Mr. Egan right by mistake.

Mr. William Fletcher, since chief justice of the Common
Pleas; Mr. James Egan, afterwards judge of Kilmainham; and
JNIr. Bartholomew Hoare, one of the King's counsel, were cer-

tainly the three most intractable men of their profession, though
of characters very dissimilar.

Mr. Fletcher, a clever man and excellent lawyer, had a surly

temper combined with a kind heart and an honest free-spirited

principle, which never forsook him either in private life or as

a public functionary. He was hard featured, and although mo-
rose in court, disposed to jocularity in society: his appetites
seemed to incline towards goiirmandise, and in fact, toward

voluptuousness, generally speaking. As a judge, he was up-

right, uninfluenced, and humane.
Mr. Egan, a huge, coarse-looking, red-faced, boisterous fel-

low, to as tender a heart as ever was enclosed in so rough an

outside, added a number of other good qualities which it would
be too much to expect should exist without some alloy. His
manners were naturally gross rather than refined; and it was

very curious to see him in full-dress, endeavour to affect good
breeding. He had immense business at the bar at the time
Lord Yelverton presided in the Court of Exchequer; and he
executed that business zealously and successfully, with, how-
ever, as occasion served, a sprinkling of what we term balder-
dash. In fact, he both gave and received hits and cuts with
infinite spirit, and in more ways than one; for he had fought
a good number of duels, (one with swords) and had the good
fortune to escape with an unpierced skin. Natural death was
his final enemy, and swept him off long before nature ought
to have had any hand in it. He died judge of Dublin County.
Bartholomew Hoare was the inferior of both. He wrote

well, but spoke most disagreeably: his harangues being sen-

tentious and diffuse, though not destitute of point. He was ill-

tempered, arrogant, and rude, with a harsh expression of coun-

tenance; but withal, what was termed '* an able man.'* In
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point of intellect, indeed, he perhaps exceeded Esjan, but in

heart I must rank him inferior. Egan was popular with the

most talented men of his profession: Hoare could never attain

popularity in any shape.
The>e are merely fugitive sketches of three men of the Irish

bar who (I knev not why) were generally named together,
but whose respective careers terminated very differently:
Barthoiomevv Hoare died in great distress.

The chief baron. Lord Yelverton, got one day after dinner,
at his house at Faiiview, into an argument with Egan, which
in truth he always courted, to enhance the merriment of the

company. Hoare never heard an argument in his life between

any two persons, or upon any subject, wherein he did not long
to obtrude; and Fletcher, if he thought he had conceived a

good hit, was never easy till be was delivered of it. On the

evening in question, the trio had united in contesting with their

host all manner of subjects, which he had himself designedly
started, to excite them. He was in high glee, and played them
off in a style of the most superior wit and cleverness, assisted

by much classic quotation: by successive assaults he upset the

three, who were as less than one in the hands of Yelverton,
when he chose to exert himself. The evening certainly turned

out among the pleasantest I ever passed in society.
Lord Yelverton's wit and humour had a sort of weight and

solidity in it, which emitted a fervid as well as a blazing light.

I opened not my lips; had I mingled in their disputation, I

should not only have got my full portion of the tattooing (as they
termed it,) but also have lost, in becoming an actor, the grati-

fication of witnessing the scene. At length Lord Yelverton

wrote under the table with a pencil the following words, and

sent the scrap by a servant to me: "Barrington, these fel-

lows will never stop! pray lorite something about them, and

send it to me." 1 left the room, and having written the fol-

lowing parody in a hand to resemble printing, sent it in to his

Lordship sealed as a letter:

Three pleaders, in one vulgar era born,
Mount Melic, Cork, and Blarney did adorn .

In solemn surliness the first surpass'd,
The next in balderdanh in both the last ;

The force of Nature could no further go ;

To make a third, she join'd the former two !

Lord Yelverton, not expecting the lampoon to come in form

of a letter, was greatly diverted; it was read over and over

again, amidst roars of laughter. Every body entertained his

own conjecture respecting the writer, and each barrister ap-

propriated to himself one of the three characteristics. I was
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not at all suspected that night, since I had in nowise interfered,

and nay brief absence had not been noticed: but next day in

court, it somehow came out. Nobody but Hoare was vexed,
and him I silenced by threatening that I would write another

epigram on him solus if he provoked me.

Egan, however, professed annoyance at me for some cause

or other in the course of that day. He was never remarkable
for the correctness of his English. In speaking to some mo-
tion that was pending, he used the word obdurate frequently.
I happened to laugh; Egan turned round, and then addressing
himself to the chief baron,

' I suppose, my Lord," said he

ironically, *'the gentleman laughs at my happening to pro-
nounce the word obdurate wrong."

<'No, my Lord," replied I,
<' I only laughed because he

happened to pronounce it right.'"
1 never heard him utter the word obdurate afterwards.



250 MR. norcot's attempt at suicide.

MR. NORCOT S ATTEMPT AT SUICIDE.

The hollowness of interested popularity illustrated in the example of Mr. Nor-

cot The dilemma of a g'amester The last resource The "faithful" va-

let Mr. Norcot turns Mahometan His equivocal destiny.

Mr. Norcot was an eccentric Irish barrister, the uncertainty
of whose fate has a;iven rise to a vast number of surmises: the

last authentic account described him as a Turk selling rhubarb

and opium in the streets of Smyrna! When the Duke of Rich-

mond was Lord Lieutenant of Ireland he was a great favourite

at the Castle revels. He could drink as stoutly as the Duke
himself, touch the piano as well as a lady, or gamble as deeply
as any of the gentlemen: he could jest even better than Sir

Charles Vernon, and drove, in his entertainments, all other

bachelors out of the field. Hence, his reception was so flat-

tering, that he discarded all reflection, and at length found his

purse empty, his resources dry, his profession unproductive,
his estate melted down, and his reputation 7iot improved.
The noble Duke gave him noplace but at his dinner-table,

while smiles and lemonade were the favours of the Duchess:

the courtiers turned their faces towards him whilst he was

rich, and their backs when he had grown poor: his best puns

began to pass without notice, his mimicry excited no laugh-

ter, and his most high-flown compliments scarcely received a

curtsey.
A far, hearty, convivial fellow does not perceive what is

termed the half-cut near so soon as your lank, sensitive, tho-

rough-paced goer: and Norcot was not completely undeceived

as to his own declining influence until, one evening, having
lost much more money than he had to pay, he began to consi-

der how to make up the deficiency. He had very little cash

left any where, and was not versed in the borrowing system:
so he thought he would wait a few days to see what Providence

would be pleased to do for him; and as he had never thought it

worth his while to rely upon her before, he did not know ex-

actly in what way to court her assistance. Irish gentlemen so

circumstanced are very apt to suppose that the}' may find Pro-

vidence, or in other words good luck, at the bottom of two or

three bottles of wine, and accordinglj' never omit the applica-
tion thereunto. Norcot pursued the usual course, and certainly
made away with that number at least next night, with the
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Duke. But alas! this kind of exorcism was unsuccessful in

his instance, and he was necessitated to return home, at titree

o'clock in the morning, sobered by the verv lassitude of ex-

cess, and maddened by reflection. On arriving, he threw him-
self into his arm chair, his mind became confused, his reason
wandered: he thought of resources there were none! but
the extent of his poverty and debts being as yet not publicly
known, he thought of borrowing: the plan, however, seemed
a doubtful one; and besides, he was deterred from trying it by
his pride. He next thought of prison; this inflamed his brain

still farther, and drove him upon the fearful alternative of sui-

cide! Here a door of retreat seemed open, although whither it

led he knew not: but he had neither heart to bear up against
misfortune, nor religion to assuaae it: he had no steady friend

to advise with, and no liberal one to relieve him.
He sank for a moment into an enviable state of insensibility.

His servant Thomas, a broad, faithful Irishman, but who never
had known the meaning of any kind of feelings, (except cor-

poreal ones,) stood by surprised at the change in his master's
manner. " Thomas!" exclaimed the desponding ISorcot,

"Thomas, are my pistols charged?"
"Right well, plase your honour," replied Thomas.
" The flints, Thomas?"
" I'm sure they 'd strike fire enough to burn a barrel of gun-

powder, if your honour wanted to blow it up!"
"Bring them hither!'' said Norcot.
Thomas did not approve of this order, and answered, " Sure

your honour can't want them till day-light, anyhow!" But,
upon Norcot's authoritatively waving his hand, he brought the

pistols, wondering what his master wanted with them.

"Thomas," said the desperate man, "you were always
faithful!"

" And whi/ should not I?" said Thomas.
"
Well, then, 1 homas, I can live no longer!"

"Thunder and oons, Master! why not?
'

'' 'Tis enough to say, Thomas," pursued the hapless barris-

ter, taking up one of tiie pistols,
" that I am determined to die."

Thomas never having seen such a catastrophe, was quite
alarmed, but all his eloquence was in vain: having wept and

argued to no purpose, he ran towards the window to shout

murder, but it was fast. Norcot, (who was an unbeliever,)
shuddering meanwhile less at the idea of the crime he contem-

plated than at that of eternal annihilation, (which his tenets

induced him to anticipate,) said,
"
Thonias, take one of these

pistols and put it to my head; apply the other here, to my
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heart; fire both together, and put me out of my pain for die

I will!"

Thomas mused and bethought himself, and then answered,
I am willing to do the best I can for so good a master, but

truly I can't shoot, and may be I'd miss your honour! hadn't

I better go to some gentleman of your acquaintance that I

heard you say never missed any body and who would do it

cleverly?"
*'None but you," returned the unyielding desperado,

" shall

shoot me, Thomas!"
" I never shot any body!" cried the servant: '' but (taking

up the pistols) your honour says, one at your head: may I

crave what part of it?"
<' There," said Norcot, pointing to his temple; "the other

through my heart!"
*' And which side is your honour's heart to-night?'' inquired

the dilatory valet.
" Here!" replied Norcot: " now cock and fire!"

Thomas, who had been planning all this time how to get rid

of the business, now seemed on the sudden to recollect him-

self.
"
But, master dear!" said he, "when you were going

to fight a duel with that Captain O'Brien, at the Cove of Cork,

your honour took out Surgeon Egan with you, saying, that no

gentleman should risk his life without a doctor: so, if you plase,

i '11 just step over first and foremost, and fetch Surgeon Mack-
lin here /or fear of accidentsP^ Without waiting any re-

ply, he instantly stepped out of the room as fast as he could,

taking the pistols with him, and leaving Norcot in astonish-

ment; he actually went to the doctor, told him the story, and

brought him over to reason with his master, who remained in a

state of perfect distraction. However, the fit somewhat subsided;
and the incident's being thus placed in a novel and ridiculous

point of view had the most extraordinary efl"ect on Norcot's

mind. He recovered the use of his reason, and calm reflection

succeeded the burning frenzy. He could scarcely avoid smil-

ing at Thomas; and relating the adventure himself, pretended
it was only a trick of his own to terrify his servant. But when
he was left to himself, he considered what was best to be done,
and adopted it. He made up all the means he could, and

got into a place of secrecy, where he awaited the result of

the "
Chapter of Accidents," and the eflbrts of his great friends

to procure him some employment for subsistence: nor was he

long unprovided for. He was appointed to an ofiice, I think

at Malta, but where he soon disgraced himself in a man-

ner which for ever excluded him from society. Being now
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lost past all redemption, he lied to the Morea, and from thence

to Constantinople, where he renounced the cross and became
a Mussulman. But even there he was not fortunate: he has

for some time been lost sight of, and exhibits a most edifying
lesson to the dissipated and unbelieving. After commencing
the world with as plausible prospects of success and respecta-

bility as most men of his day, Norcot, if dead, has died a

disgraced and blasphemous renegado; thus confirming an ob-

servation of mine, throughout life, that a (ree-ihinker is

ever disposed to be also a free-ac/or, and is restrained from
the gratification of all his vices only by those laws which pro
vide a punishment for their commission.
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Baron Monckton ^Judge Boyd Judge Henn Legal blunder of a judge, and

Curran's bon-mot thereon Baron Power His suicide Crosby Morgal's

spirit of emulation Judge William Johnson Curious anecdote between

him and the author Judge Kelly His character and bon-mots Lord KiU

warden His character Murder of him and his nephew the Rev. Mr.

AVolfe Mr. Emmet executed Memoir of that person Judge Robert John-

son Arrested in Ireland, and tried in London, for a libel written on Lord

Redesdale in Ireland and published by Cobbctt Doubts of the legality of

his Lordship's trial He is found guilty.

Before, and for some time after I was called to the bar, the

bench was in some instances very curiously manned as to judges.
The uniform custom had previously been to send over these

dignitaries from England; partly with a view to protect the

property of absentees, and partly from political considerations:

and the individuals thus sent appeared as if generally selected

because they were good for nothing else. In truth, till the

judges of Ireland were made independent of the crown in 1784,
no E'rglish barrister who could earn his bread at home would

accept a precarious office in a strange country, and on a paltry

salary. Such Irishmen, also, as were in those days constituted

puisne judges, were of the inferior class of practising barristers,

on account of the last-mentioned circumstance.

A vulgar idea, most ridiculous in its nature, formerly pre-
vailed in Ireland, of the infallibility of judges. It existed at

an early period of my observations, and went so far even as to

conceive that an ignorant barrister, whose opinion nobody pro-

bably would ask, or, if obtained, would act upon should he,

by interest, subserviency, or other fortuitous circumstances, be

placed on the judicial bench, immediately changed his charac-

ter all the books in his library pouring their information into

his head! The great seal and the king's patent were held to

saturate his brain in half an hour with all that wisdom and

learning which he had in vain been trying to get even a peep
at during the former portion of his life; and the mere dicta of

the metamorphosed barrister were set down, by reporters, as

the infallible (but theretofore inexplicable) law of the land; and,
as such, handed round to other judges under the appellation of

precedents, entitled to all possible weight injudicial decisions.

This old doctrine of the infallibility of dicta and precedents,
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(which presented, in fact, an accumulation of enigmas and con-

tradictions,) was at one time carried !o great lengths; I believe

partly from a plausible system of making legal decisions uni-

form, whether right or wrong; and perhaps partly from the

inability of the adopters to make any better sort of precedent
themselves. A complaisance so ridiculous has of late been

much relaxed.

To show the gradual and great improvement of the Irish

bench, and the rapid advance in the administration of justice
in the law courts of that country, I will subjoin a few illustra-

tive anecdotes.

Baron Monckton, of the Exchequer, (an importation from

England,) was said to understand black letter and red wine
better than any who had preceded him in that situation. At all

events, being often vino dediiiis, he on those occasions described

the segment of a circle in making his way to the seat of justice!
This learned baron was longer on the bench than any other in

my recollection. I have also in later days enjoyed the intimacy
of a very clever well-informed man, and a sound lawyer, who

(like the baron) rather indecorously indulged in the juice of the

grape, and whom Lord Clare had made a judge for some ser-

vices rendered to himself. The newspapers eulogised this gen-
tleman very much for his singular tender-heartedness, saying,
*' So great was the humanity of Judge Boyd, that when he was

passing sentence of death upon any unfortunate criminal, it was
observable that his Lordship seldom failed to have ' a drop in

his eye!'
"

*' I remember a barrister being raised to the Irish bench,
who had been previously well known by the ingenious surname
of Counsellor Necessity, because " necessitas non legem ha-

bet:" and certainly to do him no more than justice, he consistent-

ly merited the cognomen after his elevation as well as before.

Old Judge Henn
(a very excellent private character,) was

dreadfully puzzled on circuit, about 1789, by two pertinacious

young barristers, arguing a civil bill upon some trifling subject,

repeatedly haranguing the Court, and each most positively lay-

ing down the " law of the case'' in direct opposition to his ad-

versary's statement thereupon. The judge listened with great
attention until both were tired of stating the law and contra-

dicting each other, when they unanimously requested his Lord-

ship to decide the point.

"How, gentlemen," said Judge Henn, "caw I settle it be-

tween you ? You, sir, positively say the law is one way, and

you (turning to the opposite party) as unequivocally affirm that

it is the other way. I wish to God, Billy Harris, (to his regis-

trar, who sat underneath,) I knew what the law really was!"

My Lord," replied Billy Harris, most sententiously, rising
((
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at the same nioment, and casting; a despairing glance towards

the bench;
" if I possessed that knowledge, I protest to God I

would tell your Lordship with a great deal of pleasure!"
" Then we'll save the point, Billy Harris," exclaimed the

judge.
A more modern justice of the Irish King's Bench, in giving

his dictum on a certain will case, absolutely said, "bethought
it very clear that the testator intended to keep a life interest

in the estate to himself.
^^ The bar did not laugh outright; but

Curran soon rendered that consequence inevitable. "Very
true, my Lord," said he, "very true! testators generally do

secure life interests to themselves. But, in this case, I rather

think your Lordship takes the will iov the deed.^'

The chief justices were, however, generally accomplished
men, and of first-rate talent as lawyers; and the chancellors,

with few exceptions, both able and dignified; qualities, which

Lord Lifford was the last to unite in an eminent degree.
On the subject of judges, I cannot omit a few anecdotes of a

very different description from the foregoing, which occurred

in m)' own time.

Baron Power was considered an excellent lawyer, and was

altogether one of the most curious characters I have met in the

profession. He was a morose, fat fellow, affecting to be gen-
teel: he was very learned, very rich, and very ostentatious.

Unfortunately for himself, Baron Power held the office of usher

of the Court of Chancery, which was principally remunerated

by- fees on monies lodged in that court. Lord Clare (then chan-

cellor) hated and teazed him, because Power was arrogant him-

self, and never would succumb to the arrogance of Fitzgibbon.
The chancellor had a certain control over the usher; at least

he had a sort of license for abusing him by innuendo, as an

officer of the court, and most unremittingly did he exercise that

license. Baron Power had a large private fortune, and always
acted in office strictly according to the custom of his predeces-

sors; but was attacked so virulently and pertinaciously by Lord

Clare, that having no redress, it made a deep impression, first

on his pride, then on his mind, and at length on his intellect.

Lord Clare followed up his blow, as was common with him: he

made incessant attacks on the baron, who chose rather to break

than bend; and who, unable longer to stand this persecution, de-

termined on a prank of all others the most agreeable to his adver-

sarv! The baron walked quietly down early one fine morning
to the south wall, which runs into the sea, about two miles from

Dublin; there he very deliberately filled his coat-pockets with

pebbles; and having accomplished that business, as deliberately-

walked into the ocean, which, however, did not retain him

long, for his body was thrown ashore* with great contempt
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by the tide. His estates devolved upon his nephews, two of

the most respectable men of their country; and the lord chan-

cellor enjoyed the double gratification of destroying a baron,
and recommending a more submissive officer in his place.

Had the matter ended here, it might not have been so very
remarkable

;
but the precedent was too respectable and in-

viting not to be followed by persons who had any particular
reasons for desiring strangulation; as a judge drowning him-
self gave the thing a sort of dignified legal eclat! It so hap-

pened, that a Mr. Morgal, then an attorney residing in Dub-

lin, (of large dimensions, and with shin bones curved like the

segment of a rainbow,) had, for good and sufficient reasons,

long appeared rather dissatisfied with himself and other peo-

ple. But as attorneys were considered much more likely to

induce their neighbours to cut their throats than to execute that

office upon themselves, nobody ever suspected Morgal of any
intention to shorten his days in a voluntary manner.

However, it appeared that the signal success of Baron
Power had excited in the attornev' a great ambition to get rid

of his sensibilities by a similar exploit. In compliance with

such his impression, he adopted the very same preliminaries
as the baron had done ; walked off by the very same road, to

the very same spot ; and, having had the advantage of know-

ing, from the coroner's inquest, that the baron had put pebbles
into his pocket with good effect, adopted likewise this judicia

precedent, and committed himself in due form into the hands
of father Neptune, who took equal care of him as he had done
of the baron ; and, after having suffocated him so completely
as to defy the exertions of the Humane Societ)', sent his bodv

floating ashore, to the full as bloated and buoyant as Baron
Power's had been. This gentleman was father to a lady of
rank still living, and whose first husband met a much more
disagreeable finale^ being shot against his will by his brother
candidate Mr. Crosby, at the election of Kerry. She has

herself, however, been singularly fortunate throughout life.

As a sequel to this little anecdote of Crosby Morgal, it is

worth observing, that, though I do not recollect any of the at-

torneys immediately following his example, four or five of his

clients very shortly after started from this world of their own
accord, to try, as people then said, if they could any way over-
take Crosby, who had left them no conveniences for staying
long behind him.*

* The Irish attorneys had, I believe, then pretty much the same reputation
and popularity enjoyed by their tribe throughout "the United Kingdom. They
have now wisely changed their designation into that of solicitors. I recol-
lect one anecdote, which wiUf I think, apply pretty well to the major part
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Mr, William Johnson (the present Judge Johnson) was the

only one of my brother barristers whose smiles were not agree-
able to me when we went circuits together. I liked his frowns

extremely, because they were generally very sincere^ extreme-

ly picturesque, and never niggardly bestowed. But, as my
cwn'smiles had the trouble of mounting up from mv heart,
whilst he had an assortment ready prepared to take a short cut
to his muscles whenever policy required, I found that in this

particular we were not equally matched.
When my friend W^illiam was angry, I was sure he was in

earnest, and that it would not be over too soon : I therefore
considered it as a proper, steady sort of concern. But his pa-
roxysms of good humour were occasionally so awkward, that

although thej^ were but transitory, I have frequently begged
of him to cheer up our society by getting into a little passion ;

nay, have sometimes taken the liberty of putting him into one

myself, to make him more agreeable.
Be it remembered, however, that this was before Mr. Wil-

liam Johnson became a judge ; and I cannot say what effect an
inoculation by Lord Norburv's temperament may have had

upon his constitution. But I have frequently told him, that

either physic or wrangling was indispensably necessary, to

keep his bile from stagnation; and I hope my old chum has
not suffered himself to sink into any morbid state of mental

apathy.
I alwavs promised to give William Johnson a page or two

in my " Historic Memoirs of Ireland:" some of his friends

have suggested that he would be more appropriately intro-

duced into my "
Fragments." I will adopt their suggestion

without abandoning my own purpose, and, with the best wishes

for his celebrity, bequeath him in both works to posterity,
which I shall leave to form its own estimate of his merits.

Though divers curious and memorable anecdotes occur to

me of my said friend Judge William Johnson, I do not con-

of that celebrated profession. Some years a^o, a suitor in the Court of Ex-

chequer complained in person to tlie Chief Baron, that he was quite ruinated,
and could go on no further !

" Then," said Lord Yclverton,
"
you had better

leave the matter to be decided by reference." " To be sure I will, my Lord,"
said the plaintiff: I've been now at law thirteen years, and can't get on at

all ! I'm w illing, please your Lordship, to leave it all either to one honest man
or two attornevs, whichever your Lordship pleases." "You had better toss

up for thar," said Lord Yelverton, laughing. Two attorneys were however

appointed, and, in less than a year, reported that "
they could not agree :"

both parties then declared, they would leave the matter to a very honest far-

mer a neighbour of theirs. They did so, and, in about a iveek, came hand-
in-hand to the court, thanked his Lordship, and told him their neighbour had
settled the whole affair square and straight to tlieir entire satisfaction. Lord
Yelverton used to tell the anecdote with great glee. ,
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ceive that many of them can be very interestmg out of court,

particularly after he becomes defunct, which nature has cer-

tainly set down as a '^ motion of course." One or two, how-

ever, which connect themselves with my egotistical feelings

shall not be omitted. At the same time, I assure him, that I

by no means approve of our late brother Daly's method of

reasoning, who, on his speaking rather indecorously of Mr.
William Johnson, in his absence, at the Bar-mess on circuit,

was tartlv and very properly asked by the present Mr. Justice

Jebb,
" Why he should say such things of Mr. Johnson behind

his back?" " Because," replied Mr. Daly,
" I would not hurt

his feelings by saying them to his/ir/ce."

I often reflect on a most singular circumstance which occur-

red between Johnson and me, as proving the incalculability of

what is called in the world ''

fortune," which, in my mind,
cannot have a better definition than " The state lottery of na-

ture." My friend is the son of a respectable apothecary, in

Fishamble-street, Dublin, and was called to the bar some few

years before me ; but the world being blind as to our respec-
tive merits, I got immediately into considerable business, and

he, though a much wiser man and a much cleverer lawyer, got
none at all. Prosperity, in short, deluged me as it were ;

when

suddenly I fell ill of a violent fever on circuit, which nearly
ended my career. Under these circumstances, Johnson acted

by me in a most kind and friendly manner, and insisted on re-

maining with me, to the neglect of his own concerns. This I

would not allow ; but I never forgot the proffered kindness,
and determined, if ever it came within my power, to repay his

civility.
The next year I was restored to health, and my career of

good fortune started afresh, whilst poor Johnson had still no
better luck. He remained assiduous, friendly, and good-na-
tured to me ; but at the same time he drooped, and told me at

Wexiord, in a state of despondency, that he was determined
to quit the bar and go into orders. I endeavoured to dissuade
him from this, because I had a presentiment that he would

eventually succeed ; and I fairly owned to him that I doubted
much if he were mild enough for a parson.

In about two years after, I was appointed King's counsel.

My stuff gown had been, so far, the most fortunate one of our

profession, and Johnson's the least so. I advised him to get
a new gown ; and shortly after, in the whim of the moment,
fancying there might be some seeds of good luck sticking to

the folds of my old stuff after I had quitted it for a silken robe,
I despatched a humorous note to Johnson, together with the

stuff gown, as a mark of my gratitude for his attentions, beg-
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ging he would accept it from a friend and well-wisher, and

try if wearing it would be of equal service to him as to me.
He received my jocose gift very pleasantly, and in good

part ; and, laughing at my conceit, put on the gown. But, what-
ever may become of prepossessions, certain it is that from that

period Johnson prospered ;
his business gradually grew larger ;

and, in proportion as it increased, he became what they call in

Ireland, high enough to every body but the attorneys; and
tPlus my friend William Johnson trudged on through thick and
thin to the Parliament House, into which Lord Castlereagh
stuffed him, as he said himself,

'' to put an end to it." How-
ever he kept a clear look-out, and now sits in the place his

elder brother Judge Robert had occupied, who was rather sin-

gularly ti?zjudged for having Cobbettized Lord Redesdale, as

will hereafter appear.
Old Mr. Johnson, the father of these two gentlemen, when

upwards of sixty, procured a diploma as physician to make
the family genteeler. He was a decent, orderly, good kind of

apothecary, and a very respectable, though somewhat ostenta-

tious doctor ; and, above all, a good, orthodox, hard-praying
Protestant. I was much amused one day after dinner at Mr.
Hobson's, at Bushy, near Dublin, where the doctor, Curran,

myself, and many others were in company. The doctor de-

lighted in telling of the successes of his sons. Bob, Bill, Gam,
and Tom the attorney, as he termed them

;
he was fond of at-

tributing Bob's advancement rather to the goodness of Provi-

dence than that of the Marquess of Downshire ; and observed,
most parentally, that he had brought up his boys, from their

very childhood, with " the fear of God always before their

eyes."
" Ah ! 'twas a fortunate circumstance indeed, doctor,"

said Curran,
"
very fortunate indeed that you frightened

them so earlv."

One of the most honourable and humane judges I ever saw

upon the Irish bench was the late Justice Kelly, of the Common
Pleas. He acquired professionally a very large fortune, and
died at a great age beloved and regretted by every being who
had known him. It was he who tried the cause of Lady M ,

and never did I see him chuckle with pleasure and a proper
sense of gallantry, more than he did at the verdict in that case.

He was no common man. Numerous anecdotes have been

told of him : many singular ones I myself witnessed ;
but none

which did not do credit to some just or gentlemanly feeling.

He had practised several years in the West Indies ; and stu-

dying at the Temple on his return, was in due season admitted

to the Irish bar, to the head of which he rose with universal

approbation.
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At the time the Irish insisted on a declai-ation of their inde-

pendence, Judge Kelly had attained the high dignity of Prime

Serjeant, a law office not known in England : in Ireland the

Prime Serjeant had rank and precedence of the attorney and

solicitor-general. On the government of Ireland first oppos-
ing that declaration of independence, Kelly, from his place in

Parliament, declared " he shoulfi consider it rather a disgrace
than an honour to wear the prime Serjeant's gown under a mi-

nistry which resisted the rights of his country !" and immedi-

ately sent in his resignation, and retired to the rank of a pri-
vate barrister.

Among such a people, and in consequence of such conduct,
it is useless to attempt describing his popularity. His business
rose to an extent beyond his powers. Nobody was satisfied

who had not Tom Kelly for his advocate in the courts; no
suitor was content who had not Tom Kelly's opinion as to

title : all purchasers of property must have Tom Kelly's sanc-

tion for their speculations. In a word, he became both an
oracle and a fortune-teller : his court-bag grew too heavy for

his strength, but he got through everv cause gallantly and

cheerfully : he was always prepared ;
his perseverance never

yielded ; his arguments seldom failed ; his spirits never flagged.
This enviable old man lived splendidly, yet saved a large for-

tune. At length, it was found so unpopular to leave him at

the bar, that he was first appointed Solicitor-General, and then
mounted on the bench of the Common Pleas, where having sat

many years, he retired to his beautiful country residence, near

Stradbally, Queen's County, and lived as a country gentleman
in hospitable magnificence. He married three of his daugh-
ters well, pursued his field-sports to his death, and departed
this world to the unanimous regret of all who knew him.

Judge Kelly's only son, whilst his father yet lived, turned
methodist ; got infatuated amongst devotees and old women ;

became a sectarian preacher ! and has by these ignoble means
contrived, as thoroughly as the possession of a large fortune
will permit him, to bury once more the family name in that

obscurity whence his father had raised it. After Judge Kelly
had assumed the bench, the public began to find out that his

legal knowledge had been overrated ! his opinions were over-

ruled, his advice thought scarce worth having, his deductions
esteemed illogical: in short, he lost altogether the character
of an infallible lawyer, but had the happiness of thinking he
had confirmed his reputation for honour, justice and integrity.
He used to say, laughingly,

" So they find out now that I am
not a very staunch lawyer : I am heartily glad they did not
find it out thirty years ago !"

'
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He loved the world, and this was only gratitude, for the

world loved him
; and nobody ever yet enjoyed his existence

with more cheerfulness and composure.
"
Egad !" he used to

say,
" this world is v/heeling round and round quite too fast to

please me. For my part I'd rather be a young shoe-boy than

an o/^ judge." (Who would not ? says the author
:)
He al-

ways most candidly admittea his legal mistakes : I recollect

n.y friend William Johnson once pressed him very fiercely to a

decision in his favour, and stating as an argicment (in his usual

peremptory tone to judges he was not afraid of) that there could

be no doubt on the point precedent was imperative in the

matter, as his Lordship had decided the same points the same

way twice before.

<'So, Mr. Johnson," said the judge, looking archly shift-

ing his seat somewhat and shrugging up his right shoulder,
"so! because I decided wrong twice, Mr. Johnson, you'd
have nie do so a third time? No, no, Mr. Johnson! you must
excuse me. I'll decide the other way this bout:" and so he

did.

The anecdotes of his quaint humour are in fact innumerable,
and some of his charges quite extraordinary. His profile was

very like Edmund Burke's: he had that sharp kind of nose

which gives a singular cast to the whole contour; but there was

always an appearance of drollery lurking in his countenance.

No man could more justly boast of carrying about him proofs
of nationality, as few ever had the Irish dialect stronger. It

was in every word and every motion ! Curran used to say he

had the brogue in his shoulders. If Judge Kelly conceived he

had no grounds to be ashamed of his country, she had still less

to be ashamed of him. He was calculated to do credit to any
land.

I also had the pleasure of being acquainted with Mr. Arthur
Wolfe intimately, afterwards Baron Kilwarden and Chief Jus-

tice of Ireland. This gentleman had, previously to his ad-

vancement, acquired very high eminence as an equity lawyer:
he vvas much my senior at the bar.

Wolfe had no natural genius, and but scanty ^<'?2era/ infor-

mation: his talents were originally too feeble to raise him by
their unassisted efforts into any political importance. Though
patronized by the earl of Tyrone, and supported by the Beres-

ford aristocracy, his rise was slow and gradual; and his promo-
tion to the office of Solicitor-General had been long predicted,
not from his ability, but in consequence of his reputation as a

good-hearted man and a sound lawyer.
On the elevation of Mr. John Fitzgibbon to the seals, Mr.

Wolfe succeeded him as Attorney-General, the parliamentary
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duties of which ofllcc were, however, far beyond the reach of

his oratory, and alt02;etiier too important for his proportion of

intellect; and hence he had to encounter difficulties which he
was unable successfully to surmount. The most gifted mem-
bers of his own profession were, in fact, then linked with the

first-rate political talents of the Irish nation, to bear down those

measures wliich it had become Mr. Wolfe's imperative official

duty to originate or support.
In the singular character of Mr. Wolfe, there were strange

diversities of manner and of disposition. On first acquaintance,
he seldom failed to make an unfavourable impression; but his

arrogance was only apparent -his pride innoxious his haugh-
tiness theoretical. In society, he so whimsically mixed and

mingled solemn ostentation with playful frivolity, that the man
and the hoy, the judge and the jester, were generally alternate.

Still Kilvvarden's heart was right, and his judgment sufficing*.

In feeling he was quick in apprehension slow. The union of

these qualities engendered a sort of spurious sensibility, which

constantly led him to apprehend offence where none was ever
intended. He had a constant dread of being thought petulant;
and the excitement produced by this dread became itself the

author of that techy irritation which he so much deprecated.
Thus, like certain humorous characters on the stage, he fre-

quentl}' worked himself into silly anger by endeavouring to

show that he was perfectly good-lem'pered.
Lord Kilwarden, not perceiving the true distinction between

pride and dignity, thought he was supporting the appearance
of the one, when, in fact, he was only practising the formality
of the other: and, after a long intercourse with the world, he

every day evinced that he knew any one else's character better

than his own. As Attorney-General during a most trying era,
his moderation, justice, and discretion were not less evident
than was his strict adherence to official duties; and tlie peculi-
arities of his manner were merged in the excellence of his more

sterling qualities.
In the celebrated cause of the King against Heavy, (in the

King's Bench,) Mr. Curran and I were Heavy's counsel, and
afterwards moved to set aside the verdict on grounds which
we considered to form a most important point, upon legal prin-

ciples.
Curran had concluded his speech, and I vvas stating what I

considered to be the law of the case, when Lord Kilwarden,

impatient and fidgetty, interrupted me:'* God forbid, Mr, Bar-

rington," said he, "that should be the law!"
"God forbid, my Lord," answered I, "that it should 7wi

be the law,"
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<' You are rough, Sir," exclaimed he.

"More than one of us have the same infirmity, my Lord."
" I was right, Sir," said he.

<'So was I, my Lord," returned I, unbendingly.
He fidgetted again, and looked haughty and sour, I thought

he would break out, but he only said,
" Go on, Sir go on^

Sir!" 1 proceeded: and, wliflst I was speaking, he wrote a

note, which was handed to me by the officer: I kept it, as af-

fording a curious trait of human character. It ran thus:

"
Barrington,
"You are the most impudent fellow I ever rnet. Come

and dine with me this day at six. You will meet some stran-

gers, so I hope you will behave yourself, though I have no
reason to expect it! K."

To conclude this sketch; Lord Kil warden was, in grain,
one of the best men I ever knew: but, to be liked, it was ne-

cessary he should be known; and, the more intimately known,
the more apparent were his good qualities. He had not an er-

ror, to counterbalance which some merit did not exhibit itself.

He had no wit, though he thought he said good things: as a

specimen of his punning, he used to call Curran *' Goose-

berry.
"

The instability of human affairs was lamentably exemplified
in his Lordship's catastrophe: his life was prosperous, and

deservedly so; his death cruel and unmerited. There scarcely
exists in record a murder more inhuman or more wanton than

that of the chief justice.
In 1803, on the evening when the partial but sanguinary in-

surrection broke out in Dublin, (organized by Mr. Emmet)
Lord Kilwarden had retired to his country-house near the me-

tropolis, and was tranquilly enjoying the society of his family,
when he received an order from government to repair to town
on particular business: in fact, the police, the secretaries, and
all attached to the executive, had continued incredulous and

supine, and never believed the probability of a rising until it

was at the very point of commencing.
Lord Kilwarden immediately ordered his carriage, and, at-

tended only by his nephew, (a clergyman) and one of his

daughters, proceeded to Dublin without the least suspicion of

violence or interruption. His road, however, lay through a

wide and long street, wherein the rebels had first assembled;
and previously to Lord Kilwarden's arrival, had commenced

operations. Before his Lordship could conceive, or had time

to ask, the cause of this assemblage, he was in the midst of

their ranks; hemmed in on every side by masses of armed ruf-
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fians, there was no possibility of retreat; and 'witliout being
conscious of a crime, he heard the yells of murder and revenue
on every side around him, and perceived that he was lost be-

yond the power of redemption.
A general shout ran amongst the insursients of " The Chief

Justice! The Chief Justice!" Their crime would have been
the same in either case, but it was alleged that they were mis-

taken as to the person, conceiving it to be Lord Carleton, who,
as justice of the Common Picas, had some years before rendered

himself beyond description obnoxious to the disaffected of Dub-

lin, in consequence of having; been the judge who tried and

condemned the two Counsellors Sheers, who were executed

for treason, and to whom that nobleman had been testamentary

goardian, by the will of their father. The mob thought only
of him; and Lord Kilwarden fell a victim to their revenge

against Lord Carleton.

The moment the cry went forth, the carriage was stopped,
and the door torn open. The clergyman and Miss Wolfe got
out and ran: the latter was suffered to escape: but the pike-
men pursued, and having come up with Mr. Wolfe, mangled
and murdered, in a horrid manner, as fine and inoffensive a

young gentleman as I ever knew.
Hundreds of the murderers now surrounded the carriage,

ambitious only who should first spill the blood of a chief jus-

tice; a multitude of pikemen at once assailed him, but his wounds

proved that he had made many efforts to evade them. His hands
were lacerated all over, in the act of resistance; but, after a long
interval of torture, near thirty stabs in various parls of his body
incapacitated him from struggling further with his destiny.

They dragged him into the street; yet, when conveyed into a

liouse, he was still sensible, and able to speak a few words
but soon after expired, to the great regret of all those who knew
him well, as I did, and were able to separate his frivolity from
his excellent qualities.

Certain events which arose out of that cruel murder are sin-

gular enough. Mr. Emmet, a young gentleman of great abili-

ties but of nearly frantic enthusiasm, who had been the organ
and leader of that partial insurrection, was son to the state phy-
sician of Ireland, Doctor Emmet. Some time after the unfor-

tunate event, he was discovered, arrested, tried, and executed.

On his trial, Mr. Plunkett was employed to act for the crown,
with which he had not before been connected, but was soon
after appointed Solicitor-General. The circumstances of that

trial were printed, and are no novelty; but the result of it was
a paper which appeared in Cobbett against Lord Redesdale,
and which was considered a libel. It was traced to Judge Ro-
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bert Johnson, of the Conimon Pleas, who was in consequence

pursued by the then Attorney-General, Mr. O'Grady, as was

8;cnerally thought by the bar, (and as I still think) in a manner

contrary to all established principles both of law and justice.
The three law courts had the case argued before them: the

judges differed on every point: however, the result was that

Judge Johnson, being kidnapped, was taken over to England,
and tried before the King's Bench at Westminster, for a libel

undoubtedly written in Ireland, although published by Cobbett

in both countries. He was found guilty; but, on the terms of

his resigning office, judgment was never called for. As, how-

ever. Judge Robert Johnson was one of those members of par-
liament who had forgotten their patriotism and voted for a

Union, the government could not in reason abandon him alto-

gether. They therefore gave him twelve hundred pounds a

year for life; and Robert Johnson, Esquire, has lived many
years not a bit the worse for Westminster; whilst his next bro-

ther, (to whom I have already paid my respects,) was made

judge of the Common Pleas, and rules in his stead. This is

the Mr. Robert Johnson who, from his having been inducted

into two offices, Curran used to style, on alluding to him in the

House of Commons, " 'he /ea?'ne^ barrack-master. " He was
a well-read entertaining man, extremely acute, an excellent

writer, and a trust-worthy, agreeable companion. But there

was something tart in his look and address, and he was neither

good-natured in his manner nor gentlemanly in his appearance,
which circumstances, altogether, combined with his public ha-

bits to make him extremely unpopular. He did not affect to be

a great pleader, but he would have made a first-rate attorney:
he was very superior to his brother William in every thing ex-

cept law and arrogance, in which accomplishments William,
when a barrister, certainly was entitled to a pre-eminence which
I believe, none of his contemporaries refused to concede him.

END OF VOL. I.
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THE FIRE-EATERS.

Passion for duelling in Ireland Ancient duel before the judges and law authori-

ties, &c. &c. at the Castle of Dublin List of official ant^ judicial duellists in

author's time Family weapons described The Fire-eaters' Society Their

chiefs Elegant institution of the Knights of Tara Description of them

Their exhibitions and meetings The rules of duelling and points of honour es-

established by the fire-eaters, called the Thirty-sis Commandments Singular

duel between the author and Mr. Richard Daly, a remarkable duellist and fop

Daly hit Author's second the celebrated Balloon Crosby His singular ap-

pearance and character.

It may be objected that anecdotes of duelling have more
than their due proportion of space in these sketches, and that

no writer should publish feats of that nature
(if

feats they can

be called,) especially when performed by persons holding

grave offices, or by public functionaries. These are very plau-

sible, rational observations, and are now anticipated for the

purpose of being answered.

It might be considered a sufficient excuse, that these stories

refer to events long past ;
that they are amusing, and the more;

so as being matters of fact, (neither romance nor exaggeration,)
and so various that no two of them are at all similar. But a

much better reason can be given ; namely, that there is oo
other species of detail or anecdote which so clearly brings in

illustration before a reader's eye the character, genius, and
manners of a country, as that which exemplifies the distin-

guishing propensities of its population for successive ages.
Much knowledge will necessarily be gained by possessing such *
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a series of anecdotes, and by then going on to trace trie de-

clino of such propensities to the progress of civilization in that

class of society where they had been prevalent.
As to the objection founded on the rank or profession of the

pnrties concernec!, it is only necessary to subjoin the following
si'ort abstract from a long list of official duellists who have

ilguredavvay in my lime, and some of them before my eyes.
The number of grave personages who appear to have adopt-

ed the national taste, (though in most instances it was undoubt-

edly before their elevation to the bench that they signalised
themselves in single combat,) removes from me all imputation
of pitching upon and exposing any unusual frailty; and I think

I may challenge any country in Europe to show such an as-

iiemblage of gallantyMt//c/a/ and official antagonists at fire and
sword as is exhibited even in the following list.*

The lord chancellor of Ireland, Earl Clare, fought the mas-

ter of the Roils, Curran.

The chief justice K. B., Lord Clonmell, fought Lord Ty-
rawley, (a privy counsellor,) Lord Llandaff, aud two others.

The judge of the county of Dublin, Egan, fought the mas-
ter of the Rolls, Roger Barrett, and three others.

The chancellor of the exciiequer, the Right Honourable
Issac Corry, fought the Right Honourable Henry Grattan, a

pirvy counsellor, and another,

A baron of the exchequer, Baron Medge, fought his bro-

ther-in-law and two others.

The chief justice C. P., Lord Norbury, fought Fire-eater

Fitzgerald, and tvvo other gentlemen, and frightened "Napper

Tandy and several besides : one hit only.
The judge of the Prerogative Court, Doctor Duigenan^

*
Single combat was formerly a very prevalent and favourite mode o^ admin is-

tering justice in Ireland; and, not being considered so brutal as bull-fights, or

otiier beastly amaseiflents of that nature, it was authorized by law, and frequent-

ly performed before the high authorilies and their ladies ; bishops, judges, an<l

other persons of high ofiice generally honouring the spectacle with their pre-
geiice.

"^

The lost exhibition of that nature which I ha%-e read of was between two Irish

g.atlemen ; Connor Mac Cormac O'Connor, and Teige Mac Kilpatrick O'Con-
nor. They fought with broad swords and skeens (lar-;e knives,) in the castle of

Dublin, ia the prL'sence of the archbishop and all the chief authorities and ladies

cf rani:. They had hewed each other for a full hour, when Mr. Mac Ki!i)alrick
O'Coiinuf, happer.iiig to miss his footing, Mr. Mac Cormac O'Connor began to

cur. his head off very expertly with his knife, wliich, after a good deal of cutting,

itri'.ggiing, and hacking, he was at length so fortunate as to effect
; and, having

got the head clsar off the shoulders, he handed it to the lords justices (vpho were

prtseat,) and by wbcm the head and neck was most graciously received.
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iought one barrister and frightened another on the ground.-
-

N, B. The latter case a curious one.

The chief counsel to the revenue, Henry Deane Grady,

fouo;ht Counsellor O'Mahon, Counsellor Campbell, and others :

alJ hits.

The master of the Rolls fought Lord Buckinghamshire, the

chief secretary, &.c.

The provost of the university of Dublin, the Right Honour-
able Hely Hutchinson, fought Mr. Doyle, master in Chancery,

(they went to the plains of JNIinden to fight,) and some others.

; The chief justice C. P., Patterson, fought three country

gentlemen, one of them with swords, another with guns, and

wounded all of them.

The Right Honourable George Ogle, a privy counselloi',

fought Barney Coyle, a distiller, because he was a papist.

They fired eight shots and no liit
\
but the second broke his

own arm.

Thomas Wallace, K. C. fought Mr. O'Gorman, the catholic

secretary.
Counsellor O'Connell fought the Orange chieftain : fata! to

the champion of Piotestant ascendency.
The collector of the customs of Dublin, the Honourable

Francis Hutchinson, fought the Right Honourable Lord (Mount-

morris.

The reader of this dignified list (which, as I have said, is

only an abridgment*) will surely see no great indecorum in an

admiralty judge having now and then exchanged broadiiides,
more especially as they did not militate against the law of na-

tions.

However, it must be ^^-ued that there were occasional iy

very peaceable and forgiving instances amongst the barristers.

I saw a very brave king's counsel, Mr. Curran, horse-whipped
most severely in the public street, by a very savage nobleman.
Lord Clanmorris j and another barrister was said to have had
his eye saluted by a moist messenger from a gentleman's lips

(Mr. May's) in the body of the House of Commons, Ye%
both those little incivilities were arranged very amicably, if a

private manner, and v/ithout the aid of any deadly vver,|jO!i

whatsoever, I suppose for varietiv's sake. But the people of

Dublin used to observe, that a judgment came upon Couiisellor

O'Callaghan, for haying kept Mr. Curran quiet in. the horse-

* Two hundred and fwenty-sevtn TnemoraLle and Official duels have actually
faeeu fought ^uringr n.y grand climacteric.



G THE FIKE-EATERS.

whipping affair, inasmuch as his own brains were literally
scattered about the ground by an attorney very soon after he

had turned pacificator.

In my time, the number of killed and wounded amongst
the bar was very considerable. The other learned professions
outiered much less.

It is, in fact, incredible what a singular passion the Irish

gentlemen (though in general excellent-tempered fellows) for-

merly had for fighting each other and immediately making
friends again. A duel was indeed considered a necessary piece
of a youiig man's education,, but by no means a ground for fu-

ture animosity with his opponent.
One of the most humane men existing, an intimate friend of

mine, and at present a prominent public character, but who (as
the expression then was) had frequently played both " hilt to

hilt" and "muzzle to muzzle," was heard endeavouring to

keep a little son of his quiet who was crying for something:
"Come, now, do be a good boy! Come, now," said my friend,
don't cry, and I'll give you a case of nice little pistols to mor-
row. Come, now, don't cry, and we'll shoot them all in the

morning." "Yes! yes! we'll shoot them all in the morning!"
responded the child, drying his little eyes and delighted at the

notion. I have heard the late Sir Charles Ormsby, who affect-

ed to be a wit, though at best but a humourist and gourmand,
liken the story of my friend and his son, to a butcher at Ne-

nagh, who in like manner wanted to keep his son from crying,
ftnd effectually stopped his tears by saying, "Come, now, be

a good boy! don't cry, and you shall kill a lamb to-morrow!

now, won't you be good?" "Oh yes, yes,'' said the child,

sobbing; "Father, is the lamb ready!''
Within my recollection, this national propensity for fighting

and slaughtering was nearly universal, originating in the spirit

and habits of former times. When men had a glowing ambi-

tion to excel in all manner of feats and exercises, they natural-

ly conceived that manslaughter, in an honesf way (that is, not

knowing which would be slaughtered,) was the most chivalrous

and gentlemanly of all their accomplishments; and this idea

gave rise to an assiduous cultivation of the arts of combat, and

dictated the wisest laws for carrying them into execution with

regularity and honour.

Aboiit the year 1777, the Fire-eaters were in great repute
in Ireland. No young fellow could finish his education till he

had exchanged shots with some of his acquaintances. The
first two questions always asked as to a yoJng man's respecta-

bility and qualifications, particularly when he
proj^osed

for a
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lady-wife, were,
' What family is he of?'* '-Did he ever

blaze?"

Tipperary and Galway were the ablest schools of the duel-

lino" science. Galvvay was most scientific at the sword: Tip-

perary most practical and prized at the pistol: Mayo not amiss

at either: Roscommon and Sligo had many professors and a

hio;h reputation in the leaden branch of the pastime.
When I was at the university, Jemmy Keogh, Buck English,

Cosey Harrison, Crowe Ryan, Reddy Long, Amby Bodkin,

Squire Falton, Squire Blake, Amby Fitzgerald, and a few

others, were supposed to understand the points of honour bet-

ter than any men in Ireland, and were constantly referred to.

In the North, the Fallows and the Fentons were the first

hands at it
;
and most counties could have then boasted their

re^uhv poini-of-hojiour men. The present chief justice of the

common pleas was supposed to have understood the thing as

well as any gentleman in Ireland.

In truth, these oracles were in general gentlemen of good
connexions* and most respectable families, otherwise nobody
would fight or consult them.

Every family then had a case of hereditary pistols, which

descended as an heir-loom, together with a long silver-hilted

sword, for the use of their posterity. Our family pistols, de-

nominated pelters, were brass (I believe my second brother

has them still :)
the barrels were very long and poinf-blankej^s.

They were included in the armoury of our ancient castle of

Ballynakill in the reign of Elizabeth, (the stocks, locks, and

hair triggers were, however, modern,) and had descended from

father to son from that period : one of them was named
," sweet lips," the other '' the darling." The family rapier
was called " skiver the pullet" by my grand-uncle, Captain
Wheeler Barrington, who had fought with it repeatedly and

run through different parts of their persons several Scots offi-

cers, who had challenged him all at once for some national re-

flection. It was a very long, narrow bladed, straight cut-and-

thrust, as sharp as a razor, with a silver hilt, and a guard of

* There was an association in the year 17S2, (a volunteer corps) which was
called the "

Independent Light Horse." They were not confined to one di=trict,

and none could be admitted but the younger brothers of the most respectable fa-

jnilies. They were all both "
hilt and muzzle boys;" and, that no member

should set himself up as greater than another, every individual of the corps was

obliged, on reception, to give his honour " that he could cover his fortune with

the crown of his hat."

Roscommon and Sligo tiien furnished some of the finest young fellows (fire-

caters) I ever saw: their spirit and decorum were equally admirable, and tbeii-

honour and liberality conspicuous on all occasions.
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buff leather inside it. I kept this rapier as a curiosity for some
time ;

but it was stolen during my absence at Temple.
I knew Jemmy Keogh extremely well. He was considered

in the main a peace-maker, for he did not like to see any body
fight but himself; and it was universally admitted that he nev-

er killed any man who did not well deserve it. He was a

plausible, although black-looking fellow, %vith remarkably
thick, long eye-brows closing with a tuft over his nose. He
unfortunately killed a cripple in the Phoenix Park, which ac-

cident did him great mischief. He was land-agent to Bourke
of GHnsk, to whom he always officiated as second.

At length so many quarrels arose without sufficiently digni-

fied provocation, and so many things were considered as quar-
rels of course, which were not quarrels at all, that the prin-

cipal fire eaters of the South saw clearly disrepute was likely
to be thrown both on the science and its professors, aad thought
it full time to interfere and arrange matters upon a proper,

steady, rational, and moderate footing ;
and to legulate the

time, place, and other circumstances of duelling, so as to go-
vern all Ireland on one principle -thus establishing a uni-

form, national code of the lex piis^nandi ; proving, as Hugo
Grotius did, that it was for the benefit of all belligerents to

adopt the same code and regulations.
In furtherance of this object, a branch society liad been

formed in Dublin termed the "
Knights of Tara," which met

once a month at the theatre, Capel Street, gave premiums for

fencing, and proceeded in the most laudably systematic manner.

The amount of the admission-m.oney was laid out on silver

cups, and 8;iven to the best fencers^ as prizes, at quarterly ex-

hibitions of pupils and amateurs.

Fencing with the small sword is certainly a most beautiful and

noble exercise : its acquirement confers a fine bold manly car-

riage, a dignified mien, a firm step, and graceful motion. But,

alas! its practisers are .now supplanted by <:ontemptible groups
of smirking quadrillers with unweaponed belts, stuffed breasts,

and strangled loins!-la set of squeaking dandies, whose se^

m^y be readily mistaken, or, I should rather say, is of no con-

sequence.
The theatre of the Knights of Tara, on these occasions, was

always overflowing : -the combatants were dressed in close

cambric jackets, garnished with ribbons, each wearing the fa-

vrDurite colour of his fair one : bunches of ribbons also dangled
at theirJfenees, and roses adorned their morocco slippers, w^icU

had bnff^ soles, to prevent noise in tbeir lunges. No mask* or

visors Vv'tre used as in ^h'^'^"- 'r-ovn t mnrr.n<? 'uy^i^'^ : or the V.CV-
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traiy, every feature was uncovered, and its inflections all vi-

sible. The ladies appeared in full nicrning dresses, each hand-

in^ his foil to her champion for the day, and their presence
animating the singular exhibition. From the stage-boxes the

prizes likewise were handed to the conquerors by the fair ones,

accompanied each with a wreath of laurel, and a smile then
more valued than a hundred victoriesl The tips of the foils

were blackened, and tlierefore instantl}^ betrayed the hits on
the cambric jacket, and proclaimed without doubt the success-

ful combatant. All was decorum, gallantry, spirit, and good
temper.
The Knights of Tara also had a select committee to decide

on all actual questions of honour referred to them : to recon-
cile differences, if possible ; if not, to adjust the terms and
continuance of single combat. Doubtful points were solved

generally on the peaceable side, provided women were not in-

sulted ordefamed
;
but when tliat was the case, the knights

were obdurate,^ and blood must be seen. They were consti-

tuted by ballot, something in the manner of the Jockey Club ;

but without the possibility of being dishonourable, or the op-
portunity of cheating each other.

This most agreeable and useful association did not last aboi'e

two or three years. I cannot tell why it broke up: I rather think,

however, the original fire-eaters thought it frivolous, or did
not like their own ascendency to be rivalled. It was said that

they threatened direct hostilities against the knights ; and I am
the more disposed to believe this, because, soon after, a com-

prehensive code of the laws and points of honour was issued

from the Southern fire-eaters, with directions that it should be

strictl}'- observed by all gentlemen through out the kingdom,
and kept in their pistol-cases, that ignorance might never be

pleaded. Tliis code was not circulated in print, but very nu-
merous written copies were sent to the different county clubs,

&c. My father got one for his sons ; and I transcribed most

(I believe not all) of it into some blank leaves. These rules

brought the whole business of duelling into a focus, and have
been much acted upon down to the present day. They called

them in Galway "the thirty-six commandments.'^
As far as my copy went, they apnear to have run as fol-

lows: -V

The practice ot duelling and points of honour settled at

Clonmell summer assizes, 1777, by the gentlemen delegates of

Tipperary, GAvay, Mayo, Sligo, and Roscommon., and pre-
scribed for

geaeral|>doptioD throughout Ireland.
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Rule 1.

The first offence requires the first apologj', thouj^h, the re-

tort may have been more offensive than the insult: exanple;
A tells B he is impertinent, &c. B retorts, that he lies: yet A
must make the first apology, because he gave the first offence,
and then (after one fire) B may Explain away the retort by
subsequent apology.

Rule 2.

But if the parties would rather fight on, then, after two
shots each, (but in no case before,) B may explain first, and A
apologize afterwards.

N. B. The above rules apply to all eases of offences in re-

tort not of a stronger class than the example.

Rule S.

If a doubt exist who gave the first offence, the decision rests

with the seconds
;

if they tvon't decide or ca7i'i agree, the

matter must proceed to two shots, or to a hit, if the challenger

require it.

Rule 4,

When tiie lie dh-ect is the fu^st offence the aggressor must
either beg pardon in expiess terms

; exchange two shots pre-
vious to apology ;

or three shots followed up by explanation ;

or fire on till a severe hit be received by one party or the

other.

Rule 5.

As a blow is strictly prohibited under any circumstances

amongst gentlemen, no v^erbal apology can be received for

such an insult: the alternatives therefore are the offender

handing a cane to the injured party, to be used on his own back,
at the same time begging pardon ; firing on until one or both
is disabled

;
or exchanging three shots, and then asking pardon,

without the proffer of the ca7ie.

If swords are used, the parties engage till one is well blood-

ed, disabled, or disarmed
;
or until, after receiving a wound,

and blood being drawn the aggressor begs pardon.
N. B. A c?z5a?'7n is considered the same as a disable: the

tllsramer may (strictly) break his adversary's sword
;
but if it

bfithe challenger who is disarmed, it is ccnsid^d as ungener*
ous to do so.

%*
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In case the challenged be disarmed and refuses to ask par-
don or atone, he must not be killed, as formerly ;

but the

challenger may lay his own sword on the aggressor's shoulder,
then break the aggressor's sword, and say,

" I spare your
life!" The challenged can never revive that quarrel the

challenger may.

Rule G.

If A gives B the lie, and B retorts by a blow, (being the
two greatest offences) no reconciliation can take place tiil after

two discharges each, or a severe hit ; after which, B may
beg A's pardon humbly for the blow, and then A may explain
simply for the lie

; because a blow \s never allowable, and the
offence of the lie therefore merges in it, (See preceding rule.)
N. B. Challenges for undivulged causes may be reconciled

on the ground, after one shot. An explanation or the slightest
hit should be sufficient in such cases, because no personal of-

fence transpired.

Rule 7.

But no apology can be received, in any case, after, the par-
ties have actually taken their ground, without exchange of
"'res.
cav

nesi Rule 8.

"^.^"^ the above case, no challeno;er is obliared to divnls:e bis
P

yof challenge (if private) unless required by the challeng-
''^"' to do before their meeting;,some \

Oiig'"A Rule 9.

) make\

i\\y. 'jputations of cheating at play, races, &c. to be consi-
^erc iiim fivalent to a blow

;
but may be reconciled after one

shot,ch up fitting their falsehood, and beccging pardon pub-
licly. ^vid/

"I Rule 10.

Any insult to a lady under a gentleman's care or protection,
to be considered as, by one degree, a greater offence than if

given to the gentleman personally, and to be regulated accord-

ingly.
Rule 11.

Offences originating or accruing from the support of ladies'

reputation, to be considered as less unjustifiable than any others

of the same class, and as admitting of slighter apologies by the
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aggressor: tiiis to be determined by tlie circumstances of the

case, but always favourably to the lady.

Rule 12.

Ill simple unpremeditated reticontrcs with the smalI-svvord>

or couteau-de-chasse, the rule is first draw, first sheath ; un-

less blood be drawn : then both sheath, and proceed to inves-

tigation.

Rule 13.

No dumb-shooting or firing in the air admissible in any
case. Tlie challenger ought not to have challenged without

receiving offence; and the challenged ought, if he gave ofTence,

to have made an apology before he came on the ground: there-

fore, childreii's play must be dishonourable on one side or the

other, and is accordingly prohibited.

Rule 14,

Seconds to be of equal rank in society with the principals

they attend, inasmuch as a second may either choose or chanP'

to become a principal, and equality is indispensable.

Rule 15. -

^^^^

Challenges are never to be delivered at night, unle ''P^'^*

party to be challenged intend leaving the place of offer ^^^'^

fore morning; for it is desirable to avoid all hot-head "^^ ^"

ceedings.

Rule 16.

The challenged has the right to choose his own v^^^istan-n-

less the challenger gives his honour he is no swor' /eceivec^j'ter

which, however, he cannot decline any 6'eco^
s-^'Y'ie

o^^wea^

pon proposed by the challenged.

Rule 17.

Dr' /eceiveclit

''Vthe o^'we
\s o

The challenged chooses his ground: the challenger chooses
his distance : the seconds fix the time and terms of firing.

Rule 18.

The seconds load in presence of each other, unless they give
their mutual honours they have charged smooth and single,
;hich should be held sufficient
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however, it being then a decided opinion that a first overture

of that nature could never be declined, I accepted the invita-

tion without any inquiry; writing;, in reply, that as to place, I

chose the field of Donny brook fair as the fittest spot for al!

sorts of encounters. I had then to look out fur a second, and

resorted to a person with whom I was very intimate, and whoy
as he was a curious character, may be worth noticing. He
was brother to the unfortunate Sir Edward Crosby, Bart, who

.ir .^rffvas murdered by a court-martial at Carlow, May, 1798. My
friend was afterwards called "Balloon Crosby," being the

first aeronaut who constructed a Hibernian balloon, and ventu-

red to take a journey into the sky from Ireland.*

Crosby was of immense stature, being above six feet three

inches high: he had a comely-looking, fat ruddy face, and was,

beyond all comparison, the most ingenious mechanic I ever

knew. He had a smattering of all sciences, and there was

scarcely an art or a trade of which he had not some practical

knowledge. His chambers at college were like a general

workshop for all kinds of artisans : he was very good temper-

ed, exceedingly strong, and as brave as a lion but as dogged
as a mule: nothing could change a resolution of his, when once

made ;
and nothing could check or resist his perseverance to

carry it into execution. He highly approved of my prompt-
ness in accepting Daly's invitation, but I told him that I un-

luckily had no pistols, and did not know where to procure any

against the next morning. This puzzled him: b.ut on recollec-

tion, he said he had no complete pistols neither; but he had

some old loc7cs, bar?'els and slocks, which, as they did not

originally belong to each other, he should find it very difficult

to make any thing of: nevertheless, he would fall to work di-

rectly. He kept me up till late at night in his chambers to

help him in filing the old locks and barrels, and endeavouring
to patch up two or three of them so as to go oli" and answer

that individual job. Various trials were made : much filing,

drilling, and scanning were necessary. However, by two
o'clock in the morning, we had completed three entire pistols,

which, though certainly of various lengths and of the must lu-

dicrous workmanship, struck their fire right well) and that was

* And a most unfortunate journey it was for tlie spectators! The ascent was
from the Duke of Leinsler's lawn, Merrion Square : the crowds outside were

immense, and so many squeezed together and leaned against a thick parapet wall

fronting the street, that it yielded to the weight and pressure, and the spectators
and parapet wall came tumbling down together a great depth. Several were kill-

ed And many disabled; whilst Crosby .sailed quietly over their liCitds; in all hmni-v.

probability, to be drowned before an hour Lad expired.
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all we wanted of them, symmetry (as he remarked) being oi

no great value upon t/iese occasions.

It was before seven o'clock on the twentieth of March, with
a cold wind and a sleety atmosphere, that we set out on foot

for the field of Donnybrook fair, after having; taken some cood
chocolate and a plentiful draught of cherry brandy, to keep
the cold wind out. On arriving, we saw my antagonist and
his friend (Jack Patterson nephew to the chief justice) already
on the ground. I shall never forget Daly's figure. He was % ^^tt^k

very fine looking young-fellow, but with such a squint that n . iB
was totally impossible to say what he looked at, except his nose, ^
of which he never lost sight. His dress (they had come in a ^ -

coach) made me ashamed of my own : he wore a pea-green
coat; a large tucker with a diamond brooch stuck in it; a three-

cocked hat with a gold button-loop and tassels; and silk stock-

ings; and a coideaii-de-chasst hung gracefully dangling from his

thigh. In fact, he looked as if already standing in a state of

triumph, after having vanquished and trampled on his antago-
nist. I did not half like his steady position, showy surface,
and mysterious squint; and I certainly would rather have ex-

changed two shots with his slovenly friend, Jack Patterson,
tlian oe with so magnificent and overbearing an adversary.

My friend Crosby, without any sort of salutation of pro-

logue, immediately cried out "Ground, gentlemen! ground,

ground! damn measurement!" and placing me on his selected

spot, whispered into my ear " Medio tutissimus ibis : never

look at the head or the heels: hip the maccaroni! the hip for

ever, my boy! hip, hip!" when my antagonist's second, ad-

vancing and accosting mine, said, Mr. Daly could not think of

going an}' further with the business that he found it was total-

ly a mistake on his part, originating through misrepresentation,
and that he begged to say he was extremely sorry for having
given ]SIr. Barrington and his friend the trouble of coming out,

hoping they v.ould excuse it and shake hands with him. To
this arrangement, I certainly had no soit of objection; but

Crosby, without hesitation said, " We cannot do that ^e/, Sir:

I'll shuzi) you we canH : (taking a little manuscript book out

of his breeches pocket,) there's the rules ! look at that. Sir,"

continued he "see No. 7: no apology can be received after
the parlies meet, without a fire. You see, there's the rule,"

pursued Crosby, with infinite self-satisfaction; "and a young
man on his first blood cannot break rule, particularly with a

gentleman so used to the sport as Mr. Daly. Come, gentle-
tr.en, proceed! proceed!"
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Daly appeared much displeased, but took his ground, with-

out speakino; a word, about nine paces from me. He present-
ed his pistol instantly, but gave me most sjallantly a full front.

It beins:;, as Crosby said, my first blood, I lost no time, but

let fly without a single second of delay, and without taking
aim : Daly staggered back two or three steps ; put his hand to

his breast ; cried, ''I'm hit, sir!" and did not fire. Crosby
gave me a slap on the back which staggered me, and a squeeze
of the hand which nearly crushed my fingers. We got round
him : his waistcoat was opened, and a black spot, about the

size of a crown-piece, with a little blood, appeared directly on

bis breast-bone. I was greatly shocked : fortunately, howev-

er, the ball had not penetrated ;
but his brooch had been bro-

ken, and a piece of the setting was sticking fast in the bone.

Crosby stamped, cursed the damp powder or under-loading,
and calmly pulled out the brooch : Daly said not a word

; put
his cambrick handkerchief doubled to his breast, and bowed.

I returned the salute, extremely glad to get out of the scrape,
and so we parted without conversation or ceremony; save that

when I expressed my wish to know the cause of his challeng-

ing me, Daly replied that he would now give no such explana-

tion, and his friend then produced *his book of rules, quoting
No. 8 :

" If a party challenged acceptthe challenge without

asking the reason of it, the challenger is never bound to di-

vulge it afterwards."

My friend Crosby, as I have mentioned, afterwards attempt-
ed to go off from Dublin to England in a balloon of his own
making, and dropped between Dublin and Holyhead into the

sea, but was saved. The poor fellow, however, died far too

early in life for the arts and sciences, artd for friendship, which
he was eminently capable of exciting. I never saw two per-
sons in face and figure more alike than Crosby and my friend

Daniel O'Connell : but Crosby was the taller by two inches,
and it was not so easy to discover that,he was an Irishman.

Vol. II.
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^ DUELLING EXTRAORDINARY.

Frequency of election-duels Ludicrous aflFair between Frank Skelton and an ex

ciseman Frank shoots the exciseman and runs away His curious reasons^

Sir J. Bourke's quadrille duel, with five hits Mr. H. D.ti. * * *
y's remarka-

ble meeting with Counsellor O'Maher O'Maher hit Civil proposition of

G * * *
's second G * * *

's gallant letter to the author oh his election for Mary-

borough Honourable Barry Yelverton challenged by nine officers at once

His elucidation of the Fire-eater's Resolutions Lord Kilkenny's memorable

duels and law-suits His Lordship is shot by Mr. Ball, an attorney The heir

to his title (the Hon. Somerset Butler) challenges Counsellor Burrowes The

latter hit, but his life saved by some gingerbread nuts Lord Kilkenny's duel

with Counsellor Byrne The counsellor wounded Counsellor Guinness escapes

a rencontre Sketch of Counsellor M'Nally His duel with the author His

three friends: all afterwards hanged M'Nally wounded Bon-mot of Mr.

Harding The aflfair highly beneficial to M'Nally His character, marriage,

and death. Ancient mode of figlTting duels The lists described Duel of Co-

lonel Barrington with
Squii^

Gilbert on horesback Both wounded Gilbert's

horse killed Chivalrous confilusion.

Our elections were more prolific in duels than any other

public meetings: they very seldom ori2;inated at a horse-race,

cock-fight, hunt, or any place of ainusement: folks then had

pleasure in view, and
',' something else to do" than lo quarrel:

but at all elections, or j^t assizes, or, in fact, at any place of

business, almost every rjian, without any very particular or as-

signable reason, immediately became a violent partisan, and

frequently a furious enemy to somebody else ;
and gentlemen

often got ttemselves shot before they could tell what they were

fighting about.

At an election for Queen's County, between Genera] Walsh
and Mr. Warburton, of Garry hinch, about the year 17S3,
took place the most curious duel of any which have occurred

within my recollection. A Mr. Frank Skelton, one of the

half-mounted gentlemen described in the early part of the first

volume, a boisterous, joking, iat young fellow, was prevail-
ed on, much against his grain, lo challenge the exciseman of

the town for I'unning the butt-end of a horse-whi^- down his

throat the night before, whilst JiC lay drunk and sleeping with
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his mouth open. The exciseman insisted that snoring at a

dinner-table was a personal ofifence to every gentleman in com-

pany, and would therefore make no apolo<3;y.

Frank, though he had been nearly choaked, was very re-

luctant to fight ;
he said *' he was sure to die if he did, as tiie

exciseman could snuff a candle with his pistol-ball ; and as he
himself was as big as a hundred dozen of candles, whaf chance
could he have?" We told. Ijjm jocosely to give the exciseman
no time to take aim at him, by which means, he might perhaps
hit his adversary first, and thus survive the contest. He seem-
ed somewhat encouraged and consoled by the hint, and most,

strictly did he adhere to it.

Hundreds of the towns-people went to see the fight on the

green of Maryborough. The ground was regularly measured;
and the friends of each party pitched a ragged tent on the

green, where whiskey and salt beef were consumed in abundance.
Skelton having taken his ground. and at the same time two heavy
drams from a bottle his foster-brother had brought, appeared

quite stout till he saw the balls entering the mouths of the ex-

ciseman's pistols, which shone as bright as silver, and were

nearly as long as fusils. This vision made a palpable alteration

in Skelton's sentiments: he changed colour, and looked about

him as if he wanted some assistance. However, their seconds,
who were of the same rank and description, handed to each

party his case of pistols, and half-bellowed to them " blaze

away, boys!'"
Skelton now recollected his instructions, and lost no time :

he cocked both his pistols at once ; and as the exciseman was

deliberately and most scientifically coming to his " dead level,"
as he called it, Skelton let fly.

"Holloa!" said the exciseman, dropping his level, ''I'm

battered, by Jasus!"
" Tiie devil's cure to you!" said Skelton, instantly firing

his second pistol.V One of the exciseman's legs then gave way, and down he
came on his knee, exclaiming

'' Holloa! holloa! you blood-

thirsty villain! do you want to take my life ?"
*' Why, to be sure I do!" said Skelton. '' Ha! ha! have I

stiffened you, my lad ? Wisely judging, however, that if he
staid till the exciseman recoverc^d his legs, he miglit have a cou-

ple of shots to stand, he wheeled about, took to his heels, and

got away as fast as possible. The crowd shouted ;
but Skel-

ton, like a hare when started, ran the faster for the shouting.

Jemmy MoflEit, his own second, followed, overtook, tripped
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up his heels, and ciirsinfi; him for a cliso;raceful rascal, asked
" vvhv he ran away from the exciseman ?"
"

Ouj;:;h thunther!" said Skelton, witli his chastest brogue,
<' how tnany holes did the villain want to have drilled into his

carcass ? Would you have me stop to make a riddle of him,

Jentmy?"
The second insisted that Skelton should return to the field,

to be shot at. He resisted, ailirming that he had done all that

honour required. The second calleil him " a coivard/"
" By my sovvl," returned he,

'' my dear Jemmy Moffit, may""
'

be so! you may call me a coward, if you please ;
hut I did it

all for the best.''

*' The best/ you blackguard ?"
" Yes," said Frank :

" sure it's better to be a coward than

^corpse/ and I must have been either one or ^'o//ier of them."

However, he was dragged up to the ground by his second,
after agreeing to fight again, if he had another pistol given
him. But, luckily for Frank, the last bullet had stuck so fast

between the bones of the exciseman's leg that he could not

stand. The friends of the latter then proposed to strap him to

a tree, that he might be able to shoot Skelton ; but this being

positively objected to by Frank, the exciseman was carried

home: his first wound was on the side of his thigh, and the

second in his right leg ; but neither proved at all dangerous.
The exciselnan, determined on haling Frank, as he called

it, on his recovery challenged Skelton in his turn. Skelton

accepted the challenge, but said he was tould he had a right to

choose his own weapons. The exciseman, knowing that such

was the law, and that Skelton was no swordsman, and not an-

ticipating any new invention, acquiesced. "Then," said Skel-

ton,
" for my weapons, I choose my fists : and, by the pow-

ers, you ganger, I'll give you such a basting that your nearest

relations shan't know you." Skelton insisted on his right,
and the exciseman not approving of this species of combat,

got nothing by his challenge ;
the affair dropped, and Skelton

triumphed.
The only modern instance I recollect to have heard of as

applicable to No. 25, (refer to the regulations detailed in last

sketch,) was that of old John Bourke, of Glinsk, and Mr.

Am.by Bodkin. They fought near Glinsk, and the old family
steward and other servants brought out the present Sir John,
then a child, and held him upon a man's shoulder, to see papa

fight. On that occasion, both principals and seconds engaged:

they stood at right angles, ten paces distant, and all began firing
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together on the signal of a pistol discharged by an umpire. At
the first volley, the two principals were touched, though very
slightly. The second volley told better ;

both the seconds,
and Amby Bodkin, Esq. staggered out of their places : they
were well hit, but no lives lost. It was, according to custom,
an election squabble.
The Galway rule No. 2. was well exemplified in a duel be-

tween a friend of mine (the present first counsel to the Com-
,

missioners of Ireland) and a Counsellor O'Maher. O'Maher
as the chalien2;er: no ground was measured ; they nred ad

^libitum. G * '^ *
y, never at a loss upon such occasions,

took his ground at once, and kept it steadily : O'Maher began
his career at a hundred paces distance, advancing obliquely and

gradually contracting his circle round his opponent, who con-

tinued changing his front by corresponding' movements ; both

parties now and then aiming, as feints, then taking down their

pistols. This pas de deux lasted more than half an hour, as

I have been informed ; at length, when the assailant had con-

tracted his circle to firing distance, G * * *
y cried out, sudden-

ly and loudly: O'Maher obeyed the signal, and instantly fired:

G * * *
y returned the shot, and the challenger reeled back hors

de combat.
On the same occasion, Mr. O'Maher's second said to

G***y's, (the famous counsellor Ned Lysight,)
"= Mr. Ly-

sight, take care: your pistol is cocked!" "Well then," said

Lysight,
^' cock yours, and let me take a slap at you, as we

are idle!" However, this proposition was not acceded to.

There could not be a greater game-cock (the Irish expres-

sion) than G***y. He was not only spirited himself, but

the cause of infusing spirit into others. It will appear, from
the following friendly letter which I received from him during
my contested election for Maryborough, that Lord Casllecoote,
the returning officer, had a tolerable chance of becoming ac-

quainted with my friend's reporters (the pet-name for, hair

triggers,) which he was so good as to send me for the occa-

sion. His Lordship, however, declined the introduction.

Dublin, Jan. 29th, 1800.

<* My dear Jonah,

*' I have this moment sent to the mail coach-office

two bullet-moulds, not being certain which of them belongs to

the reporters: suspectintj, however, that you may not have
time to melt the lead, I also send half-a-dozen bullets, merely
to keep you going while others are preparing.
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*' I lament much that my situation and political feeling pre-
vents me from seeing you exhibit at Maryborough.

"Be bold, wicked, steady, and feai' naught!
" Give a line to yours, trulv,

'*H. D. G."
" Jonah Barrington, Esq."

My friend G** *y did not get off so well in a little affair

which he had in Hyde Park in the night, on which occasion I* ^
was his guardian: a Counsellor Campbell happened to be a"** %^
better shot than my friend, and the moon had the unpleasant

'^

^]!f

view of his discomfiture: he got what they call a crack ; how-

ever, it did not matter much, and in a few days G * *
^'y was

on his legs again.
There could not be a better elucidation of Rule No. 5. of

the code of honour, than an anecdote of Barry Yelverton, se-

cond son of Lord Avon more, baron of the exchequer. Barry
was rather too odd a fellow to have been accounted at all times

perfectly compos mentis. He was a barrister. In a ball-f

room on circuit, where the officers of a newly arrived regiment
had come to amuse themselves and set the ^Iunster lasses agog,

Barry, having made too many libations, let out his natural dis-

like to the military, and most grossly insulted several of the

officers
; abusing one, treading on the toes of another, jostling

a third, and so forth, till he had got through the whole regi-
ment. Respect for the women, and they not choosing to com-
mit themselves with the black govvns on the first day of their

arrival, induced the insulted parties to content themselves with

only requiring Barry's address, and his hour of being seen the

next morning. Barry, with great satisfaction, gave each of

them his card, but informed them that sending to him was un-

nece.'^sary ;
that he was his own second, and would meet eve-

ry man of them at eight o'clock next morning, in the ball-

room
; concluding by desiring them to bring their svvords, as

that was always his weapon. Though this was ra*:her a curi-

ous rendezvous, yet, the challenged having the ri^ht to choose

his weapon, and the place being a propos, the officers all at-

tended next day punctually, with the surgeon of the regiment
and a due proportion of small-svfords, fully expecting that

some of his brother gowns-men would join in the rencontre.

On their arrival, Barry requested to know how many gentle-
men bad done him the honour of giving him the invitation,

and was tpJd their names, amounting to nine. "Very well,

gentlemen," said Yelverton,
"

I am well aware I abused

some of you, and gave others an offence equivalent to a blow,
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vvluch latter being the greatest insult we '11 dispose of those

cases first, and I shall return in a few minutes fully prepared."

They conceived he had gone for his sword, and friends.

But Barry soon after returned alone, and resumed thus :

<' Now, gentlemen, those to each of whom I gave an equiva-
lent to a blow, will please step forward :" four of them ac-

cordingly did so, when Barry took from under his coat a bun-

dle of switches, and addressed them as follows: "Gentle-

men, permit me to have the honour of handing each of you a

switch (according to the rule No. 5. of the Tipperary Resolu-

tions,) wherewith to return the blow, if you feel any particu-

lar desire to put that extremity into practice : I fancy gentle-

men, that settles four of you ;
and as to the rest, here, (hand-

ing one of his cards to each, with / beg your pardon written

above his name) that's agreeable to No. 1." (reading the Rule)
*< Now 1 fancy all your cases are disposed of; and having done

my duty according to the Tipperary Resolutions, which I will

never swerve from, if, gentlemen, you are not satisfied, I

shall be on the bridge to-morrow morning, with a case of bark-

ing-irons.^^ The officers stared, first at him, then at each

other: the honest jolly countenance and drollery of Barry were

quite irresistible; first a smile of surprise, and then a general

laugh, took place, and the catastrophe was their asking Barry
to dine with them at the mess, where his eccentricity and good
humour delighted the whole regiment. The poor fellow grew

quite deranged at last, and died, I believe, in rather unpleasant
circumstances.

The late Lord Mount Garret (afterwards Earl of Kilkenny)
had for several years a great number of law-suits at once on his

hands, particularly with some insolvent tenants, whose causes

had been gratuitously taken up by Mr. Ball, an attorney, Mr.

William Johnson, the barrister, and seven or eight others of

the circuit. His Lordship was dreadfully tormented. He was

naturally a very clever man, and devised a new mode of car-

rying on his law-suits. He engaged a clientless attorney,

named Egan, as his working solicitor, at a very liberal yearly

stipend, upon the express terms of his undertaking no other

business, and holding his office solely in his Lordship's own
house and under his own eye and direction. His Lordship ap-

plied to Mr. Fletcher (afterwards judge) and myself, request-

ing an interview; upon which, he informed us of his situation;

that there were generally ten counsel pitted against him, but

that he would have much more reliance on the advice and

punctual attendance of two steady than of ten straggling gen-

tlemen; and that under the full conviction that one of us would
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always attend the courts when his causes were called on, and
not leave him in the lurch as he had been left : he had direct-

ed his attorneys to mark on our two briefs ten times the amount
of fees paid to each on the other side :

'* Because," said his

Lordship, <'if you won't surely attend, I must engao;e ten

counsel, as well as my opponents, and perhaps not he attended
to after all." The singularity of the proposal set us laughing,
in which his Lordship joined.

Fletcher and I accepted the o^er, and did most punctually
attend his numerous trials were most liberally feed but most
unsuccessful in our efforts; for we never were able to gain a

single cause or verdict for our client.

The principle of strict justice certainly was with his Lord-

ship, but certain formalities of the law were decidedly against
liim: thus, perceiving himself likely to be foiled, he deter-

mined to take another course, quite out of our line, and a

course whereby no suit is decided in. modern days namely
to fight it out, muzzle to muzzle, with the attorney and all

the counsel on the other side.

The first procedure on this determination was a direct chal-

lenge from his Lordship to the attorney, Mr. Ball : it was ac-

cepted, and a duel immediately followed, in which his Lord-

ship got the worst of it. He was wounded by the attorney
at each sho^ the first having taken place in his Lordship's
right arm, which probably saved the solicitor, as his Lordship
was a most accurate marksman. The noble challenger receiv-

ed the second bullet in his side, but the wound was not dan-

gerous.

My Lord and the attorney having been thus disposed of,
the Honourable Somerset Butler (bis Lordship's son) now
took the field, and proceeded, according to due form, by a chal-

lenge to Mr. Peter Burrowes, the first of the adversaries' coun-

sel, now judge commissioner of insolvents. The invitation

not being refused, the combat took place, one cold frosty

morning, near Kilkenny. Somerset knew his business well ;

but Peter had had no practice whatever in that line of liti-

gation.
Few persons feel too warm on such occasions, and Peter

formed no exception to the general rule. An old woman who
sold spiced gingerbread nuts in the street he passed through
accosted him, extolling her nuts to the very skies, as being
well spiced, and fit to expel the wind and to warm any gentle-
man's stomach as well as a dram. Peter bought a penny-
worth on the advice of his second, Dick Waddy, an attorne)*,
and 'duly receiving the change of a sixpenny-piece, put the
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coppers and nuts into his waistcoat pocket, and marched oflf

to the scene of action.

Preliminaries being soon arranged, the pistols given, ten

steps measured, the flints hammered, and the featiier-springs

set, Somerset, a fine dashing young fellow, full of spirit, ac-

tivity, and animation, gave elderly Peter (who was no posture-

master) but little time to take his fighting position: in fact,

lie had scarcely raised his pistol to a wabbling level, before
Somerset's ball came crack dash against Peter's body! The
half-pence rattled in his pocket: Peter dropped flat

; Somerset
fled ;

Dick Waddy roared "
murder," and called out to Sur-

geon Pack. Peter's clothes were ripped up ;
and Pack, se-

cundum artem, examined the wound: a black hole designat-
ed the spot where the lead had penetrated Peter's abdomen.
The doctor shook his head, and pronounced but one short

word, ''mortalP^ it was, however, more expressive than a

long speech. Peter groaned, and tried to recollect some pray-
er, if possible, or a scrap of his catechism

;
his friend Waddy

began to think about the coroner ;
his brother barristers sigh-

ed heavily, and Peter was supposed to be fast departing this

world (but, as they all endeavoured to persuade him, for a
better ;) when Surgeon Pack, after another exclamation, tak-

ing leave of Peter, and leaning his hand on the grass to assist

him in rising, felt something hard, took it up and looked at it

curiously: the spectators closed in the circle, to see Peter die ;

the patient turned his expiring eyes towards Surgeon Pack, as

much as to ask,
*' is there no hope ?" -when lo! the doctor

held up to the astonished assembly the identical bullet, which,

having rattled amongst the heads and harps, and gingerbread
nuts, in Peter's waistcoat-pocket, had flattened its own body
on the surface of a preserving coppfer, and left His Majesty's
bust distinctly imprinted and accurately designated, in black
and blue shading, on his subject's carcass! Peter's heart beat

high: he stopped his prayers; and finding that his Gracious

Sovereign, and the gingerbread nuts, had saved his life, lost

as little time as possible in rising from the sod on which he
had lain extended: a bandage was applied round his body, and
in a short time Peter was able (though of course he had no
reason to be ovqy-willing) to begin the combat anew.

His Lordship having now, on his part, recovered from the

attorney's wound, considered it hif^h time to recommence hos-

tilities according to his original plan of the campaign: and the

engagement immediately succ:eeding was between him and the

present Counsellor John Byrne, king's counsel, and nest in

rotation of his learned ad^versaries.
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His Lordship was much pleased with the spot upon which
his son had chosen to hit Counsellor Peter, and resolved to se-

lect the same for a hit on Counsellor John. The decision ap-

peared to be judicious ; and, as if the pistol itself could not

be ia^norant of its direction, and had been gratified at its own
previous accuracy and success, (for it was the same,) it sent a

bullet in the identical level, and Counsellor John Byrne's car-

cass received a precisely similar compliment with Counsellor

Peter Burrowes's, with this difference ; that the former had

bought no gingerbread nuts, and the matter consequently ap-

peared more serious. I asked him during his illness how he

felt when he received the crachl he answered just as if he had
been punched by the mainmast of a man of war! certainly
a grand simile ;

but how far my friend Byrne was enabled to

form the comparison he never divulged to me.

JNIy Lord having got through two of them, and his son a

third, it became the duty of Captain Pierce Butler (brother to

Somerset) to take his turn in the lists. The barristers now be-

gan not much to relish this species of argument ; and a gentle-
man who followed next but one on the list owned fairly to me,
that he would rather be on, our side of the question: but it

Tvas determined by our noble client, so soon as the first series

of combats should be finished, to begin a new one, till he and
the lads had tried the mettle or " touched the inside" of the

remaining barristers. Mr. Dicky Guinness, a little dapper,

popular, lisping, jesting pleader, was the next on the list
;
and

the Honourable Pierce Butler, his intended slaughterer, was ad-

vised, for variety's sake, to put what is called the onus on that

little gentleman, and thereby force hi7n to become the chal-

lenger.
Dick's friends kindly and candidly informed him that he

could have but little chance the Honourable Pierce being
one of the most resolute of a courageous family, and quite an

undeviating marksman: that he had, besides, a hot, persever-

ing, thirsty spirit, which a little fighting would never satisfy :

and as Dicky was secretly informed that he would to a certain-

ty be forced to battle (it being his turn,) and as his speedy dis-

solution was nearly as certain, he was recommended to settle

all his worldly concerns without delay.
But it was otherWi> decided. Providence took Dick's part ;

the Honourable Pierce injudiciously put his onus (and rather

a wicked one) on Dick in open court before the judge ;
an up-

roar ensued, and the Honourable Pierce hid himself under the

table: however, the sheriff lugged hlva out, and prevented that

encounter effectually ; Pierce with great difficulty escaping;
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from incarceration on giving his honour not to meddle with

Dicky. At length, his Lordship finding that neither the laws

of tlie land, nor those of battle were likely to arljust the affairs

to his satisfaction, suffered them to be terminated by the three

duels and as many wounds.

Leonard M'Nally, well known both at the English and Irish

bars, and in the dramatic circles as the author of that popular
little piece

<' Robin Hood," &c. was one of the strangest fel-

lows in the world. His figure was ludicrous ;
he was very

short, and nearly as broad as long ;
his legs were of unequal

length, and he had a face which no washing could clean : he

wanted one thumb, the absence of which gave rise to numer-

ous expedients on his part ;
and he took great care to have no

nails, as he regularly eat every morning the growth of the

preceding day: he never wore a glove, lest he should appear
to be guilty of affectation in concealing his deformity. When
in a hurry, he generally took two thumping steps with the

short leg, to bring up the space made by the long one ;
and the

bar, who never missed a favourable opportunity of nicknaming,
called him accordingly

'^ one pound two." He possessed,

however, a fine eye, and by no means an ugly countenance
;

a

great deal of middling intellect ;
a shrill, full, good bar voice;

great quickness at cross-examination, with sufficient adroitness

at defence
;
and in Ireland was the very staff and standing dish

.of the criminal jurisdictions : in a word, M'Nally was a good-
natured, hospitable, talented, dirty fellow, and had, by the lat-

ter qualification, so disgusted the circuit bar, that they refused

to receive him at their mess a cruelty I set my face against,
and every summer circuit endeavoured to vote him into the

mess, but always ineffectually; his neglect of his person, the

shrillness of his voice, and his frequenting low company, be-

ing assigned as reasons which never could be set aside.

M'Nally had done something in the great cause of Napper
and Button, which brought him into still further disrepute with

the bar. Anxious to regain his station by some act equalizing
him with his brethren, he determined to offend or challenge
some of the most respectable members of the profession, who,
however, showed no inclination to oblige him in that way.
He first tried his hand with Counsailor Henry Deane Grady, a

veteran, but who, upon this occasion, refused the combat.

M'Nally, who was as intrepid as possible, by no means de-

spaired ;
he was so obliging as to honour me with the next

chance, and in furtherance thereof, on very little provocation,

gave me the retort not courteous in the court of King's
Bench. -
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I was well aware of his object ; and, not feeling very com-
fortable under the insult, told him (taking out my watch)
" M'Nally, you shall meet me in the Park in an hour."

The little fellow's eyes sparkled with pleasure at the invita-

tion, and he instantly replied,
" In half an hour, if you

please," comparing, at the same moment, his watch with mine:
'' I hope you won't disappoint me," continued he,

** as that

Grady did."
'' Never fear, Mac," answered I,

*' there's not a gentleman
at the bar but will fight you to-morrow, provided you live so

lono:, which I can't promise,"
We had no time to spare, so parted, to get ready. The first

man I met was Mr. Henry Harding, a huge, wicked, fighting

King's County attorney. I asked him to come out with me :

to him it was fine sport. I also summoned Rice Gibbon, a sur-

geon, who being the most ostentatious fellow imaginable,
brought an immense bag of surgical instruments, &c. from Mer-
cers Hospital. In forty-five minutes we were regularly post-
ed in the middle of the review-ground in the Phoenix-park,
and the whole scene, to any person not so seriously implicated,
must have been irresistibly ludicrous. The sun shone brightly;
and Surgeon Gibbon, to lose no time in case of a hit, spread out

all his polished instruments ori tlie grass, glittering in the light
on one side of me. IVIy second having stepped nine paces, then

stood at the other side, handed me a case of pistols, and desired

me to **
iDork^way by J s." JNI'Nally stood before me,jrery

like a beer-barrel on its stilling, and by his side were ranged
three unfortunate barristers, who were all soon afterwards hang-
ed and beheaded for high treason ; namely, John Sheers, (who
was his second, and had given him h\s pcinl-blanks,) with Hen-

ry Sheers and Bagenal Harvey, who came as amateurs. Both
of the latter, I believe, were amicably disposed, but a negotiation
could not be admitted, and to it we went. M'NaUy presented
so coolly, that I could plainly see I had but little chance of be-

ing missed, so I thought it best to lose no time on my part.
The poor fellow staggered, and cried out,

" I am hit!" and
I foun<l some twitch myself at the moment which I could not

at the time account for. Never did I experience so miserable

a feeling. He had received my ball directly in the curtain of

his side. My doctor rushed at him with the zeal and activity
of a dissecting surgeon, fhd in one moment, with a long knife,

which he thrust into his waistband, ripped up his clothes, and

exposed his naked carcass to the bright sun.

The ball appeared to have hit the buckle of his gallows

(yclept suspenders,) by which it had been partially impeded,
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and had turned round, instead of entering his body. Whilst I

was still in dread as to the result, my second, after seeing that

he had been so fiir protected by the suspenders, inhumanly ex-

<;laimed, " By J s, Mac! you are the only rogue I ever

knew that was saved by the gallows.''
On returning home, I found I iiad not got oiT quite so well

as I had thought ; the skirt of my coat was perforated on both

sides, and a scratch just enough to break the skin had taken

place on both my thighs. I did not know this whilst on the

ground, but it accounts for the twitch I spoke of.

My opponent soon recovered, and after \\\& precedent of be-

ing wounded by a King's Counsel, no barrister could after-

wards decently refuse to give him satisfaction. He was, there-

fore, no longer insulted, and the poor fellow has often told me
since, that my shot was his salvation. He subsequently got
Curran to bring us together at his house, and a more zealous

friendly partisan I never had, than M'Naily proved himself, on

my contest for the city of Dublin.

Leonard was a great poetaster ;
and having fallen in love

with a Miss Janson, daughter to a very rich attorney, of Bed-

ford-row, London, he wrote on her the celebrated song of
*' The Lass of Richmond Hill" (her father had a lodge there.)
She could not withstand this, srhd returned his flame. This

young lady was absolutely beautiful, but quite a slattern in her

person. She likewise had a turn for versifying, and was there-

fore altogether well adapted to her lame lover, particularly as

she never could spare time from her poetry to wash her hands;
a circumstance in whicJi M'Naily was sympathetic. The fa-

ther, however, notwithstanding all this, refused his consent ;

and consequently, M'Naily took advantage of his dramatic

knowledge, by adopting the precedent of Barnaby Brittle, and
bribed a barber to lather old Janson's eyes as well as his chin',
and with something rather sharper too than Windsor soap.
Slipping out of the room, whilst her father was getting rid of
the lather and the smart, this Sappho, with her limping Phaon,
escaped, and were united in the holy bands of matrimony the
same evening.; and she continued making, and M'Naily cor-

recting, verses, till it pleased God to call them away. This
curious couple conducted themselves, both generally and to-

wards each other, extremely well, after their union. Old Jan-
son partly forgave them, and made some settlement upon their
children.

The ancient mode of duelling in Ireland was generally on
horseback. The combatants were to gallop past each other, at
a distance marked out by posts which prevented a nearer ap-
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proach : tliey were at liberty to fire at any time from the com-
mencement to the end of their course

;
but it must be at a

hand-gallop : their pistols were previously charged alike with
a certain number of balls, slugs, or whatever was most conve-

nient, as agreed upon.
There had been, from time immemorial, a spot marked out

on level ground near the Down of Clapook, Queen's County,
on the estate of my grand uncle. Sir John Byrne, which I have
often visited as classic ground. It was beautifully situated

near Stradbally, and here, according to tradition and legendary-

tales, the old captains and chieftains used to meet and decide
their differences. Often did I walk it over, measuring its di-

mensions step by step. The bounds of it are still palpable,
about sixty or seventy steps long, and about thirty or forty
wide: large stones remain on the spot where, I suppose, the

posts originally stood to divide the combatants, which posts
vi'ere about eight or nine yards asunder being the nearest

point from which they were to fire. The time of firing was

voluntary, so as it occurred during their course, and, as before

stated, in a hand-gallop. If the quarrel was not terminated in

one course, the combatants proceeded to a second; and if it

was decided to go on after their pistols had been discharged,

they then either finished with short broad-swords on horse-

back, or with small-swords on foot; but the tradition ran, that

when they fought with small-swords, they always adjourned
to the rock of Donamese, the ancient fortress of the O'Moor's
and the Princes of Offely. This is the most beautiful of the

inland ruins I have seen in Ireland. There, in the centre of

the old fort, on a flat green sod, are still visible the deep in-

dentures of the feet both of principals, who have fought with

small rapiers, and their seconds : every modern visiter natu-

rally stepping into the same marks, the indentures are conse-

quently kept up ; and it is probable that they will bo deeper
one hundred years hence than they were a year ago.

My grandfather, Colonel Jonah Barrington, of CuUenagh-
inore, had a great passion for hearing and telling stories as to

old events, and particularly as to duels and battles fought in

his own neighbourhood, or by his relatives: and as these were

just adapted tu make impression on a very young curious mind,
like mine, at the moment nearly a carte blanche, (the Arabian

Nights for instance, read by a child, are never forgotten by
him,) I remember, as if they were told yesterday, many of

his recitals and traditionary tales, particularly those he could

himself attest; and his face bore, to the day of his death, am-

ple proof that he had not been idle amongst the combatants of
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his own era. The battle I remember best, because I heard it

oftenest and throu2;h a variety of channels, was one of my
grandfather's about the year 1759. He and a Mr. Gilbert had

an irreconcilable grudge : I forget the cause, but I believe it

was a very silly one. It increased however every day, and

the relatives of both parties found it must inevitably end in a

combat, which, were it postponed till the sons of each grew
up, might be enlarged perhaps from an individual into a regu-
lar family engagement. It was therefore thought better that

the business should be ended at once ; and it was decided that

they should fight on horseback on the green of Maryborough ;

that the ground should be one hundred yards of race, and eight
of distance ; the weapons of each, two holster pistols, a broad-

bladed but not very long sword (I have often seen my grandfa-

ther's,) with basket handle, and a skeen, or long hroad-bladed

dagger: the pistols to be charged with one ball and swan-drops.
The entire country, for miles round, attended to see the

combat, which had been six months settled and publicly an-

nounced, and the county-trumpeter, who attended the judges
at the assizes, was on the ground. My grandfather's second
was a Mr, Lewis Moore, of Cremorgan, whom I well recol-

lect; Gilbert's was one of his own name and family a cap-
tain of cavalry.

All due preliminaries being arranged, the countrj' collected

and placed as at a horse-race, and the ground kept free by the

game-keepers and huntsmen mounted, the combatants started,
and galloped towards each other. Both fired before they
reached the nearest spot, and missed. The second course was
not so lucky. My grandfather received many of Gilbert's

shot full in his face: the swan-drops penetrated no deeper than
his temple and cheek-bones; the large bullet fortunately pass-
ed him. The wounds, not being dangerous, only enraged old

Jonah Barrington; and the other being equally willing to con-
tinue the conflict, a fierce battle, hand to hand, ensued : but I

should think they did not close too nearly, or how could they
have escaped with life ?

My grandfather got three cuts, which he used to exhibit
with great glee; one on the thick of the right arm, a second on
his bridle-arm, and a third on the inside of the left hand. His

hat, which he kept to the day of his death, was also sliced in

several places; but both had iron scull-caps under their hats,
which probably saved their brains from remaining upon the

green of Maryborough.
Gilbert had received two pokes from my grandfather on his

thigh and his side, but neither dangerous. I fancy he had the
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best of the battle, being as strong as, and less irritable than,

my grandfather, who, I suspect, grew, towards the last, a lit-

tle ticklish on the subject for he rushed headlong at Gilbert,
and instead of striking at his person, thrust his broad-sword
into the horse's body as often as he could, until the beast drop-
ped with his rider underneath him: my grandfather then leap-
ed off his horse, threw away his sword, and putting his skeen,
or broad dagger, to the throat of Gilbert, told him to ask his

life or die, as he must do either one or the other in half a mi-
nute. Gilbert said he would ask his life only upon the tertrs

that without apology or conversation, they should shake hands

heartily and be future friends and companions, and not leave
the youths of two old families to revenge their quarrel by
slaughtering each other. These terms being quite agreeable
to mj- grandfather, as they breathed good sense, intrepidity,
and good heart, he acquiesced ;

and from that time they we're

the most intimately attached and joyous friends, and compa-
nions of the county Ihey resided in.

My grandfather afterwards fought at Clapook a J\Ir. Fitz-

gerald, who was badly shot. On this occasion, old Gilbert
was my grandfather's second: I remember well seeing him ;

as I do also the late chief justice (then Serjeant) Pattison, who
had come down to Cullenaghmore to visit mj' grandfather, and,
as I afterwards discovered, to cheat him. Gilbert brought me
a great many sweet things ;

and I heard that evening so many
stories of fights at Clapook, and on the ridge of Maryborough,
that I never forgot them

;
and it is curious enough that I have

rll my life taken the greatest delight in hearing of, or reading
about, ancient battles and chivalrous adventures. Nothing
amuses me more to this day ; and hence perhaps it is, that I

recollect those tales and traditions at the present moment with

perfect distinctness and accuracy: my memory seldom fails me
j.T any thing, and least of all in recitals such as the foregoing.

#
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GEORGE HARTPOLE.

Curious fatality in the Hartpole family Characteristic sketch of the last of the

name Description of Shrewl Castle The chapel and cemetry Strictness on

epitaph-writing Eccentricities of the Earl of Aldborough His Lordship pro-

poses his sister, Lady Sarah Stratford, as returning officer for the borough of

Baltinglass Consequent disturbances The North-Briton put on his mettle,

but out-manoeuvred "
Lending to the Lord" Successful conspiracy to mar-

ry Hartpole to the daughter of a village inn-keep ir He is stabbed by his wife,

and deserts her in consequence He forms an attachment to Miss Maria Ot-

way, whom he marries, under the plea of his previous connexion being illegal

Unfortunate nature of this union Separation of the parties Hartpole's

voyage to Portugal, his return and death Sundry other anecdotes of the Strat-

ford family.

In the year 1791, George Hartpole, of Shrewl Castle, Queen's

County, Ireland, had just come of age. He was the last sur-

viving male of that naine, which belonged to a popular family,

highly respectable and long established in the county. Few
private gentlemen commenced life with better promise, and
none better merited esteem and happiness. He was my rela-

tive by blood ; and though considerably younger, the most in-

timate and dearest friend I had.

His father, Robert, had married a sister of the late and pre-
sent Earls of Aldborough. She was the mother of George,
and through this connexion originated my intercourse with that

eccentric nobleman and his family.
A singular fatality had attended the Hartpole family from

time immemorial. The fathers seldom survived the attainment
of the age of 23 years by their elder sons, which circumstance

gave rise to numerous traditionary tales of sprites and warn-

ings.*
Robert, as usual with the gentlemen of his day, was the

dupe of agents, and the victim of indolence and the spirit of

hospitality. He had deposited his consort in the tomb of her

* The country authorities were very wise, very grave, and very grim on this

subject; but, after all, I suspect the most natural way of accounting for the fatal-

ity alluded to is, that the old gentlemen were commonly amongst the hardest
livers in the country, and consequently, the gout was certain to be their compa-
nion, and generally their execiitioner.
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fathers, and had continued merrily enjoying the convivialities

of the world (principally in the night-time) till his son George
had passed his 22nd year ; and then punctually made way for

the succession, leaving George inheritor of a large territory, a

moderate income, a tattered mansion, an embarrassed rent-roll,
and a profound ignorance (without the consciousness of

it) of

business in all departments.

George, though not at all handsome, had completely the

mien and manners of a gentleman. His features accorded
well with his address, bespeaking the cordiality of a friend and
the ardour of an Irishman. His disposition was mild his na-

ture brave, generous, and sincere
; yet on some occasions he

was obstinate and peevish ; on others, somewhat sullen and

suspicious; but in his friendships, George Hartpole was im-
mutable.

His stature was of the middle height, and his figure exhibit-

ed no appearance either of personal strength or constitutional

vigour; his slender form and the languid fire of his eye indi-

cated excitation without energy; yet his spirits were moderate-

ly good, and the most careless observer might feel convinced
that he had sprung from no ordinary parentage a circumstance
which then had due influence in Ireland, where agents, artisan?,,

and attorneys had not as yet supplanted the ancient nobility and

gentry of the country.
Shrewl Castle, the hereditary residence of the Hartpoles,

was in no way distinguishable from the numerous other cas-

tellated edifices now in a state of dilapidation throughout the

whole island ruins which invariably excite a retrospect of

happier times, when the resident landlord, reverenced and be-

loved, and the cheerful tenant, fostered and protected, felt the

natural advantages of their reciprocal attachment; a reflection

which leads us to a sad comparison with modern usages, when
the absent lord and the mercenary agent have no consideration

but the rents, and their collection
;
when the deserted tenant-

ry keep pace in decline with the deserted mansion ; when the

ragged cottager has no master to employ, no guardian to pro-
tect him! pining, and sunk in the lowest state of want and

wretchedness, smis work, sa7is food, sa7is covering, sans

every thing, he rushes forlorn and desperate into the arms of

destruction, wjiich in all its various shapes stands ready to re-

ceive him. The reflection is miserable, but true; such is Ire-

land since the year 1800.

Hartpole's family residence, picturesquely seated on a verd-

ant bank of the smooth and beautiful Barrow, had, during the

revolutions of time, entirely lost the character of a fortress :



GEORGE HARTPOLE. 35

patched and pieced after all the numberless orders of village

architecture, it had lon_^ resigned the dignity of a castle with-

out acquiring the comfoits of a mansion : yet its gradual de-

scent, from the strong-hold of powerful chieftains to the rude

dwelling of an embarrassed gentleman, could be traced even

by a superfical observer. Its half-levelled battlements, its so-

litary and decrepit tower, and its rough and dingy walls, (giv-

ing It the appearance of a sort of habitable buttress) combined

to portray the downfall of an ancient family.

Close bounding the scite of this ambiguous heritage, was si-

tuate the ancient burial-place of the Hartpole family and its

followers for ages. Scattered graves, some green some rus-

set denoted the recentness or remoteness of the different in-

terments; and a few broad flag-stones indented with defaced or

illegible inscriptions, and covering the remains of the early

masters of the domain, just uplifted their mouldering sides

from amongst weeds and briars, and thus half disclosed the

only objects which could render that cemetery interesting.

One melancholy yew tree, spreading wide its straggling

branches over the tombs of its former lords and the nave of an

ancient chapel, (its own hollow trunk proclaiming that it could

not long survive) seemed to await, in awful augury, the ho-

nour of expiring with the last scion of its hereditary chief-

tains.

To me the view of this melancholy tree always communi-

cated a low feverish sensation which I could not well account

for. It is true, I ever disliked to contemplate the residence oT

the dead :* but that of the Hartpole race, bounding their hall

of revelry, seemed to me a check upon all hilarity ;
and I ne-

ver could raise my spirits in any room, or sleep soundly in.,

any chamber, which overlooked that sanctuary.

The incidents which marked the life of the last ovvner of

Shrewl Castle were singula!' and affecting, and on many points

may tend to exhibit an instructive example. Nothing, in fact,

is better calculated to influence
the conduct of society, than

*
I never could get over certain disagreeable sensations and awe at the inter-

ment of any person. So strongly, indeed, have I been impressed in this way,
that I formed a resolution; which (with one exception) I have strictly adhered to

these forty years, namely, never to attend the funeral even of a relative. I have

now and then indulged a whim of strolling over a country church-yard, occasion-

ally to kill time when travelling, in other instances for stattstical purposes : but,

in general, the intelligible and serious inscription on the tomb-stones are so min-

gled and mixed with others too ridiculous even for the brain of a stone-cutter to

have devised, that the rational and preposterous, alternately counteiacting each

other, made a sort of equipoise; and I generally left an ordinary church-yard pret-

ty much in the same mood in which I entered it.
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the biography of those whose career has been conspicuously
marked either by eminent virtues or peculiar events. The in-

stance of George Hartpole may serve to prove, were proof
wanting, that matrimony, as it is, the most irrevocable, so is it

the most precarious step in the life of mortals ;
and that sensa-

tions of presentiment and foreboding (as I have already more
than once maintained) are not always visionary.

I was the most valued friend of this ill-fated young man.
To me his whole heart was laid open ; nor was there one im-

portant circumstance of his life one feeling of his mind con-

cealed from me. It is now many years since he paid his debt

to nature ; and, by her course, I shall not much longer tarry
to regret his departure ; but, whilst my pilgrimage continues,
that regret cannot be extinguished.

George had received but a moderate education, far inade-

quate to his rank and expectations ;
and the country life of his

careless father had afforded him too fevv conveniences for cul-

tivating his capacity. His near alliance, however, and inter-

course with the Aldborough famil}'', gave him considerable op-

portunities to counteract, in a better class of society, that ten-

dency to rustic dissipation to which his situation had exposed
him, and which, at first seductive, soon becomes habitual, and
ruinous in every way to youthful morals.

Whatever were the other eccentricities or failings of Robert,
Earl of Aldborough (the uncle of Hartpole,) the hyperbolical
ideas of importance and dignity which he had imbibed, though
in many practical instances they rendered him ridiculous, still

furnished him with a certain address and air of fashion which

put rustic vulgarity out of his society, and combined with a

portion of classic learning and modern belles-lettres, never

failed to give him an entire ascendancy over his ruder neigh-
bours. This curious character, in short, formed a living illus-

tration of the title-page of a justly popular work written by a

friend of mine, and called "
High-ways and By-ways:" for

he exhibited a pretty equal proportion of ostentation and mean-
ness.

*

The most remarkable act of his Lordship's life was an expe-

*
Hartpole, though he despised the empty arrogance of his uncle, yet saw that

his Lordship knew the world well and profited by that knowledge : he therefore

occasionally paid much attention to some of my Lord's worldly lectures
,
and had

he observed the best of them, though he might possiblj' have appeared less ami-

able, he would doubtless have been far more fortunate. But Hartpole could not

draw the due distinction between the folly of his uncle's ostentation and the utili-

ty of his address ; disgusted with the one he did not sufficiently practice the other ;

and despised the idea of acting as if he knew the world, lest he should be consi-

dered as affecting to know too much of it.
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riment regarding his sister, Lady Hannah Stratford. The bo-

rough of Bahinglass was in the patronage of the Stratford fa-

mily ; and on that subject, his brothers, John and Benjamin,
never gave him a peaceable moment : they always opposed
him, and generally succeeded. He was determined, however,
to make a new kind of burgomaster or returning-officer, whose
adherence he might religiously depend on. He therefore took

his sister Lady Hannah down to the corporation, and recom-

mended her as a fit and proper returning-officer for the borough
of Bahinglass! Many highly approved of her Ladyship, by
way of a change, and a double return ensued a man acting
for the brothers, and the lady for the nobleman. This created

a great battle. The honourable ladies all got into the thick of

it: some of them were well trounced others gave as good as

they received: the affair made a great uproar in Dublin, and

informations were moved for and granted against some of the

ladies. However, the brothers, as was just, kept the borough,
and his Lordship never could make any farther hand of it.

The Aigh-ways of Lord Aldborough, and the Zy-ways with

which he intersected them, are well exhibited by an incident

that occurred to him when the country was rather disturbed in

1797. He proceeded in great state, with his carriage, out-ri-

ders, &c. to visit the commanding officer of a regiment of ca-

valry which had just arrived in that part of the country. On

entering the room, he immediately began by informing the of-

ficer that he was the Earl of Aldborough, of Belan Castle ; that

he had the finest park and fish-ponds in that neigiibourhood,
and frequently did the military gentlemen the honour of invi-

ting them to his dinners
; adding, with what he thought a

dignified politeness,
" I have come from my castle of Belan,

where I have all the conveniences and luxuries of life, for the

especial purpose of saying, Major, that 1 am glad to see the

military in my county, and have made up my mind to give

7/ou, Major, my countenance and protection." The Major,
who happened to be rather a rough soldier and of a country not

famed for the softness of its manners, could scarcely repress his

indignation at his Lordship's arrogant politeness: but when the

last sentence was pronounced, he could restrain himself no longer:
*' Counlenanca and protection!" repeated he contemptuous-

1)', two or three times ;
" as for your protection, Mister my

Lord, Major M'Pherson is always able to protect himself; and
as for your countenance, by heaven I would not take it for

your earldom !"

His Lordship withdrew, and the Major related the incident

as a singular piece of assurance. My Lord, however, knew the
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world too well to let the soldier's answer stick against him :

next day he invited every officer of the regiment to dinner,
and so civilly, that the Major lost all credit with his brother

officers for his surly reply to so hospitable a nobleman! Nay,
it was even whispered amongst them at mess, that the Major
had actually invented the story, to show off his own wit and

independence ;
and thus Lord Aldborough obtained complete

revenge.
On another occasion, his Lordship got off better still : be-

ing churchwarden of Baltinglass parish, he did not please the

rector, Bob Carter, as to his mode of accounting for the mo-

ney in the poor-boxes. The peer treated Bob (who was as

hard-going, good-hearted, devil-may-care a parson as any in

L'eland) with the greatest contempt. The parson, who felt

no sort of personal respect for my Lord, renewed his insin-

uations of his Lordship's false arithmetic, until the latter,

highly indignant, grew wroth, and would give Bob no fur-

ther satisfaction on the matter : upon which, the rector took
the only revenge then in his power, by giving out a se-

cond charity sermon, inasmuch as the proceeds of the first had
not been duly forthcoming. The hint went abroad, the church
was crowded, and to the infinite amusement of the congrega-
tion, Bob put forth as his text '' Whosoever giveth to the

poor, lendeth to the Lord." The application was so clear,
that the laugh was irresistible. Bob followed up his blow all

through the sermon, and '' the Lord" was considered to be

completely blown
;
but skilfully enough, he contrived to give

the matter a turn that disconcerted even Bob himself. After

the sermon was concluded, his Lordship stood up, publicly
tmnked Bob for his most excellent text and charity sermon,
and declared that he had no doubt the Lord Lieutenant or the

bishop would very soon promote him, according to his extra-

ordinary merits, which he was ready to vouch in common with

the rest of the parishioners ;
and finally begged of him to have

the sermon printed!

Hartpole's fortune on the death of his father was not large ;

but its increase would be great and certain, and this rendered

his adoption of any money-making profession or employment
unnecessary. He accordingly on the other hand, purchased a

commission in the army, and commenced his entre into a mil-

itary life and general society with all the advantages of birth,

property, manners, and character.

A cursory observation of the world must convince us of one

painful and inexplicable truth
;

that there are some men,
(and frequently the best) who, even from their earliest youth,
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appear born to be the victims of undeviating misfortune
; whom

Providence seems to have gifted with free-agency only to lead

them to unhappiness and ruin. Ever disappointed in his most
ardent hopes frustrated in his dearest objects his best inten-

tions overthrown his purest motives calumniated and abused,
no rank or station suffices to shelter such an unfortunate :

ennui creeps upon his hopeless mind, communicates a listless

langour to a sinking constitution, and at length he almost joy-
fully surrenders an existence which he finds burdensome even

perhaps at its outset.*

Such nearly was the lot of the last of the Hartpoles. He
had scarcely commenced a flattering entrance into public life,

*
I cannot better illustrate the state of a person so chased by misery, than by

quoting a few unpublished lines, the composition of a very young lady, with

whom, and with whose amiable family, I have the pleasure of being intimate.

I am aware that I do her great injustice by quoting these particular verses

some of the most inferior of her writings ; but they seem so much ta the point,
that I venture to risk her displeasure. She is not, indeed, irritable; and I promise
to atone for my error by a few further quotations from her superior compositions.

I.

I never sought a day's repose
But some sharp thorn soon pierced my breast;

I never watch'd the evening's close,
And hoped a heaven of rest;

"

But soon a darkling cloud would come
Athwart the prospect bright.

And, pale as twilight on a tomb,

My hopes grew dim in night.

IT.

Oft have I mark'd the heav'nly moon
Wandering her pathless way

Along the midnight's purple noon,
More fair more loved than day:

But sooi> she flung her shadowy wreath
O'er dark eternity.

As a faint smile on the cheek of death

"I\vixt hope and agony.

III.

Ev'n so the mirth of man is madness;
His joy as a sepulchral light,

Which shows his solitude and sadness.
But chaseth not the night.

IV.

Oft on the rainbow's bloom I've gazed,
Arch'd as a gate of heaven.

Till gushing showers its portals razed.
And bathed the brow of even,

'Tis thus young hopes illume the sky
Of Life's dark atmosphere.

Yet, like the rainbow's splendid dye,
They swiftly disappear.

#
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when one false and fatal step, to which he was led in the first

place by a dreadful accident, and subsequently by his own be-

nevolent disposition, worked on by the chicanery of others,

laid the foundation of all his future miseries.

Whilst quartered with his regiment at Gahvay in Ireland, his

gun, on a shooting party, burst in his hand, which was so

shattered, that it was long before his surgeon could decide that

amputation might be dispensed with.

During the protracted period of his indisposition, he was
confined to his chamber at a small inn, such as Ireland then

exhibited, and still exhibits, in provincial towns. The host,
whose name was Sleven, had two daughters, both of whom as-

sisted in the business. The elder, Honor, had long been cele-

brated as a vulgar humourist, and the cleverest of all her con-

temporaries ; and the bar, on circuits, frequented her father's

house purposely to be amused by her witticisms. Her coarse

person was well calculated to protect her moral conduct
;
but

she jested and took her glass with reasonable moderation.
Besides entertaining the bar, she occasionally amused the

judges also
;
and Lord Yelverton, the chief baron, (who ad-

mired wit in any body,) was Honor's greatest partisan.
Such females ever appeared to me unnatural and disgusting.

A hiimoroiis and vulgar Amazon, who forgets her own sex,

scarcely can expect that ours will recollect it.

Mary, the younger sister, was of a different appearance and
character. She was as mild and unassuming as, from her low

occupation and habits of life, could be expected : though desti-

tute of any kind of talent, she yet appeared as if somewhat
better born than Honor, and her attention to her guests was at

the same time assiduous and reserved ;
which conduct, con-

trasted with the masculine effrontery of the other, gave her, in

my mind, a great superiority.
It must have been remarked by every person who has obser-

ved the habits and manners of provincial towns, that the dis-

tinctions of society are frequently suspended by the necessary
familiarities of a contracted circle, and that inferior females

frequently excite (especially amongst the youthful military,
when such are to be found,) sensations of tenderness which in

a metropolis would never have been thought of at least in the

same point of view. And here the evil genius of Hartpole
first commenced her incanlations for his ruin.

Throughout George's painful and harassing confinement, the

more than assiduous care of Mary Sleven could not escape the

observation of the too sensitive convalescent, Hartpole has

often described to me the rise and progress of the giddy, ro-
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mantic feeling; which then seized upon him ; how he used to

catch her moistened eye watching his interrupted slumbers, or

the progress of his recovery; and when she was conscious of be-

ing perceived, how the mantling blush would betray a degree of

interest far beyond that of an ordinary attendant.

Mary was rather well-looking ; though there was little to

captivate, there was nothing about her to excite his distaste :

he was not permitted to have society; and thus, being left

nearly alone with this young female during many weeks of

pain and solitude, and accustomed to the solicitude of a wo-

man, (so exquisite to a man in every state of suffering,) Hart-

pole discovered in the sequel, that a feeling of gratiiude of

the highest order had sunk deeper than he wished within his

bosom.
He could not but perceive, indeed, that the girl actually

loved him, and his vanity of course was alive to the disclosure;
but his honourable principles prevented him from taking any
advantage of that weakness, which she could not conceal, and
whereto he could not be blind. It was in truth a dangerous
situation for both. There were, as I have said, no external ob-

jects to divert George's mind from this novel sensation
; there

was no one to point out its folly or interrupt its progress. Her
partiality flattered him in his seclusion, and led his thoughts
gradually and imperceptibly into a chanel inconsistent with the
welfare of himself, the honour of his family, and the becoming
pride of a gentleman. It was, after all, a sort of non-descript
passion ;

it certainly was not love.

Meanwhile the keen masculine understanding of Honor soon

perceived the game which it would be wise in her to play, and
conceived a project whereby to wind up Hartpole's feeling to

the pitch she wanted, and insensibly to lead his gratitude to

love, and his love to viatrimony. This was Honor's aim,
but she overrated her own penetration, and deceived herself as

to Hartpole's character : she overacted her part, and conse-

quently weakened its effect.

At length, awakened from his vision of romantic gratitude,
and beginning to open his eyes to the views of the two wo-
men, my friend felt ashamed of his facility, and mustered up
sufficient resolution to rescue himself from the toils they were

spreading for his capture. He had never made any species of

projjosal to Mary, and she could not, with just or honest hope,
look to marriage with a person so greatly her superior. On his

perfect recovery, he determined, by going over to England, to

avoid all their machinations
;
and he also determined that his

departure should be abrupt.
Vol. il 6
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The keen niul rapid eye of the
(lesi_2;ning Honor, however,

soon discovered the secret of his thoughts ; and guessing the

extent of his resolution, she artfully impressed upon him (un-
der the affectation of concealing it) the entire attachment of

lier pining sister, but at the same time communicated Mary's
resolution to be seen by him no more since it would be use-

less further to distract her devoted heart by cultivating society
from which she must so soon be separated for ever.

Here Honor was again mistaken : no melting looks, no sof-

tening blandishments, now intervened to oppose George's

pride or stagger his resolution. He had only to struggle with

himself ; and after a day and night of calm reflection, he ful-

ly conquered the dangers of his high-flown gratitude, and de-

parted at day-break from the inn without even desiring to see

the love-lorn and secluded Mary.
The sisters were thus totally disappointed. He had paid

munificently for the trouble he had given them, written a let-

ter of grateful thanks to Mary, left her a present, and set off to

Dublin to take immediate shipping for England.
Hartpole now congratulated himself on his escape from the

sarcasms of the world, the scorn of his family, and his own
self-condemnation. He had acted with honour

;
he had done

nothing wrong ;
and he had once more secured that rank in

society which he had been in danger of relinquishing. In

Dublin he stopped at the Marine Hotel, whence the packet
was to sail at midnight, and considered himself as on the road

to Stratford-place, London, which his uncle, Lord Aldbo-

rough, had built, and where his Lordship then resided.

The time of embarkation had nearly arrived when a loud

shriek issued from an adjoining chamber to his, at the hotel.

Ever alive to any adventure, Hartpole rushed into the room,
and beheld Mary Sleven! She was, or affected to be, faint-

ing, and was supported by the artful Honor, who hung over

her, apparently regardless of all other objects, and bemoaning,
in low accents, the miserable fate of her only sister.

Bewildered both by the nature and suddenness of his ren-

contre, Hartpole told me that for a moment he nearly lost his

sight nay, almost his reason
; but he soon saw through the

schome, and mustered up sufficient courage to withdraw with-

out explanation. He had, in fact advanced to the door, and

was on the outside step, the boat being ready to receive him,
when a second and more violent shriek was heard from the

room he had just quitted, accompanied by exclamations of

"She's gone! she's gone!" Hartpole's presence of mind en-

tirely forsook him ; he retraced his steps, and found Mary ly-
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ing, as it should seem, quite senseless, in the arms of Honor :

his heart relented,; his evil genius profited by the advantage ;

and he assisted to restore her. Gradually Mary's eyes opened ;

she regarded George wildly but intently, and having caught

his eye, closed her's again a languid, and, as it were, an in-

voluntary pressure of his hand, conveying to him her sensa-

tions. He spoke kindly to her
;
she started at the sound, and

renewed the pressio^e with increased force. As she slowly
and gradually revived, the scene became more interesting. A
medical man being at hand, he ordered her restorative cordials;

Madeira only could at the moment be procured : she put the

glass to her mouth, sipped, looked tenderly at Hartpole, and

offered it him
;
her lips had touched it he sipped also the

patient smiled : the doctor took a glass ; Hartpole pledged
him ; glass followed glass, until George was bewildered! The
artful Honor soon substituted another bottle

;
it was Hartpole's

first wine after his accident, and quickly mounted to his brain.

Thus did an hour fiit away, and, meanwhile, the packet had

sailed. Another person affected also to have lost his passage
whilst occupied about the patient, and this turned out to be a

Catholic priest. Some refreshment was ordered : the doctor

and the priest were pressed to stay: the Madeira was replenish-

ed: the moments fled! The young man's brain was inflamed
;

and it is only necessary to add, that the morning's sun rose,

not on the happy George, but on the happy Mary, the wed-

ded wife of Hartpole.
I will not attempt to describe the husband's feelings when

morning brought reflection. Every passion met its foe within

his bosom: every resolve was overwhelmed by an adverse one:

his sensitive mind became the field of contest for tumultuous

emotions; until, worn out by its own conflicts, it sank into lan-

guor and dejection. He had lost himself! he therefore yield-

ed to his fate, abandoned all idea of further resistance, and was

led back in chains by the triumphant sisters.

His family and connexions, however, never would receive

her; and George for awhile, sunk and disgraced, without lo-

sing all his attachment for the girl, had lost all his tranquillity.

After two years struggle, however, between his feelings for

her and his aspirations after a more honourable station in socie-

ty, the conspiracy which had effected his ruin, being by chance

discovered, arose before his eye like a spectre, and, as if

through a prism, the deception appeared in the clearest co-

lours.

The conflict now became still more keen within his breast :

but, at length, his pride and resolution prevailed over his sen-
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sl'jility, and lie determined (afier providing ampl}^ for her) to

take advantasje of that statute which declares null and void all

marriages solemnized by a popish priest. He made this de-

termination, but unfortunatel}', he lingered as to its execution.

Her influence meanwhile was not extinguished; and she suc-

ceeded in inducing him to procrastinate .^rom time to time the

fatal resolve. She could not, it is true, deny that he had been

inveigled, and had made up her own mind, should he stand

firm, to accept a liberal provision, and submit to a legal sen-

tence, which indeed could not be resisted.

As the propriety of Mary's moral conduct had never been
called in question, she might, after all, be able to obtain a

match more adapted to her station and to every thing except
her ambition; but the coarse and vulgar Honor miscalculated

all. She irritated and wound up Mary almost to madness; and
in this state, her charactei'istic mildness forsook her, she be-

came jealous of all other women, and hesitated not daily to

lavish gross and violent abuse on the passive and wretched

Hartpole.
One morning, in Dublin, where they were residing, he came

to ni}' house in a state of trembling perturbation. He show-
ed me a wound on his hand, and another slight one from a

knife's point indented on his breast-bone. INIary, he said, had,
in a paroxysm of rage, attempted to stab him whilst sitting at

breakfast: he had, with difficulty, wrested the knife from her

grasp, and left the house never to return to it. He could in

fact no longer feel safe in her society, and therefore, arranging
all his necessary concerns, he repaired to Edinburgh, udiere

his regiment was quartered.
The suit for a decree of nullity was commenced, but no ef-

fective proceedings were ever taken, nor any sentence in the

cause pronounced, owing to events still more unfortunate to

poor Hartpole.
Prior to this fatal act of George's, I had never observed an

attachment on his part towards any female, save a very tempo-
rary one to a young lady in his neighbourhood, whom few men
could see without strong feelings of admiration

;
the second

daughter of Mr. Yates, of Moon, a gentleman of the old

school, almost antediluvian in his appearance, and of good for-

tune in County Kildare.

Miss Yates's beauty amou'iled almost to perfection. It was

of that nature with which poets, painters, and novelists have

attempted to invest the nnost favourite of their heroines. It

was neither Grecian nor Roman in its symmetr}', yet she

might have sat for a Madonna, or have been the model for a
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Venus. But my colouring would be partial, were I not to ad-

mit that shades of those frailties and passions, from which the

female mind is so seldom exempt, not unfrequently betrayed
their rapid transits over a countenance more indebted for its

expression to sensibility than to intellect, and upon which cau-

tion seldom impressed one moment's control. Still, all her

errors appeared amiable : her glance was electric, and a smile

never failed to complete her conquest. Nature seemed to have

created her solely to display the blandishments of affection,

and her whole frame appeared as if susceptible of being dis-

solved in love. In a word, at twenty, Myrtle Yates was

wholly irresistible, and not a j^outh of her country, who had a

heart, could boast of its insensibility to her charms. Perhaps
in truth she owed to the bewildering number of those admi-

rers, the good fortune, if such it was, of not devoting herself

to any.

Hartpole's attachment to Myrtle Yates was neither deep noi^

lasting. He considered her too attractive perhaps too yield-

ing ; and had he always adhered to the same principle of judg-
ment, it is possible he might have yet existed.

On his return from Scotland he immediately repaired to

Clifton, to get rid, if he might, of a severe cold which could

no longer be neglected, and required medical advice and a

balmy air. Here fate threw in the way of this ill-fated j'outh
another lure for his destruction, but such a one as might have

entrapped even the most cautious and prudent. Love, in its

genuine and rational shape, now assailed the breast of the ever-

sensitive Hartpole, and an attachment grevv up fatal to his

happiness, and, I think I may add, eventually to his life.

At Clifton, my friend made the acquaintance of a family, in

one of whose members were combined all the attractive qua-
lities of youth, loveliness, and amiability, whilst their posses-
sor at the same time moved in a sphere calculated to gratify
the requisitions of a decent pride. Those who saw and knew
the object of George's present attachment could feel no sur-

prise at the existence of his passion.
The unfortunate young man, however, sorely felt that his

situation under these new circumstances was even more dread-

ful than in the former connexion. Loving one woman to ado-

ration, and as yet the acknowledged husband of another, it is

not easy to conceive any state more distracting to a man of ho-

nour. His agitated mind had now no suspension of its misery,
save when lulled into a temporary frdnce by the very lassitude

induced by its own unhappiness.
He wrote to me, expressing the full extent of his feelings

#
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that is, as fully as pen could convey them. But imperfect in-

deed must be all words which attempt to describe intensity of

feelino;. It was from blots and scratches, and here and there

the dried-up stain of a tear, rather than from words, that I

gathered the excess of his mental agony. He required of my
friendship to advise him a task, to the execution of which I

was utterly incompetent. All I could properly advise him to,

was what I knew he would not comply with ; namely, to

come over to Ireland, and endeavour to conquer the influence

of his passion, or at least to take no decisive step in divulging
it till the law had pronounced its sentence on his existing con-

nexion.

Hartpole had strong feelings of honour as to this latter. For
a length of time he could scarcely reconcile himself to the idea

of publicly annulling what he had publicly avowed ; and it

was only l3y urging on his consideration- the fact, that the cere-

mony by a popish priest in no case legally constituted a mar-

riage, that he was prevailed on to seek for a public decree of

nullity. Such decree was not indeed necessary ; but to have

it upon record was judged advisable. Though the incipient

proceedings had been taken by his proctor, they were not com-

pleted, and Mary Sleven's marriage never was formally de-

clared a nullity by the sentence of the Ecclesiastical Court,
nor was she ever technically separated from the deluded Hart-

pole.
Under all these circumstances, I was totally bewildered as

to what ought to be my friend's future conduct, when I was
one morning greatly surprised by the sudden appearance of

Hartpole at my breakfast-table, obviously in better health: he

looked very superior to what I had expected ;
his eye sparkled,

and there was an air of satisfaction diffused both over his fea-

tures and address which convinced me that some decisive step
had been taken by him. He lost no time in telling me that

he had actually proposed for Miss Otway to her father and

mother ; that she herself had consented ;
that Mr. and Mrs.

Otway had come over, to have his fortune investigated, and

wished to see me with as little delay as convenient
;
and con-

cluded by saying, that he was most anxious to introduce me to

.the source of all his terrestrial happiness.
I could not but start on hearing all this, and declined enter-

ing at all in the business with Mr. Otway till George had given
me a written license to communicate with him as I pleased.
He acceded to all I desired, and the next morning I waited on

that gentleman.
1 never felt more embarrassed in my life than at this inter-
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view. I had in the interim made myself master of Mr. Ot-

way's character, and the knowledge by no means contributed

to ease my scruples or diminish my embarrassment. How-

ever, to my astonishment, a very short time disposed of both^

and in a way which I had conceived impossible.

I found Colonel Cooke Otway a strong-minded, steady, per-

emptory, gentlemanly man, obviously with more head than

heart, and with sufficient good sense to appear good-natured ;

in short, one of those well-trained persons who affect to be

quite off-handed, yet, on closer remark, are obviously in re-

serve.

He introduced me to Mrs. Otway, whose character required
no research. It was ordinar}'^, but amiable: she had evidently

great kindness of heart, and her conduct was uniformly report-
ed to be such as left nothing to amend either as wife or mother:

she appeared to be in declining health, whilst her daughter, in

the full bloom of youth and first blush of ripening beauty, pre-
sented a striking contrast.

I also read, as far as its hitherto slight development would

admit, the character of Maria Otway: I could perceive neither

the languor of love nor the restlessness of suspense at all pre-
dominant in her feelings. Perfect ease and entire resignation

appeared to sit cheerfully on her brow: she seemed to consider

the wish of her parents as the rule of her destin}^ ; and it was

clearly perceptible that Hartpole had the greater proportion of

the love at his own disposal.
Maria united in her appearance, her manners, and her obvi-

ous disposition, most of those amiable and engaging traits which
the age of eighteen so frequently develope in a female. Her

figure, in height rather below the middle stature, had just ar-

rived at that proportionate fullness which torms the just mecli-

um between the round and slender, and without the defects

of either gives the advantages of both. Her limbs, cast in the

mould of perfect symmetry, were moved with that ease and
moderate activity which constitute the natural grace of female

action. Her features, small, and not strictly justifying the epithet
beautiful, yet formed in their assemblage a blooming and ex-

pi'essiye index of the young heart that ruled them
; and the

disadvantage of a less prominent profile than should be, was
almost disregarded on account of the brilliant delicacy of her

complexion. Her blue eyes were untutored
; but her smile

was intoxicating, and my friend was bound in the trammels of

female witchery.
In my own judgment, Maria Otway was certainly at that

time a very interesting young female: still her beauty, obvi-
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ously aided by youth, health, and thoughtless happiness, was
not of that animated and vigorous cast on which we so often

see neither time, care, nor age make quick impression: it was,
on the other hand, that soft and delicate loveliness to which

years and family are such inveterate and sometimes rapid ene-

mies.

Over such a man as Hartpole, the victory of Miss Otway's
beauty was complete, and the result of that unfortunate passion
convinces me that a man (unless his judgment be superior to

his sensibility) cannot commit an act of greater folly than to

encourage an attachment to any woman whom he thinks every
body else must admire as well as himself. George at first was
inclined to resist his passion, but he did no\. fiyfrom the cause

of it, and he therefore fell a victim to romantic love as he had
before done to romantic gratitude.
Mr. Otway at once opened the business, and told me Hart-

pole had referred him to me for a statement of his estates and

financial situation. On this point I had come fully prepared.

Hartpole's circumstances exceeded rather than fell below Mr.

Otway's expectation.
'' I am quite satisfied, my dear sir," said he to me, with a

significant nod
;

"
you know that in Ireland we always make

a small allowance for a Stratford connexion."

I now found my embarrassment recommence, but determin-

ed, at every risk, to free myself from all future responsibility
or reproach : I therefore informed Col. Otway explicitly of

Hartpole's marriage, and that no sentence had as yet been pro-
nounced to declare that marriage a nullity, though in point of

law it was so.

Having heard me throughout with the greatest complacency,
he took me by the hand :

'' My dear sir," said he with a

smile which at first surprised me, " I am happy to tell you
that I was fully apprized, before I came to Ireland, of every
circumstance you have related to me as to that woman, and

had taken the opinions of several eminent practitioners on the

point, each of whom gave without any hesitation exactly the

same opinion you have done : my mind was therefore easy
and made up on that subject before I left England, and I do

not consider the circumstance any impediment to the present

negotiation."
it is not easy to describe the relief thus afforded me

; though,
at the same time, I must own I was somewhat astonished at

this seeming nonchalance. We parted in excellent humour
with each other.

The negotiation went on : Miss Sleven was no more re-
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garcled ;
and after a deal of discussion, but no difference of

opinion, all the terms were as^reed upon, and the settlements

prepared, for a marriage, in all its results as unfortunate for the

young people, and as culpable in the old, as any that ever

came within my recollection.

A circumstance of singular and not very auspicious nature

occurred on the first step towards the completion of that ill-

starred alliance. It was necessary to procure a license from
the Prerogative Court for the solemnization of the marriage in

the city of Dublin, and Harlpole's uncle, the Honourable Ben-

jamin O'Neil Stratford (now Earl of Aldborough,) attended

with George upon Doctor Duigenan, then judge of the prero-

gative, for that purpose.
The doctor (who when irritated was the most outrageous

judge that ever presided in a civil law court) was on the bench

officiating, upon their arrival. Benjamin conceived that his

rank and intimacy with the Doctor would have procured hira

at least common civility, but in this he was egregiously mis-

taken.

Benjamin O'Neil Stratford, who attended his nephew on
that dangerous expedition, was endowed with several good-na-
tured qualities, but, as folks said, rather inclined to the plea-
sures of litigation. In every family which is not very popu-
lar, there is always one, of whom people in general say,

*< Oh!
he is the best of them :" and this was Benjamin's reputation
in the Stratford family.*

* The noble Earl had then also the appellation of " Blind Ben," which had
been conferred on him by the witty Lady Aldborough, and which ought not to

have been by any means considered derogatory, inasmuch as his name is certainly

Benjamin, and one of his eyes was actually out ;
and as the abrupt mode of its

quitting his Lordship's head was rather humorous, it may be amusing to men-
tion it.

He had once, as he thought, the honour of killing a crane. Benjamin's evil

genius, however, maliciously scattered the shot, and the crane had only been

what they call in Ireland kilt ; but feeling pretty sure that her death was determin-

ed on, she resolved to die heroically, and not unrevenged. She fell, and lying mo-,

tionless, seduced her assassin to come and wring her head off, according to the

usual rules and practices of humanity. The honourable sportsman approached

triumphantly, and stooping to seize the spoUa opima, Madame Crane, having as

good eyes of her own as the one that took aim at her, in return for his compli-

ment, darted her long bill plump into the head of the Honourable Benjamin O'iVeil

Stratford, entering through the very same window which he had closed the shut-

ters of, to take his aim. She, in fact, turned the honourable gentleman's eye clean

out of its natural residence ; and being thus fully gratifieed by extinguishing the

light in one of her enemy's lanterns, she resigned her body to be plucked, stuffed,

and roasted, in the usual manner, as was performed accordingly. Thus, though
her slayer was writhing in agony, his family was fully revenged by feasting oa

his tormentor. Daily consultations were held to ascertain whether her long rapier

had not actually penetrated the brain of the Honourable Benjamin. One of the

VoL= II. ?
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On their arrival in the presence of the doctor, who pretend-
ed never to know any body in Court, he asked " Who those

people were ?" and on beinj^ informed, proceeded to inquire
what business brought them there.

The Honourable Benjamin answered,
" that he wanted a

marriage-license for his nephew, George Hartpole, of Shrewl

Castle, Esq. and Miss Maria Otway, of Castle Otway, County
Tipperary."
He had scarcely pronounced the, words when the doctor,

rising with the utmost vehemence, roared out,
'*
George Hart-

pole! George Hartpole! is that the rascal who has another wife

living ?"

George, struck motionless, shrank within himself; but Ben-

jamin, not being so easily frightened, said som.ething equally

warm, whereupon the doctor, without further ceremony, rush-

ed at him, seized him by the collar, and cried, "Do you want

me to countenance bigamy, you villains ?" at tlie same time

roaring to his cryer and servants to " turn the fellows out!"

which order, if not literally, was virtually performed, and the

petitioners for a license congratulated themselves upon their

providential escape from so outrageous a judge of Prerogative.
The fact was, the suit of nullity had been actually commenc-

ed in the Court, but not bavins; been proceeded on, the judge

only knew Hartpole as a married man upon record, and it cer-

tainly could not appear very correct of the Honourable Benja-
min to apply to the same judge who was to try the validity of

the first marriage, to grant his license for the solemnization of

a second whilst the first remained undecided. On Hartpole's
mind the circumstance made an indeliable impression, and he

never afterwards took any further proceedings in the cause

then instituted.

Hartpole returned to me and recounted the adventure, affec-

ting to treat it as a jest against his uncle. But it was a vain

disguise ; although by struggling sharply with his feelings, he

in some degree overcame them.

But what was now to be done, since no license could be ob-

tained in Dublin ? A general consultation was held
;
Mr. Ot-

way (still singularly to me) appeared to regard the circum-

stance as a mere bagatelle. I thought far otherwise ; and it

was so deeply engraven on Hartpole's mind that he mentioned

tenants being heard to say, in a most untenant-like manner, that it might in such

case be all for the best, was asked his reason for so undutiful an expression ; and

replied, that if she had just pricked his honour's brain, may be it might have let

out the humours therein, which would have done no harm either to his honour or

to Baltinglass.
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it to me not three days previously to his dissolution, as having
foreboded all his subsequent mistbrtunes.

It was at length agreed upon that he should be married in

the diocess of Kildare, by a license from the bishop's surrogate
there. This was in eftect accomplished. I was not present at

the ceremony ;
after which, the parties pursued their journey

to Castle Otway, where, in the midst of every thing that was
desirable on earth, Hartpole commenced the trial of his new
connexion.

Spite of these apparent advantages, however, my friend

soon began either to find or conjure up new and dangerous
sources of uneasiness. He continued some months at Castle

Otvvay, listless and devoured by ennui ,
he pined for a change

of scene, and longed to return to his hereditary domain. His

health too steadily, although slowly declined
; yet he took no

medical advice: the remote symptoms of consumption began
to exhibit themselves, and the effects of care upon a constitu-

tion naturally irritable favoured their developement. But,
amidst all this, he fancied for awhile that he possessed every

thing he could wish for
;

his wife daily improved in her per-

son, her manners were delightful, her conduct unexception-
able.

Maria was adored by her parents, but adored to a degree
that tended eventfully to create her misery: the thought of se-

parating from them was to her almost unbearable ;
she durst

scarcely look at such an event with firmness. Her reluctance

could not be concealed from the sharp eye of her uneasy hus-

band. Every mark of affection lavished by her on her parents,
he considered as if filched from him. He thought her heart

should have no room for any attachments but to himself, where-
as it had been wholly pre-occupied by filial tenderness, that

true passion of Nature. In a word, she had never loved Hart-

pole, for whom she felt no other than a neutral species of at-

tachment. Neither her mind nor her person had arrived at

their full maturity, when she was called upon to love ; and
under such circumstances, she really evinced more affection

for her husband than I supposed she would do, but far less than

he expected.
At length it was agreed that they should come, on a visit,

to my house in Dublin for some time, and that her mother
should afterwards stay with her at Shrewl Castle till Maria
was gradually reconciled to the dreaded change, and to final

residence with a man whom I believed she early discovered

was not exactly calculated to make her happy. The story of

Mary Sleven, I believe, she had not heard ;
if she had, I am
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pretty sure she never would have left the protection of her

f;itl!er.

Wh;-n ILirtpoie arrived at my house, I soon perceived that

jny gloomy auguries had been too well grounded. I found

his mind bewildered
;
he received no enjoyment from read-

ing ;
liis health did not permit strong exercise ; he took no

pleasure in new and strange societ}'^, but on tlie contrary, pined
for his own home, his free associates, his steward, his tenants,

his colliers, and above all for a passive, fond companion who
should have no wish but her husband's.

Now, none of these things were to Maria's taste, and she

yielded to the inroads of discontent, as I think, unreasonably:
still, this feeling never showed itself with offensive promi-
nence. She gave way to every desire expressed by her hus-

band, but her acquiescence seemed to me like that of a victim^

I have often noticed that, even whilst she intimated her obe-

dience, her averted eye betrayed a rebel tear, and she only
awaited the moment when it might gush out with safety, and
relieve her.

I perceived that, unless some step was taken to occupy
George's mind, a residence at Shrewl Castle would surely pro-
claim to the world both his folly and his ruin. I therefore ap-

plied to Mr. Pelhani, tlien secretary in Ireland, to procure

Haitpole promotion to the office of high sheriff for Queen's

County for the ensuing year, 1794. My application was im-

mediately conceded. I also took out for him a commission of

the peace. Meanwhile his old castle was in part newly fur-

nished, and I was happy to see that he felt a sort of gratifica-
tion in the appointment of sheriff"; and though in a state of

health badly calculated to execute the duties of such an office,

the occupation of his mind would, I hoped, make ample
amends for his necessary personal exertions. If that year had

passed favourably, it was my intention to have recommended a

lour to some foreign country, where change of climate and of

scene might tend to restore my friend's health, to amuse his

mind, and perhaps to make a desirable alteration in the feel-

ings both of himself and his wife : but Heaven decreed

otherwise.

Whilst on their visit at my house, I perceived, in Hartpole's

disposition, among other traits which so close a communion
could scarcely fail to develope, one which I had never before

suspected in him and calculated to prove the certain and per-
manent source of unhappiness. Jealousy is of all others the

most terrible of human passions. When once it fixes its roots

in a hasty sanguine nature, it becomes master of every action

/'
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and every word
;

and reason, justice and humanity, all fly

before it! When it pervades a less ardent spirit, impetuosity is

bridled
;
but the desire of revenge is no less powerful, and

too often seeks gratification in the exercise of cold treachery
or petty annoyance : in either case, the eye magnifies every

object which can at all feed the greediness of suspicion. When
this passion has any fair cause, it may be justifiable, and a cri-

sis generally ends it
;
but when no cause exists, save in the

distempered fancy of a sinking constitution, it is permanent
and invincible.

Such was the case with my friend : his jealous}' had no fix-

ed object on which to fasten itself, but wandered from person
to person. Indeed, it could have no resting-place ; for in this

point of view, Maria was blameless. But in the eye of my
friend she had guilt the guilt of being attractive. He con-

ceived that every body must love her as he did himself, and

fancied that a female universally admired could not be univer-

sally ungrateful.
This melancholy and morbid state of mind appeared to me

likely to increase from residence in a metropolis, and I hasten-

ed his departure for Shrewl Castle, to lake upon himself the of-

fice of high sheriff. I did not go with them, for my mind

misgave me : her mother met them there, and innocently com-

pleted the ruin of her children by a step the consequences
whereof should ever be a warning to wives, to parents, and to

husbands!
At Shrewl, Mrs. Otway perceived George's ideal malady;

she was a silly woman who fancied she was wise, and thought
she never could do wrong because she alwajs intended to do

right. She proposed to Maria a most despeiate remedy to cure
her husband of his jealousy, though she did not reflect that it

might probably be at the expense of his existence, and cer-

tainly of her daughter's duty. They conspired together, and
wrote two or three letters directed to Mrs. Hartpole', without

signature, but professing love and designating meetings. These

they took measures to drop so as Hartpole might accidentally
find some of them, and thus they thought in the end to con-

vince him of his folly, and laugh him out of his suspicions.
The result may be easilj' anticipated by those who have read

with attention the character of the husband. He became out-

rageous : the developement did not pacify him
;
and his parox-

ysm was nearly fatal. Maria was in consequence but little

better, and the unexpected result of her own injudicious con-
duct nearly distracted the unhappy mother. But it was too late

to retrieve their error : the die was thrown \ Hartpole was in-
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flexible ;
and the first I heard of it was Maria's departure to

her father's, and a final separation : and thus, after a mar-

riage of little more than eie;hteen months, that ill-starred

young man, completely the sport of fortune, became once more

solitary! Labouring under the false idea that he could soon

conquer his attachment, he made Maria an ample separate
maintenance, and determined to go to Lisbon, where he

thought a change of scene n)ight, perhaps, restore his peace,
and the climate his shattered constitution.

Before he sailed, I endeavoured in vain to reconcile them.
She did not love him well enough to risk a further residence

at Shrewl, in the absence of her connexions
; and his miad

was case-hardened against the whole family from which she

sprang. His reasons to me for parting from her finally, were
at least plausible.

'' I acquit her at once," said he,
" of ever having shown a

symptom of impropriety, nay even of giddiness : there I was

wrong, and I own it : but she has proved herself perfectly ca-

pable of, and expert at, deception ; and the woman that has

practised deception for 7ny sake would be equally capable of

practising it for her own. So far from curing my error, she

has confirmed me in it
;
and when confidence ceases separation

ought to ensue."

Hartpole shortly after embarked for Portugal, and only re-

turned to terminate his short career by a lingering and painful
death.

On his arrival at Lisbon without any amendment either in

mind or body, I felt, and I am sure he did himself, that the

world was fast receding from him. The ruffianly manners of the

person whom he had chosen as a led captain were little conge-
nial to his own characteristic mildness. He had, however, a

most faithful valet
;
and after a few posts, 1 conceived, from

his letters, that his spirits had very much improved, when a

circumstance occurred which, i had he been in health, would
have been merely ludicrous

;
but vvhich the shattered state of

his nerves rendered him almost incapable of bearing up against.
On his marriage he had given the commission be then held

to Mr. Otway, his brother-in law (I believe, now, General Ot-

way;) on his separation, however, he determined to resume
the profession, and accordinglj' purciiased a commission in a re-

giment of the line then raising by his uncle the late Lord Aid-

borough ;
and he had been gazetted previously to his depar-

ture.

After he had been a short time at Lisbon, some mischievous

person, for some mischievous object, informed his uncle that
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he had been dead a fortnigjht! and, without further inquiry,

that nobleman resold Cleovce's commission, and an announce-

ment appeared in the newspapers, that Hartpole had fallen a

victim at Lisbon, to consumption, the rapid proti^ress-of which

had rendered his case hopeless even before he quitted Ireland,

adding the name of the party who had succeeded him in his

regiment.
Now the fact is, that the climate of Lisbon had been of great

service to his health ; and he was quickly recovering strength

and spirits, when taken up, one day, an English paper, he read

the above-mentioned parasrraph.
His valet described to me coarsely the instantaneous effect

of this circumstance on his master's mind. It seemed to pro-

claim his fate by anticipation: his commission was disposed

of, under the idea that he was actually dead ; every melancho-

ly reflection crowded upon him ;
he totally relapsed ; and I

firmly believe that paragraph was his death-blow. After ling-

ering several months longer, he returned to England, and I re-

ceived a letter requesting me to meet him without delay at

Bristol, and stating that he had made his will. I immediately
undertook the journey, and took him over a horse which I

conceived adapted to him at that time. His sister (the present
Mrs. Bowen, of Rutland Square) was with him. His figure

was emaciated to the last degree, and he was sinking rapidly
into the grave. He was attended by a very clever young phy-
sician of that place, a Doctor Barrow, and I soon perceived that

the doctor had fallen a victim to the charms of Miss Hartpole.
The patient had however, declined but little in appetite,

M^hen the disorder suddenly fixed itself in his throat, and he

ceased to have the power of eating: he now entirely gave him-

self up as a person who must die of hunger. This melancho-

ly scene almost distracted me, and produced a most unpleasant
affection of the head. The doctor gave us little consolation

;

and Hartpole himself, though reduced to such a state, was re-

ally the most cheerful of the party, evincing a degree of resig-

nation at once heroic and touching. His will had been prepa-
red by Mr. Lemans of Bristol, (to me a perfect stranger,) and

executed whilst I was in Ireland: he informed us all that I was

joint executor with two of his uncles.

On the morning of Hartpole's death, he sent for me to rise

and come to him. I found him in an agony of hunger per-

spiration in large drops rolling down his face. He said, nei-

ther food nor liquid could descend into his stomach ;
that his

ribs had contracted inwards, as if convulsively drawn togeth-

er; and that he was in great pain. I cannot describe my emo=
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tion! He ^valkf'^ abouf his room an:1 spoke to me earnestly
on many subjects, on seine o( w\\i<^}) I have been, and ever

shall be, totoliy silent. At leni?'h he called me to the win-

dow: *'
narrin:ton," said he, "you see at a distance a very

g;reen field?" " Y^ s," I replied.
"
Well," continued George,

*<it is mv dying request that I may be buried there to-morrow

evening.
'^

He spoke so calmly and strongly, that I felt much surprised.
He observed this, and said,

'' It is true: I am in the agonies
of death.'^ I now called in the doctor and Hartpole's ser-

vant: the invalid sat down upon the bed; and when he took

me by the hand, I shuddered, for it was burning hot, whilst

every nerve and sinew seemed to be in spasmodic action. I

never had been in collision with a dying person before : he

pressed my hand with great fervour, and murmured, "My
friend!" these were the last words I heard him utter. I look-

ed in his face: his eyes were glazed his lips quivered he laid

his head on the pillow, and expired.
This awful scene, to me so perfectly new, overpowered me,

and for a few minutes I was myself insensible.

I disobeyed Hartpole's injunctions respecting his funeral;
for I had his body enclosed in a leaden coffin and sent to be in-

terred at Shrewl Castle, in the cemetery of his ancestors, where-

in his remains were not admitted without much reluctance by
his ungrateful sister and her husband, who resided there in his

absence.

On the reading of the will, his first bequest appeared to be

to "his friend Barrington, six thousand pounds," together
with the reversion of his landed estates and collieries, on the

death of his sisters without children: one had been some time

married and had none; the other was unmarried, but. soon after

made a match with a gentleman of considerable property, but

whom I should think few young ladies of fortune would have
fancied.

The uncles would not act as executors; considered me as an

interloper; and commenced a suit to annul the will, as prepa-
red under undue influence. Fortunately for my reputation, I

had n^^ver known the persons who prepared it, was in another

kingdom at the time, and had not seen Hartpole for many
months before its execution: his sister was with him ; not I.

I got a decree without delay. The family of Stratford, who

preferred law to all other species of pastime, appealed. My
decree was confirmed, and they were burdened with the whole

costs; and in efi'ect paid me six thousand pounds, on an amica-

ble arrangement. My reversion yielded me nothing; for I
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fancy the sisters have since had nearly twenty children between

them to inherit it.

Thus ended Hartpole's life, and thus did a family become

extinct, of the most respectable description, I neither looked

to nor expected any legacy from my friend, beyond a mourn-

ing-ring. He left numerous other bequests, including a consi-

derable one to Mary Eleven, whose fate I never heard.

The sequel of Maria Otway's history was not much less me-

lancholy than that of her unhappy partner, as she died prema-
turely, by the most affecting of all deaths in child-birth. I

saw her after the separation, but never after George's decease.

As I predicted, her style of beauty was not calculated to ivea?'

well ; and even before she was out of her teens, Maria Otway
had been much handsomer. Her manner became more studi-

ed of course, less graceful: and that naivete, which had ren-

dered her so engaging to my friend, was superseded by the

cold affectation which fashionable manners prescribe.

Maria, I think, never had been attached to Hai tpole ; and
within two years afier his decease, she made another and a

most unexceptionable match namely, with Mr. Prittie, the

present member for Tipperary: but Providence seemed to pur-
sue fatally even the relict of my friend ; and at the age of

twenty-three, death cut oflf the survivor of that union which
an unconcerned spectator would have deemed so auspicious.
It is said, but I do not wish to be understood as vouching the

report, that after Mrs. Prittie's death, a prediction of its oc-

currence was found written by herself six months before, de-

signating the precise time of her departure.
I have been diffuse on the memoirs of Hartpole, because I

felt myself interested in almost every material event of his ca-

reer. To overlook our friendship, indeed, and his liberality,
would have been ungrateful, in any memoir of myself.*

Before I quit these " fond records," and the associations

which they excite, I am tempted once more to revert to the

peculiarities of the Stratford family, which indeed present an

ample field for anecdote. More curious or dissimilar charac-

ters never, surely, bore the same name!
Earl Robert, one of those who declared war against me on

Hartpole's death, was surnamed "The Peer of a Hundred
Wills ;" and it is matter of fact, that upon a trial at law in

County Wicklow, since his Lordship's death, fifty different

wills were produced, together with a great number of affida-

vits, &c. also signed by the Earl. Several of these documents

*
George Hartpole was sponsor to my only son.

Vol. II, 8
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are of the most singular description, highly illustrative of the

Earl's character, and I should think amongst the most extraor-

dinar}' papers existing in the Prerogative Court.

It was a general rule with this peer to make a will or codi-

cil in favour of any person with whom he was desirous of car-

ry i'lg a point, taking especial care that the party should be made

acquainted with his psoceeding: no sooner, however, was his

end accompli^ihed, and other game started, than a fresh instru-

ment annulled all the provisions of the preceding one! Thus,
if desirous of obtaining a lady's regards, he made a will in her

favour, and let her find it by accident. He at length got
50,000 with a grand-daughter of the Duke of Chandos,

In the cause before-mentioned, I was retained by the late

Earl John, to argue that his brother was mad, and Mr. Plun-

kett was employed as my oppon.ent. In support of our posi-

tion, it was, that the fifty wills were produced; and I hesitate

not to say, that either of them, had it emanated from any oth-

er individual than his Lordship, would have been deemed con-

clusive. But the jury had known the party whose vagaries

they were summoned to decide upon ;
and therefore found, as

usual, in^avour of his Lordship's last will. I subsequently
asked one of those gentlemen the grounds of their verdict;

and his answer was " We all knew well that the testator was

more ***** than fool: did you ever hear of any body taking
him in V^ and, the truth is, the jury were right: for I never

met with a man who had more worldly sense and tact than Ro-

bert, Earl of i\ldborough, and owing to my close connexion

with his nephew, Hartpole, I had abundant opportunities of

judging.
The present Countess Dowager of Aldborough was in the ha-

bit of uttering yewo? d'esprit with more spirit and grace than

any woman in the world: she often cut deeply; but so keen and

polished was the edge of her wit, that the patient was never

mangled.
The cause of her namins; the Honourable and Reverend

Paul Stratford, her brother in-law, ''Holy Paul," was droll

enough. Mount Neil, a remarkably fine old countrj'-house,

furnished in the ancient style, was that ecclesiastic's family
mansion, wherein he resided many years, but of which it was

thought he at last grew tired. One windy night, this house

(sometime after it had been ensured to a large amount) most

perversely and miraculoously took fire (the common people
still say, and verily believe, it was of its oxvn accord :) no wa-

ter was to be had; the flames raged; the tenants bustled, jostled,

and tumbled over each other^ in a general uproar and zeal to
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save his Reverence's great house : his Reverence alone, meek
and resigned, beheld the voracious element devour his heredi-

tary property piously attributing the evil solely to the just
will of Providence as a punishment for his having vexed his

mother some years before her death! Under this impiession,
the Hon, and Rev. Paul adopted the only I'ational and pious
means of extinguishing the conflagration: he fell on his knees

in front of the blazing mansion, and, with clasped and uplifted

hands, and in the tone of a saint during his martyrdom, be-

sought the Lord to show him mercy, and extinguish a flame

which was setting all human aid at defiance I The people
around, however, did not place equal reliance on the interpo-
sition of Providence, which, as a country fellow very judici-

ously observed, might be employed somewliere else at the

time, and unable to look to his Reverence's business: so they
continued, whilst practicable, to bring out the furniture piece-

meal, and range it on the grass-plat. Paul no sooner perceived
the result of their exertions, than, still on his knees, he cried

out. "Stop, stop! throw all my valuables back into the flames!

never fly, my friends, in the face of heaven! when the Almigh-
ty resolv^^^'^urn my house, he most certainly iatended to de-

stroy the furniture. I feel resigned. The Lord's u-tH be done.

The tenants reluctantly obeyed his orders; but unfortunately
for "

Holy Paul," the Insurance Company, when applied to

for payment of his losses, differed altogether from his Rever-
ence as to the dispensation of Providence, and absolutely refu-

sed to pay any part of the damage incurred.

So much disrepute did the Honourable and Rev, Paul get
into by this occurrrence, that people were not prone to employ
him on clerical functions, and his nephew himself peremptori-
ly declined being married by him. In fact, the stain of Holy
Paul's character was, inordinate love of money : he had very
good property, but was totally averse to paying away any thing.
He was put into prison by his niece's husband, where he long
remained rather than render a due account; and when at length
he did so, he refused to pay a few pounds fees, and continued

voluntarily in confinement until his death.
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HAMILTON ROWAN AND THE BAR.

Sketch of the character of Mr. Hamilton Rowan His Quixotic spirit of philan

throphy Case of Mary Neil, taken up by Mr. Rowan Dinner-club among
the briefless barristers of Dublin Apparition of Mr. Hamilton Rowan and his

dog More frightened than hurt An unanswerable query Mr. Rowan's sub-

sequent adventures The Rev. Mr. Jackson He is brought up to receive sen-

tence for high treason, and expires in Court.

There were few persons whose history was connected with
that of Ireland durins; my time, who excited my interest in a

greater degree than Mr. Hamilton Rowan. The dark points
of this gentleman's character have been assiduously exhibited

by persons who knew little or nothing of his life, and that too,

long after he had ceased to be an obnoxious character. I will

endeavour to show the obverse of the medal
;
and I claim the

meed of perfect disinterestedness, which will, I think, be

awarded, when I state that I never had the least social inter-

course with Mr. Rowan, whose line of politics was always de-

cidedly opposed to my own.
Archibald Hamilton Rowan (I believe he still lives) is a

gentleman of most respectable family and of ample fortune :

considered merely as a private character, I fancy there are few
who will not give him full credit for ever}' quality which does

honour to that station in society. As a philanthropist, he cer-

tainly carried his ideas even beyond reason, and to a degree of

excess which 1 really think laid in his mind the foundation of

all his enthusiastic proceedings, both in common life and in

politics.
The first interview I had with this gentleman did not occu-

py more than a few minutes : but it was of a most impressive
nature, and though now eight-and-thirty years back, appears as

fresh to my eye as if it took place yesterday : in truth, I be-

lieve it must be equally present to every individual of the com-

pany who survives, and is not too old to remember any thing.
There is generally in every metropolis some temporary in-

cident which serves as a common subject of conversation ;

something which nominally excites interest, but which in fact

nobody cares a sous about, though for the
da}'^

it sells all the

newspapers, and gives employment to every tongue, till some
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new occurrence happens to work up curiosity and change the

topic.
In 17SS, a very young; girl, of the name of Mary Neil, had

been ill-treated by a person unknown, aided by a woman. The
late Lord Carhamp<on u-as supposed to be tlie transgressor, but
without any proof whatsoever of his Lordship's culpability.
The hunTOur of Hamilton Rowan, which had a sort of Quixo-
tic tendency to resist all oppression and to redress every spe-
cies of wrong,' led him to take up the cause of Mary Neil with
a zeal and enthusiastic perseverance which nobody but the

knight of La Mancha could have exceeded. Day and night
the ill-treatment of this girl was the subject of his thoughts, his

Actions, his dreams : he even went about preaching a kind of cru-

sade in her favour, and succeeded in gaining a great many parti-
sans among the citizens ; and in short, he eventually obtained a

conviction of the woman as accessary to a crime, the perpetra-
tor whereof remained undiscovered, and she accordingly re-

ceived sentence of death. Still Mary Neil was not bettered by
this conviction : she was utterly unprovided for, had suffered

much, an^gg;s^ed quite wretched. Yet there were not want-

ing persons who doubted her truth, decried her former cha-

racter, and represented her story as that of an imposter : this

not only hurt the feelings and philanthropy, but the pride of
Hamilton Rowan

;
and he vowed personal vengeance against

all her calumniators, high and low.

At this time about twenty young barristers, including my-
self, had formed a dinner club in Dublin : we had taken large

apartments for the purpose ;
and, as we were not yet troubled

with too much business, were in the habit of faring luxurious-

ly every day, and taking a bottle of the best claret which could
be obtained.*

There never existed a more cheerful, nor half so cheap a

dinner club. One day, whilst dining with our usual hilarity,
the servant informed us that a gentleman below stairs desired
to be admitted ybr a moment. We considered it to be some
brother-barrister who requested permission to join our part}",
and desired him to be shown up. What was our surprise,
however, on perceiving the figure that presented itself! a

man, who might have served as model for a Hercules, his gi-

gantic limbs conveying the idea of almost supernatural strength:

* One of us, Counsellor Townley Fitgate, (afterwards chairman of Wicklow
County,) having a pleasure-cutter of his own in the harbour of Dublin, used to
send her to smuggle claret for us from the Isle of Man : he made a friend of one
of the tide-waiters, and we consequently had the very best wines on the cheap-
est possible terms.
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his shoulders, arms, and broad chest, were the very emblems
of muscular energy; and his flat, rough countenance, over-

shadowed by enormous dark eyebrows, and deepK furrowed by
strong lines of vigour and fortitude, completed one of the

finest, yet most formidable figures I had evei' beheld. He was

very well dressed : close by his side stalked in a shaggy New-
foundland dog of corresponding magnitude, with hair a foot

long, and who, if he should be voraciously inclined, seemed
well able to devour a barrister or ivvo without overcharging his

stomach : as he entered, indeed, he alternately looked at us

and then up at his master, as if only awaiting the orders of the

latter to commence the onslaught. His master held in his hand
a large, 5'ellow, knotted club, slung by a leathern thong round
his great wrist : he had also a long small-sword by his side.

This apparition walked deliberately up to the table
;
and

having made his obeisance with seeming courtesy, a short

pause ensued, during which he looked round on all of the com-

pany with an aspect, if not stern, yet ill-calculated to set our

minds at ease either as to his or bis dog's ulterior intentions.
" Gentlemen!" at length he said, in a tone and with an air

at once so mild and courteous, nay so polished, as fairly to give
the lie, as it were, to his gigantic and threatening figure :

<' Gentlemen! I have heard with very great regret that some
members of this club have been so indiscreet as to calumniate

the cliarader of Mary Neil, which, from the part I have taken,
I feel identified with my ow-n : if any present hath done so, I

doubt not he will now have the candour and courage to avow
it. fVho avows it .'*" The dog looked up at him. again ; he
returned the glance ; but contented himself, for the present,
with patting the animal's head, and was' silent : so were we.

The extreme surprise indeed with which our party was seiz-

ed, bordering almost on consternation, rendered all consultation

as to a reply out of the question ; and never did I see the old

axiom that " what is every body's business is nobody's busi-

ness" more thoroughl}- exemplified. A few of the company
whispered each his neighbour, and I perceived one or two steal

a fruit-knife under the table-cloth, in case of extremities
;
but

no one made any reply. We were eighteen in number; and

as neither would or could answer for the others, it would re-

quire eighteen replies to satisfy the giant's single query ;
and

I fancy some of us could not have replied to his satisfaction,

and stuck to the truth into the bargain.
He repeated his demand (elevating his tone each time) thrice:

'' Does any gentleman avow it?" A faint buzz now circulat-

ed round the room, but there was no answer whatsoever.
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Communication was cut off, and there was a dead silence : at

leno:th our visiter said, wiih a loud voice, that he must suppose,

if any gentleman had made any ohservations or assertions

against Mary Neil's character, he would have had the courage
and the spirit to avow it: <'

therefore," continued he, "I
shall take it for granted that my information was erroneous ;

and, in that point of view, I regret having alarmed your so-

ciet3^"^ And, without another word, he bowed three times

very low, and retired backwards toward the door, (his dog also

backing out with equal politeness,) where with a salam doubly
ceremonious Mr. Rowan ended this extraordinary interview.

On the first of his departing bows, by a simultaneous impulse,
we all rose and returned his salute, almost touching the table

with our noses, but still in profound silence
; wW\c\r booing on

both sides was repeated, as I have said, till he was fairly out

of the room. Three or four of the company then ran hastily

to the window to be sure that he and the dog were clear off into

the street ;
and no sooner had this satisfactory denouement

been ascertained, than a general roar of laughter ensued, and

we talked i^mp in a hundred different ways : the whole of

our arguments, however, turned upon the question
" which

had behaved the politest upon the occasion ?" but not one

word was uttered as to which had behaved the stoutest.

This spirit of false chivalry, which took such entire posses-

sion of Hamilton Rowan's understanding, was soon diverted

into the channels of political theory ;
and from the discussion

of general politics,
he advanced to the contemplation of sedi-

tion. His career in this j-espect was short: he was tried and

convicted of circulating a factious paper, and sentenced to a

heavy fine and a long imprisonment, durinji which, political

charges of a much more serious nature were arrayed against
him. He fortunately escaped from prison to the house of Mr.

Evans, of Portrenne, near Dublin, and got off in a fishing-boat
to France, where, after numerous dangers, he at length arrived

safely. Rowan subsequently resided some years in America,
in which country he had leisure for reflection, and saw plainly
the folly and mischief of his former conduct. The govern-
ment found that his contrition was sincere ; he eventfully re-

ceived His Majesty's free pardon ; and I have since seen him
and his family at the Castle drawing-rooms in dresses singular-

ly splendid, where they were well received by the Viceroy and

by many of the nobility and gentry : and the people should

consider that His Majesty's free pardon for political offences is

always meant to wipe away every injurious feeling from his

subjects' recollection,
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The mention of Mr. Rowan reminds me of an anecdote of

a sincrular nature, extremely affecting, and which at the time
was the subject of much conversation: and as a connexion was

alleged to exist between him and the unfortunate gentleman to

whom it relates, (which connexion had nearly proved fatal to

Mr. Rowan,) I consider this not an inappropriate place to al-

lude to the circumstance.

Mr. Jackson, an English clergyman, who had come over
to assist in organizing a revolution in Ireland, had been ar-

rested in that country, tried, and found guilty of high treason

in corresponding with the enemy in France. I was in court

when Mr. Jackson was brought up to receive sentence of

death ;
and I believe whoever was present must recollect it as

cue of the most toucliing and uncommon scenes which appeared
during that eventful period.
He was conducted into the usual place where prisoners stand

to receive sentence. He was obviously much affected as he
entered ; his limbs seemed to totter, and large drops of per-

spiration rolled down his face. He was supposed to fear
death, and to be in great terror. The judge be;an the usual

admonition before he pronounced sentence: the prisoner seem-

ed to regard it but little, appearing abstracted by the internal

agony. This was still attributed to apprehension: he cover-

ed his face, and seemed sinking: the judge paused the crowd
evinced surprise and the sheriff, on examination, declared

the prisoner was too ill to hear his sentence. Meanwhile,
the wretched culprit continued to droop : and at length, his

limbs giving way, he fell! A visitation so unexampled creat-

ed a great sensation in the court : a physician was immediate-

ly summoned, but too late
;
Jackson had eluded his denouncers,

and was no more.

It was discovered that, previous to his coming into Court,
he had taken a large quantity of arsenic and aqua-fortis mixed
in tea. No judgment of course was pronounced against him.

He had a splendid funeral : and, to the astonishment of Dublin,
it was attended by several members of parliament and barris-

ters ! a iMr. Tigh, and Counsellor Richard Guinness, were

amongst them.

It is worthy of observation, that I was always on friendly,

nay intimate terms, with many leading persons of the two most

hostile and intolerant political bodies that could possibly exist

together in one country ; and in the midst of the most tumul-

tuous and bloody scenes, I did not find that I had one enemy.
It is singular, but true, that my attachment to the government;
and my activity in support of it, yet, placed me in no danger
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from its inveterate enemies
;
and in several instances I was

sought as mediator between the rebel and Lord Kilwarden,

(then Attorney General ;*) of whom, now he is no more, it is

but justice to say, that of all the law officers and official ser-

vants of the Crown 1 ever had communication with, the most

kind-hearted, clement, and honourable, was one whose manners
and whose name conveyed a very different reputation. I know
that he had been solicited to take some harsh measures as to

the barristers who attended Jackson's funeral
;
and though he

might have been justified in doing so, he said " that both the

honour of his profession and the feelings of his own mind pre-
vented him from giving publicity to, or stamping as a crime,
what he was sure in its nature could only be inadvertency."

* He was at that time Mr. Wolfe. An information ex officio had been filed

against a printer in Cork for a seditious newspaper: it turned out that the two
Counsellors Sheers were the real editors. They begged of me to mediate with
the Attorney-General. He had always a strong feeling for the honour and cha-

racter of his profession, and forgave all parties on conditions which I all but'

vouched for, but to which they certainly did not adliere.

Vol. iio
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SELF-DECAPITATIOX.

An Irish peasant cutting his own head off by mistake His reputed ghost ^Va-

tural deaths of the Irish peasantry Reflections on the Excise Laws.

Amongst my memorandums of sinsjular incidents, I find one
which even now affords me as m'lch amusement as such a cir-

cumstance can possibly admit of; and as it is, at the same

time, hia;hly characteristic of the people among;st whom it oc-

curred, in that view I relate it. A man decapitating himself
by jnistake is indeed a blunder of true Hibernian character.

In the year ISOO, a labourer dwelling near the town of Athy,
County Kildare, (where some of my family then resided)
was walkino; with his comrade up the banks of the Barrow to

the farm of a Mr. Richardson, on whose meadows they were

employed to mow ; each, in the usual Irish way, having his

scythe loosely vvagscing over his shoulder, and lazily lounging
close to the bank of the river, they espied a salmon partly hid

under the bank. It is the nature of this fish that, when his

head is concealed, he fancies no one can see his tail (there are

many wise-acres, besides the salmon, of the same way of think-

ing. )
On the present occasion the body of the fish was visible.

" Oh Ned Ned dear!" said one of the mowers, " look at

that big fellow there: isn't it a pity we ha'nt no spear V
" May be," said Ned, " we could be after piking the lid

vvith the scythe-handle."
" True for you!" said Dennis: " the spike of yeer handle

is longer nor mine ; give the fellow a disc with it at any rate."
"
Ay, will I," returned the other: " I'll give the lad a prod

he'll never forget any how."
Tlie spike and their sport was all they thought of: but the

blade of the scythe, which hung over Ned's shoulders, never

came into the contemplation of either of them. Ned cautious-

ly looked over the bank ; the unconscious salmon lay snug,
little imagining the conspiracy that had been formed against
his tail.

^' Now hit the lad smart!" said Dennis: " there now there!

rise vcur fist: now you have the bov! now Ned success!"
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Ned struck at the salmon with all his might and main, and

that was not trifling. But wlieijier " the boy" was piked or

not never appeared : for poor Ned, bending his neck as he

struck at the salmon, placed the vertebrje in the most conveni-

ent position for unfurnishing his shoulders : and his head came

tumbling splash into the Barrow, to the utter astonishment of

his comrade, who could not conceive how it could drop off
so suddenly. But the next minute he had the consolation of

seeing the head attended by one of his own ears, which had
been most dexterously sliced off by the same blow which be-

headed his comrade.
The head and ear rolled down the river in company, and

were picked up with extreme horror at the mill-dam, near Mr.

Richardson's, by one of the miller's men.
** Who the devil does this head belong to ?" exclaimed the

miller.
" Whoever owned it," said the man, '' had three ears, at

any rate."

A search being now made, Ned's headless body was discov-

ered lying half over the bank, and Dennis in a swoon, through
fright and loss of blood, was found recumbent by its side.

Dennis, when brought to himself, (which process was effected

by whiskey,) recited the whole adventure. They tied up the

head
;
the body was attended by a numerous assemblage of

Ned's countrymen to the grave ; and the habit of carrying
scythes carelessly very much declined. Many accidents had

happened before from that cause, and the priest very judicious-

ly told his flock, after the de profundis, that Ned's misfor-
tune was a just punishment for his negligence, whereby he had
hurt a child a day or two before.

From that time none of the country-people would on any
occasion go after dark to the spot where the catastrophe hap-

pened, as they say the doctor stole the head to natomise it
;

which fact vvas confirmed by a man without any head being
frequently seen by the women and children who were occa-

sionally led to pass the moat of Ascole, three miles from Aihy,
in the night-time ; and they really believed the apparition to

be no other than the ghost of poor Ned Maher looking every
where for his head that the doctor had made away with.

This leads me to a digression more important. The super-
stition of the lower orders of Irish, when death occurs in any
peculiar manner, is superlative. In truth, the only three kinds
of death they consider as natural are, dying quietly in their

own cabins, being hanged, about the assize-time; or starving
when the potato crop is deficient. All these they regard as
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matters of course ;
but any other species of dissolution is con-

templated with much horror ; thoue;h, to be sure, they make
no very strops; objection to being; shot at by a regular army.
They say their " fathers and forefathers before them were al-

ways used to that samef^ and all they expect in such case is, that

there should be some sort of reason for it, which they them-
selves frequently furnish. But those man-slaughters which
occur through the activity of the revenue-oflfictrs in prevention
of distillation, they never can reconcile themselves to, and

pever forgive. They cannot understand the reason for this

at all, and treasure up a spirit of savage revenge to the last day
of their lives.

An ignorant poor cottager says, naturally enough, to his

landlord,
"
Ough ! then isn't it mighty odd, plase your honour,

that we are not hindered from eating oats, whenever we can

get any ? but if we attempt to drink them, by J s, we
are kilt and battered and shot and burned out like a parcel of

dogs by the excisemen, that's twice greater rogues nor we are,

plase your honour."
In truth it is to be lamented that this distinction between

solids and fluids should not be better reconciled to the common-
sense of the pe3santr5% or be somehow regulated so as to pre-
vent perpetual resort to that erroneous system of mountain
warfare and revenue blood-shed, which ever has kept, and ever

will keep, whole districts of Ireland in a state of excitement
and distraction. I know that I speak the sentiments of some
of his Majesty's enlightened Ministers on this subject.
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FATHER O'LEARY.

Humorous story of Father O'Leary and a bear Mistaten notions respecting Ire-

land on the Continent Lord Ventry and his tenant; an anecdote characteristic

of the Lish peasant.

I FREQUENTLY had an opportunity of meeting; at my father-

in-law's, Mr. Gro2;an's, where he often dined, a most worthy

priest, Father O'Leary, and have listened frequently with

great zest to anecdotes which he used to tell with a quaint yet

spirited humour quite unique. His manner, his air, his coun-

tenance, all bespoke wit, talent and a good heart. I liked his

company excessively, and have often regretted I did not culti-

vate his acquaintance more, or recollect his witticisms better.

It was singular but it was fact, that even before Father O'Leary
opened his lips, a stranger would say, "That is an Irishman,"
and at the same time guess him to be a priest.

Ofje anecdote in particular I remember. Coming from St.

Omer, he told us, he stopped a few days to visit a brother

priest in the town of Boulogne Sur Mer. Here he heard of a

great curiosity which all the people were running to see, a

curious bear that some fishermen had taken at sea out of a

wreck ; it had sense, and attempted to utter a sort of lingo
which they called patois, but which nobody understood.

O'Leary gave his six sous to see the wonder, which was

shown at the port by candle-light, and was a very odd kind of

animal, no doubt^ The bear had been taught a hundred tricks,

all to be performed at the keeper's word of command. It was
late in the evening when O'Leary saw him, and the bear seem-
ed sulky ; the keeper, however, with a short spike at the end
of a pole, made him move about briskly. He marked on sand

what o'clock it was, with his paw, and distinguished the men
and women in a very comical way; in fact, our priest was quite
diverted. The beast at length grew tired

;
the keeper hit him

with the pole ; he stirred a little, but continued quite sullen :

his master coaxed him no! he would not work! At length,
the brute of a keeper gave him two or three sharp pricks with

the goad, when he roared out most tremendously, and rising
on his hind legs, swore at his tormentor in very good native

Irish. O'Leary waited no longer, but went immediately to
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the mayor, whom he informed that tlie blackguards of fisher-

men had sewed up a poor Irishman in a bear-skin, and were

showing him for six sous! This civic dignitary, who had him-

self seen the bear, would not believe our friend : at last O'Lea-

ry prevailed on him to accompany him to the room. On their

arrival the bear was still upon duty; and O'Leary, stepping up
to him, says,

*< Gand e tha hawn, PatV^ (How do you do,

Pat?)
''
Slangtr a manugouth,^^ (Pretty well, thank'ee,)

says the bear. The people were surprised to hear how plainly
he spoke : but the mayor directly ordered him to be ripped up;
and after some opposition and a good deal of difficulty, Pat

stepped forth (stark naked) out of the bear-skin wherein he

had been fourteen or fifteen days most cleverly stitched. . The
women made off; the men stood astonished

;
and the mayor

ordered the keepers to be put in jail unless they satisfied him;
but that was presently done. The bear afterwards told O'Lea-

ry that he was very well fed, and did not care nmch about the

clothing, only they worked him too hard. The fishermen had
found him at sea on a hen-coop, which had saved him from go-

ing to the bottom with a ship wherein he had a little venture
of dried cod from Dungajvon, and which was bound from V\^a-

terford to Bilboa, He could not speak a word of any language
but Irish, and had never been at sea before. The fishermen
had brought him in, fed him well, and endeavoured to repay
themselves by showing him as a curiosity.

O'Leary's mode of telling tliis story was quite admirable. I

never heard any anecdote (and I believe this one to have been

true) related with so much genuine drollery, which was en-

hanced by his not changing a muscle himself while every one
of his hearers was in a paro.xysm of laughter.

Another anecdote he used to tell with incomparable dramatic

humour. By-the-by, all his stories were in some way nation-

al
;
and this gives me occasion to remark, that I think Ireland

is at this moment nearly as little known on many parts of the

continent as it seems to have been then. I have myself heard

it more than once spoken of as an English town.

At Nancy, where Father O'Leary was travelling, his native

country happened to be mentioned; when one of the societe, a

quiet French farmer of Burgundy, asked in an unassuming
tone,

*' If Ireland stood encore?^' *' Encore!" said an as-

tonished John Bull, courier coming from Germany,
^^ encore!

to be sure she does: we have her yet, I assure you. Monsieur."

"Though neither very safe nor very sound," interposed an

ofljcer of the Irish brigade, who happened to be present, look-

ing over significantly at O'Leary, and not very complacently
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at the courier. <' And pray, Monsieur," rejoined the John

Bull to the Frenchman, " why encore V " Pardon, Mon-

sieur," replied the Frenchman, '' I heard it had been worn

out, {fatigue) long ago by the great number of people that

were living in it!"

The fact is, the Frenchman had been told, and really under-

stood, that Ireland was a large house were the English were
wont to send their idle vagabonds, and from whence they were

drawn out again as they were wanted to fill the ranks of the

army: and (1 speak from my own personal knowledge,) in

some interior parts of the continent the existence of Ireland,

as a nation, is totally unknown, or it is at best considered as

about a match for Jersey, &c. On the sea-coasts they are bet-

ter informed. This need not surprise us, when we have heard

of a native of St. Helena formerly, (who never had been out

of the island,) who seriously asked an English officer " If there

were many landing-'places in England V*
Some ideas of the common Irish are so strange, and uttered

so unconsciously, that in the mouths of any other people they

might be justly considered profane. In those of my country-

men, however, such expressions are idiomatic, and certainly

spoken without the least idea of profanity.
Ttie present Lord Ventiy was considered before his father's

death, the oldest heir-apparent in the Irish Peerage, to which
his father had been raised in 1800, in consequence of an ar-

rangement made with Lord Casllereagh at the time of the Uni-

on. He had for many years been bed-ridden, and had advan-

ced to a very great nge latterly vvithout any corresponding uti-

lity: yet little apprehensions were entertained of his speedy
dissolution.

A tenant on the estate, the stability of whose lease depend-
ed entirely on the son surviving the father, and who was begin-*

ning to doubt which of them might die of old age first said se-

riously to the heir-apparent, but without the slightest idea of

any sort of impropriety either as respected God or man:
" Ah then, Master Squire Mullins, isn't it mighty strange

that my poor ould landlord (Heaven preserve his noble Lord-

ship!) shou'd lie covered up in the bed all this time past?
I think, plase your honour, that it wou'd be well done, to taka

his Lordship (Lord bless his honour!) up to the tip-top of

Crow-Patrick, and hold him up there as high as could be

just to show his Lordship a bit to the Virgin. For I'm sure,

plase your honour, if God Almighty hadn't quite forgot his

Lordship, he would have taken him home to himself long and

many a day ago."
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Strictures on Dr. Johnson His biographer, Boswell False vjefinitioas and erro-

neous ethics Superstition Supernatural appearances "Hleological argument
of the author in favour of his peculiar faith Original poetry by Miss T * * *

The author purchases Lady Mayo's demesne, County Wicklow Terrific and

cultivated scenery contrasted Description of the golden belt of Ireland and

the beauties of the above-mentioned county Lord Rossmore His character

Supernatural incident of a most extraordinary nature, vouched by living wit-

nesses, and attendant on the sudden death of his Lordship.

It is not pleasnnt to differ essentially from the general opin-
ons of the vvorkl, and nothing but a firm belief that we are

right oari bear us up in so doing.' I feel my own fallibility

poignantly, when I venture to remark upon the celebrated

peisonage 'yclept "the great moralist of England."
To criticise the labours of that giant of literature I am une-

qual : to detract from his ethics is not my object. But it sure-

ly savours not of treason to avow that parts of his Lexicon I

condemn, and much of his philosophy I dissent from.

It is fortunate for the sake of truth that Boswell became
Johnson's biographer ; for, as the idolaters of China devoutly
attach a full proportion of bad qualities to the object of their

adoration, so in like manner, he has shown no want of candour

as to the Doctor's failings ;
and it might have been still wiser

in him to have reflected on the unkind propensities of this

wicked world, by which reflection his eulogiums would proba-

bly have been rendered less fulsome, and his biography yet
more correct.

The English language had been advancing gradually in its

own jog-trot way from the days of Bayley to those of John-

son ; it travelled over a plain smooth surface and on a gentle
ascent. Every body formerly appeared to understand each

other tolerably well : words were then very intelligible, and

women, in general, found no difiiculty in pronouncing them.

But the great lexicographer soon convinced the British people

(the Irish are out of the question) that tliey had been reading,

writing, and spouting in a starved, contracted tongue, and that

the magnificent dassi?nibomi7nu6^s of tlie Grecian language
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Were ready in polysyllables to relieve that wretched poverty
under which ours had so long languished.

This noble revolution in letters has made a progress so ra-

pid, that I found in one essay of a Magazine, two or three

months ago, no fewer than twenty-four words which required
me to make as many references to our great Lexicon.

Nobody can deny the miraculous labour whicli that work
must have required : yet now, wiien enthusiasm has some-

what abated an4no danger exists of being clapper-clawed by
the Doctor himself, some ungrateful English grammarians have

presumed to assert that, under the gaberdine of so great an au-

thority, any body is lawfully entitled to coin any English
word he chooses out of any foreign language he thinks proper;
and that we may thus tune up our vocabulary to the key of a

lingua franca, an assemblage of all tongues, sounds, and idi-

oms dead or living. It has also been asserted, since his de-

cease, that the Doctor's logic is frequently false both in premi-
ses and conclusion, his ethics erroneous, his philosophy often

unintelligible, and his diction generally bombastic. However,
there are so many able and idle gentlemen of law, physic, and

divinity, amply educated, with pens stuck behind their ears

ready for action, and who are much better skilled in the art

and practice of criticism than I am, that 1 shall content myself
with commenting on one solitary word out of forty thousand,
which word not only bears strongly on my own tenets and

faith, but also affects one of the most extraordinary occurren-

ces of my life.

This comprehensive and important word, (which has upon
occasion puzzled me more than any other in the English lan-

guage,) is "superstition:" whereof one of the definitions

given by the Doctor, in his Lexicon, appears to be rather in-

considerate, nauicly,
"

religion without morality." Now, I

freely and fully admit that 1 am siijjerstitious, yet I think it is

rather severe and somewhat singular in the Doctor to admit my
religion and extinguish my morality, which I alvv;, s consider-

ed as marching hand in hand.

When Dr. Johnson began to learn his own morality does not

appear : I suppose not until he got an honorary degree from

the pedants of Oxford. Collegiate degrees in general, howev-

er, work no great reformation, I am inclined to believe, in

morality; at least 1 am certain that when I became a Doctor of

Laws I did not feel my morals in the least improved by my
diploma. I wish the candid Bosvvell had mentioned the pre-
cise epocha of the Doctor's reformation (for he admits him to^

Vol. II. 10
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have been a little wild in his youth ;)
and then we ml{!;ht have

juda;ed under what state of mind he adopted the definition.

For myself, I consider faith, grounded on the phenomena of

Nature, (not the faith of sectarianism or fanaticism) as the true

source and foundation of morality; and morality as the true

source and foundation of religion.

No human demonstration can cope with that presented by
the face of Nature. What proof so infallible as that the sun

produces light and heat and vegetation ?* that the tides ebb

and flow, that the thunder rolls, that the lightning flashes,

that the planets shine ?t Who can gaze on the vast orb of

* The following lines are by the young poetess whom I have before mentioned,
and shall again allude to more fully;

The sun is in the empire of his light.

Throned in the mighty solitude of heaven:
He seems the visible Omnipotent
Dwelling in glory: his high sanctuary
Do the eyes worship, and thereon as if

Impiety to gaze, the senses reel,

Drunk with the spirit of his deep refulgence.
Circle of glory! Diadem of heaven!
Cast in the mould of bright eternity.
And bodying forth the attributes of Him
Who made thee of this visible world supreme,
And thou becamest a wonder and a praise,
A worship yea, a pure idolatry!
The image of the glories of our God.

f The reader may deem it curious to compare the two following paraphrases
the first graced with the great name, as author, of Mr. Addison; the second the

performance of my accomplished young friend, and extracted from her common-

place book, without any opportunity given for revision.

ON THE PLANETS.

The spacious firmament on high,
With all the blue ethereal sky.
And spangled heavens a shining frame I

Their great Original proclaim.
In Reason's ear they all rejoice.
And utter forth a glorious voice;
For ever singing, as they shine,
" The hand that made us is divine !"

Ye living fires in yon eternal dome,
Ye lamps, whose light is immortality,

Hung forth in mercy from our Father's house.
As beacon-lights to guide us to our God !

Ye are ordain'd man's faithful monitors.

Gazing like heavenly eyes upon our deeds,
Till guilt is awed and shrinks beneath your glance.
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day witliont feelins^ that it is the visihle demonstration of a su-

perior Beinsi:;, convincino; our reason and our senses, and even

the scanty reason of illiterate sava;:^e.s ?

It is foreign from the intention of this work to dilate on

theoretical subjects of any kind : suffice it to sa)^, that the fol-

lowing are simply my own sentiments, which I must be per-
mitted to retain, and which indeed nothing on this side the

grave can shake.

The omnipotence of the Deity in our creation and destruc-

tion in the union and separation of our bodies and souls and

in rendering the latter responsible for the acts of the former,
no Christian denies : and if the Deity be thus omnipotent in

forming, destroying, uniting, separating, and judging, he must
be equally omnipotent in reproducing that spirit and that form

which he created, and which remain subject to his will, and al-

ways in his power.
It follows, therefore, that the Omnipotent Creator may at

will reproduce that spirit which he reserves for future judg-
ment, or the semblance of that body which once contained the

undecaying soul. The smallest atom which floats in the sun-

beam cannot, (as every body knows) from the nature of mat-

ter, be actually annihilated : death consequently only decom-

poses the materials whereof our bodies are formed, which ma-
terials are obviously susceptible of being recombined. The
Christian tenets maintain that the soul and body must appear

ybr judgment, and why not 6e/bre judgment, if so willed by
the Almighty ? The main argument which I have heard

against such appearances tends nearly as much to mislead, as a

general disbelief or denial of Omnipotence namely, that

though this pov/er may exist in the Deity. He never loould

permit such spectacles on the earth, to terrify the timorous,
and give occasion to paltering with the credulity of his crea-

tures.

It is truly surprising how rational men can resort to these

methods of reasoning. When vv^e admit the Omnipotence, we
are bound likewise to admit the Omniscience of the Deity ;

and presumptuous indeed must that man be who overlooks the

contractedness of his own intellectual vision, or asserts that,

because he cannot see a reason for a supernatural interference,
none therefore can exist in the eye of the Supreme.
The objects of God are inscrutable: an appearance of the de-

Ye bright and visible rewards ! held forth

From God's high sanctuary, to Avork in us
A pure ambition for eternal things,
And glories which our spirit heaves to grasp !
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pnrtcd upon earth may have consequences which none not even,

those, ivho are affected by it, can either discover or suppose.*
Can anv human wisdom presume to divine why man was ori-r

o;inallv created at all ? why one man is cut short in high bjoom-

ii)2; health and \-oulh, and another lingers long in age and de-

crepitude ? wh\' the best of men are frequent!}' the most un-

fortunate, and the greatest villains the most prosperous ? why
the heinous criminal escapes in triumph, and the innocent be-r

ing is destroyed by torture ? And is the production of a su-

pernatural appearance, for the inscrutable purposes of God,
more ex'traortlinary, or less credible, than these other ordina-

tions of the Deity, or than all those unaccountable phenomena
of nature, which are only, as the rising and setting sun, disre-

garded by common minds from the frequency of their occur-

rence ?

This is a subject whereon I feel strongly and seriously, and

hence it is that i have been led into so long an exordium. I

regard the belief in supernatural apparitions as inseparable from

my Christian faith and ni}' view of Divine Omnipotence ; and

however good and learned individuals may possibly impugn
my reasoning, I have the consolation of knowing that the very
best and wisest Doctors in Divinity and Masters of Arts in the

British empire, can have no better or trver information upon
the subject than myself; that I am as much in my senses as

many o'" them ; and that the Deity has made no sort of dis-

tinction between the intellectual capacity of a bishop and a

jiuliie : the secrets of Heaven are not divulged to either of

them. The judge does justice to other people, and the bishop
does justice to himself; both are equally ignorant of the my-

*
Nothing in print place* my theory in so distinct, clear, and pleasing a point

of view as Parnell's Hermit, a strong, iroral, and impressive tale, beautiful in

poetry, and abounding in instruction. There the Omniscience of God, is exen.-

plified by human incidents, and the mysterious causes of his actions brought home
to the commonest capacity. The moral of that short and simple tale says more

than a hundred volumes of dogmatic controversies! The following couplets ap-

pear to me extremely impressive:

The Maker justly claims that world he made:
In this the right of Providence is laid:

Its sacred majesty, through all, depends
On using second means to work its ends.

What strange events can strike with more surprise

Than those which lately struck thy wondering eyes ?

Yet, taught by these, confess the Almighty just ;

And where you can't vnriddle, learn to trtist.
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sterie? of futurity and must alike wait until they pass the dim

boundary of the aciave, to g;ain any practical information.

When a military captain is ordained a cler2;yman, as is some-

what the fashion during the peace e-^tabiishment, does he be-

come one atom wiser or more knowing as to the next world

than when he was in the army ? probably, on the other hand,

he thinks much less about the matter than when standing upon
the field of battle.

I would not have the reader imagine, that I should be found

ready to receive any idle ghost story which might be told me.

So far contrary, I have always been of opinion, that no inci-

dent or appearance, (and I have expressed as much before in

this work,) however strange, should be considered as superna-
tural which could any how be otherwise accounted for, or re-

ferred to natural or human agency.
I will proceed at once to the little narrative thus important-

ly prefaced. The circumstances will, I think, be admitted as

of an extraordinary nature: they were not connected with the

workings of imagination ; depended not on the fancy of a sin-

gle individual: the occurrence was, altogether, both in its cha-

racter and in its possible application, far beyond the speculations
of man. But let me endeavour to soften and prepare my mind
for the strange recital by some more pleasing recollections con-

nected with the principal subject of it.

Immediately after the rebellion of 1798, the Countess Dow-

ager of Mayo discovered a man concealed under her bed, and

was so terrified that she instantly fled from her country-resi-
dence in the most beautiful part of County Wicklow: she de-

parted for Dublin, whence she immediately sailed for England,
and never after returned. Her Ladyship directed her agent,
Mr. Davis, immediately to dispose of her residence, demesne,
and every thing within the house and on the grounds, for

whatever they might bring. All property in the disturbed

districts being then of small comparative value, and there hav-

ing been a battle fought at Mount Kennedy, near her house, a

short time previous, I purchased the whole estate, as it stood,

at a very moderate price, and on the ensuing day was put into

possession of my new mansion. I found a house not large,

but very neat and in good order, with a considerable quantity
of furniture, some excellent wines, &c. and the lands in full

produce. The demesne was not extensive, but delightfully si-

tuated in a district which, I believe, for the union of rural

beauties and mild uniformity of climate, few spots can excel.

I have already disclaimed all pretensions, as a writer, to the

power of scenic description or imaginary landscape though
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no person existing is more gratified than myself with the con-

templation of splendid scenery: in saj'ins; this, however, I do not

mean that savasje suh'imity of landscape that majestic assem-

blage of stupendous mountain and roaring cataract of colossal

rocks and innumerable precipices where nature appears to de-

signate to the bear and the eagle, to the boaror chamois those

tracts which she originally created for their peculiar accommo-
dation: to the enthusiastic sketcherand the high-wrought tourist

I yield an exclusive right to those interesting regions, which
are far too sublime for my ordinary pencil. I own that I pre-
fer that luxurious scenery where the art and industry of man

go hand in hand with the embellishments of Nature, and
where Providence, smiling, combines her blessings with her
beauties.

Were I asked to exemplify my ideas of rural, animated,

cheering landscape, I should say "My friend, travel! visit

that narrow region which we call the golden belt of Ireland;^

explore every league from the metropolis to the meeting of the

waters: journey which way you please, you will find the na-

tive myrtle and indigenous arbutus, glowing throughout the se-

verest winter, and forming the ordinary cottage-fence."
The scenery of Wicklow is doubtless on a very minor scale,

quite unable to compete vvith the grandeur and immensity of

continental landscape; even to our own Killarney it is not com-

parable ; but it possesses a genial glowing luxury, whereof
more elevated scenery is often destitute. It is, besides, in the

world: its beauties seem alive. It blooms: it blossoms: the

mellow climate extracts from every shrub a tribute of fragrance
wherewith the atmosphere is saturated, and through such a me-
dium does the refreshing rain descend to brighten the hues of

the evergreens!
I frankly admit myself an enthusiast as to that lovely dis-

trict. In truth, I fear I should have been enthusiastic on many
points, had not law, the most powerful antidote to that feeling,

interposed to check its growth.
The scite of my sylvan residence, Dunran, was nearly in

the centre of the golden belt, about fifteen miles from the ca-

pital; but owing to the varied nature of the counfrv, it appear-
ed far more distant. Bounded by the beautiful glen of the

* That lovely district extends about thirty miles in length, and from four to se-

ven in breadth: it commences near Dublin, and ends at a short distance beyond
Avondale: the soil is generally a warm gravel, with verdant valleys, bounded by
mountains arable to their summits on one side, and by the sea upon the other.

The gold mine is on a frontier of this district; and it is perhaps the most conge-
nial to the growth of trees and shrubs, of any spot in the British dominion?.
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downs, at the foot of the magnificent Bellevue, and the more

distant sugar-loaf mountain called the Dangle, together with

Tynnehinch, (less celebrated for its unrivalled scenery than as

the residence of Ireland's first patriot,) the dark deep glen, the

black lake and mystic vale of Lugelough, contrasted quite ma-

gically with the highly cultivated beauties of Dunran : (the

parks, and wilds, and sublime cascade of Povverscourt, and the

newly-created magnificence of Mount Kennedy, abundantly

prove that perfection itself may exist in contrasts:) in fine I

found myself enveloped by the hundred beauties of that en-

chanting district, which, though of one family, were rendered

yet more attractive by the variety of their features; and had I

not been tied to laborious duties, I should infallibly have sought

refuge there altogether from the cares of the world.

One of the greatest pleasures I enjoyed whilst resident at

Dunran, was the near abode of the late Lord Rossmore, at that

time commander-in-chief in Ireland. His Lordship knew my
father, and, from my commencement in public life, had been

my friend and a sincere one. He was a Scotsman born, but had

come to Ireland when very young, as page to the Lord Lieu-

tenant. He had married an heiress; had purchased the estate

of Mount Kennedy ;
built a noble mansion ; laid out some of

the finest gardens in Ireland ; and, in fact, improved the de-

mesne, as far as taste, skill, and money could accomplish. He
was what may be called a remarkably fine old man, quite the

gentleman, and when at Mount Kennedy quite the country

gentleman. He lived in a style few people can attain to : his

table, supplied by his own farms, was adapted to the Viceroy
himself, yet was ever spread for his neighbours: in a word, no

man ever kept a more even hand in society than Lord Ross-

more, and no man was ever better repaid by universal esteem.

Had his connexions possessed his understanding, and practised
his habits, they would probably have found more friends when

they wanted them.

This intimacy at Mount Kennedy gave rise to an occurrence

the most extraordinary and inexplicable of my whole existence

an occurrence which for many years occupied my thoughts,
and wrought on my imagination. Lord Rossmore was advan-

ced in years, but I never heard of his having had a single day's

indisposition. He bore, in his green old age, the appearance
of robust health. During the vice-royalty of Earl Hardwick,

Lady Barrington, at a drawing-room at Dublin Castle, met Lord
Rossmore. He had been making up one of his weekly parties
for Mount Kennedy, to commence the next day, and had sent
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down orders for every preparation to be made. The Lord
Lieutenant was to be of the company.

<< My little farmer," said he to Lady Barrington, address-

ing her by a pet name, "when you go home, tell Sir Jonah
that no business is to prevent him from bringing you down to

dine with me to-morrow. I will have no ifs in the matter
so tell him that come he viust P^ She promised positively,
and on her return informed me of her engagement, to which I

at once agreed. We retired to our chamber about twelve; and
towards two in the morning, I was awakened by a sound of a

very extraordinary nature. I listened: it occurred first at short

intervals; it resembled neither a voice nor an instrument; it

was softer than any voice and wilder than any music, and seem-
ed to float in the air. I don't know wherefore, but my heart

beat forcibly: the sound became still more plaintive, till it al-

most died away in the air; when a sudden change, as if exci-

ted by a pang, changed its tone: it seemed descending. 1 felt

every nerve tremble: it was not a natural sound, nor could I

make out the point from whence it came.

At length I awakened Lady Barrington, who heard it as

well as myself: she suggested that it might be an Eolian harp
but to that instrument it bore no similitude: it was altogether

a different character of sound. JNIy wife at first appeared
less affected than I; but subsequently she was more so.

We now went to a large window in our bed-room which
looked directly upon a small garden underneath : the sound
seemed then obviously to ascend from a grass-plot immediate-

ly below our window. It continued ; Lady Barrington re-

quested that I would call up her maid, which I did, and she
was evidently more affected than either of us. The sounds
lasted for more than half an hour. At last a deep, heavy,
throbbing sigh seemed to issue from the spot, and was shortly
succeeded by a sharp but low cry, and by the distinct exclama-

tion, thrice repeated, of " Rossmore Rossmore Rossmore!"
I will not attempt to describe my own feelings: indeed 1 can-

not. The maid fled in terror from the window, and it was with

difficulty I prevailed on Lady Barrington to return to bed : in

about a minute after, the sound died gradually away, until all

was silent.

Lady Barrington, who is not so superstitious as I, attribu-

ted this circumstance to a hundred different causes, and made
me promise that I would not mention it next day at ISIount

Kennedy, since we should be tliereby rendered laiigkirig-
stocks. At length, wearied with speculations, we fell into a

sound slumber.
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About seven the ensuing; morning a strono; rap at my cham-
ber-door awakened me. The recollection of the past nisjht's

adventure rushed instantly upon my mind, and rendered me

very unfit to be taken suddenly on any subject. It was light:
I went to the door, when my faithful servant, Lawler, ex-

claimed, on the other side,
" Oh Lord, Sir!" *' What is the

matter?" said I hurriedly:
<
Oh, Sir!" ejaculated he, "Lord

Rossmore's footman was running past the door in great haste,

and told me in passing that my Lord, after coming from the

Castle, had gone to bed in perfect health, but that about half-

after two this morning, his own man hearing a noise in his

master's bed (he slept in the same room,) went to him, and

found him in the agonies of death ;
and before he could alarm

the other servants, all was over!"

I conjecture nothing. I only relate the incident as unequi-

vocally matter ol fact : Lord Rossmore was nhsohitely dy-

ing at the moment I heard Jiis nam.e pronounced. Let

sceptics draw their own conclusions : perhaps natural causes

m.ay be assigned : but /am totally unequal to the task.

Atheism may ridicule me : Orthodoxy may despise me :

Bigotry may lecture me : Fanaticism might hum me : yet in

my very faith I would seek consolation. It is in my mind
better to believe too m,uch than too little, and that is the only

theological crime of which I can be fairly accused.

Vol. II. 11
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It is remarkable that the state of the Irish people, in its va-

rious gradations of habit and society, has been best illustrat-

ed by two female authors, the one of more imaginative, the

other of purer narrative powers : but each, in her respective
line, possessing very considerable merit.

Though a fiction, not free from numerous inaccuracies, inap-

propriate dialogue, and forced incident, it is impossible to peruse
the " Wild Irish Girl" of Lady Morgan without deep interest,

or to dispute its claims as a production of true national feeling
as well as literary talent.

The tale was the first and is perhaps the best of all her wri-

tings. Compared with her " Ida of Athens," it strikingly
exhibits the author's /a////?^ q^from the unsophisticated dic-

tates of nature to the less refined conceptions induced by what

she herself styles fashionable society.
To persons unacquainted with Ireland, the " Wild Tisli

Girl" may appear an ordinary tale of romance and fancy : but

to such as understand the ancient history of that people, it may
be considered as a delightful legend. The authoress might

perhaps have had somewhat in view the last descendant of the

Irish princes, who did not altogether forget the station of his

forefathers.
*

O'Sullivan, lineally descended from the King of the Lakes,
not many years since vegetated on a retired spot of his heredi-

tary dominions at Killarney ; and, though overwhelmed by
poverty and deprivation, kept up in his mind a visionary dig-

nity. Surveying from his wretched cottage that enchanting
territory over which his ancestors had reigned for centuries, I

have been told he never ceased to recollect his royal descent.
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He was a man of gigantic stature and strength ; of uncouth,

yet authoritative mien not shaming his pretensions hy his

presence. He was frequently visited by those who went to

view the celebrated lakes, and I have conversed with many
who have seen him: but at a period when familiar intercourse

has been introduced between actual princes and their subjects,

tending undoubtedly to diminish in the latter the sense of
" that divinity which doth hedge a king," the poor descendant

of the renowned O'Sullivan had no reason to expect much
commiseration from modern sensibility.
The frequent and strange revolutions of the world within

the last forty years, the radical alterations in all the material

habits of society, announced the commencement of a new
era : and the ascendancy of commerce over rank, and of ava-

rice over every thing, completed the regenerulion. But,
above all, the loosening of those ties which bound kindred and

families, in one common interest, to uphold their race and

name
;

the extinction of that spirit of chivalry which sustain-

ed those ties
;

and the common prostitution of the heraldic

honours of antiquity ; have steeled the human mind against
the lofty and noble pretensions of birth and rank

;
and whilst

we superficially decry the principles of equality, we are tra-

velling towards them, by the shortest and most dangerous road

that degeneracy and meanness can point out.

I confess myself to be a determined enemy at once to politi-

cal and social equality: in the exercise of justice alone should

the principle exist ; in any other sense, it never did and never

can, for any length of time.

Miss Edgeworth's
" Castle Rackrent" and " Fashionable

Tales" are incomparable in depicting truly several traits of the

rather modern Irish character : they are perhaps on one point
somevvhat overcharged ; but, for the most part, may be said

to exceed Lady Morgan's Irish novels. The fiction is less

perceptible in them : they have a greater air of reality of

what I have myself often and often observed and noted in full

progress and actual execution throughout my native country.
The landlord, the agent, and the attorney of <' Castle Rack-
rent" (in fact every person it describes) are neither fictitious

nor even uncommon characters: and the changes of landed

property in the country where I was born (where perhaps they
have prevailed to the full as widely as in any other of the uni-

ted empire) owed, in nine cases out of ten, their origin, pro-

gress, and catastrAiphe to incidents in no wise differing from
those so accurately painted in Miss Edgeworth's narrative.

Though moderate fortunes have frequently and fairly been

f
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realized by agents, yet, to be on the sure side of comfort and

.-ecurity, a country gentleman who wishes to send down his es-

tate in tolerably good order to his family should always be his

own receiver, and compromise any claim rather than employ
an attorney to arrange it.

I recollect to have seen in Queen's County a Mr. Clerk, who
had been a working carpenter, and when making a bench for

the session justices at the court-house, was laughed at for ta-

king peculiar pains in planing and smoothing the seat of it.

He smilingly observed, that he did so to make it easy for him-

self, as he was resolved he would never die till he had a right
to sit thereupon : and he kept his word

;
he was an industri-

ous man, and became an agent; honest, respectable, and kind-

hearted, he succeeded in all his etforts to accumulate an inde-

pendence : he did accumulate it, and uprightly: his character

kept pace with the increase of his property, and he lived to sit

as a magistrate on that very bench that he sawed and planed.
I will not quit the subject without saying a word about ano-

ther of Lady Morgan's works '" Florence Macarlhy," which,
<* errors excepted," possesses an immensity of talent in the de-

lineation of the genuine Irish character. The different judges
no one can mistake : but the Crawleys are superlative, and
suffice to bring before my vision, in their full colouring, and
almost without a variation, persons and incidents whom and
which I have man}^ a time encountered. Nothing is exaggera-
ted as to them

;
and Crawley himself is the perfect and plain

model of th'e combined agent, attorney, and magistrate a sort

of mongrel functionary whose existence I have repeatedly re-

probated, and whom I pronounce to be at this moment the

greatest nuisance and mischief experienced by my unfortunate

country, and only to be abated by the residence of the great
landlords on their estates. No people under heaven could be

so easily tranquillized and governed as the Irish : but that de-

sirable end is alone attainable by the personal endeavours of %

liberal, humane, .ind resident aristocracy.
A third writer on Ireland I allude to with more pride on

some points, and with less pleasure on others
; because, though

dubbed, par excellence,
" The bard of Ireland," I have not

yet seen many literary productions of his, especially on na-

tional subjects, that have afforded me an unalloyed feeling of

gratification.

He must not be displeased with the observations of perhaps
a truer friend than those who have led him to forget himself.

His **-
Captain Rock" (though, 1 doubt not, well intended,)

coming at the time it did and under the sanction of his name,
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IS the most exceptionable publication, in all its bearings as to

Ireland, that I have yet seen. Doctor Beattie says, in his

Apology for Religion,
" if it does no good, it can do no

harm :" but, on the contrary, if
"

Captain Rock" does no

harm, it can certainly do no good.
Had it been addressed to, or calculated for, the better orders,

the book would have been less noxious : but it is not calcula-

ted to instruct those whose influence, example, or residence

could either amend or reform the abuses which the author cer-

tainly exaggerates. It is not calculated to remedy the great
and true cause of Irish ruin the absenteeism of the great

landed proprietors : so much the reverse, it is directly adapted
to increase and confirm the real grievance, by scaring every
landlord who retains a sense of personal danger, (and I know
none of them who are exempt from abundance of it) from re-

turning to a country where "
Captain Rock" is proclaimed by

the "Bard of Ireland" to be an imtnortal Sovereign. The
work is, in fact, a warm effusion of party, not a firm remon-

strance of patriotism. It is a work better fitted for vulgar
eclat than for rational approbation. Its effects were not cal-

culated on
;
and it appears to me, in itself, to offer one of the

strongest arguments against bestowing on the lower orders in

Ireland the power of reading.

Perhaps I write warmly myself ;
I write not however for

distracted cottagers, but for proprietors and legislators ;
and I

have endeavoured honestly to express my unalterable convic-

tion that it is by encouraging, conciliating, re-attaching, and

recalling the higher, and not by confusing and inflaming the

lower orders of society, that Ireland can be renovated.

Most undoubtedly Mr. Thomas Moore and Lady Morgan
are among the most distinguished modern writers of our coun-

try: indeed, I know of none (except Miss Edgeworth) who
has at present a right to compete with either, in his or her re-

spective department.
But I can never repeat too often that I am not a critic, al-

though I choose to speak my mind strongl}' and freely. I

hope neither my friend Moore nor her Ladyship will be dis-

pleased at my slating thus candidly my opinion oi \.\\e\r public
characters : they would perhaps scout me as an adulator were
I to tell them what I thought of their private ones. I dare

say some of the periodical writers will announce, that my tell-

ing the world I am a very inefficient critic is mere work of

supererogation : at any rate, it must be owned that making
the confession in advance is to the full as creditable as leaving
the thing to be stated for me.



86 MEMOKANPA CRITICA.

In concliuling my rambling estimate of the merits of these

two justly celebrated authors, let me bear in mind that they
are of different sexes, and recollect the peculiar attributes of

either.

Both of them are alike unsparing in their use of the bold

language of liberty: but Lady Morgan has improved her ideas

of freedom b\' contrasts on the European continent ; whilst

Thomas Moore has not improved his by the exemplification
of freedom in America. Lady Morgan has succeeded in adul-

terating her refinement; Thomas Moore has unsuccessfully en-

deavoured to refine his grossness : she has abundant talent ;

he has abundant genius: and whatsoever distinction those

terms admit of, indicates, in my mind, their relative merit.

This allowance, however, must be made; that the lady has con-

tented herself with invoking only substantia! beings and things
of tliis sublunary world, whilst the gentleman has ransacked

both heaven and hell, and " the half-way house," for figura-
tive assistance.

I knew them both before they had acquired any celebrity and

after they had attained to much. I esteemed them then, and

have no reason to disesteem them now: it is on their own ac-

count that I wish some of the compositions of both had never

appeared ;
and I really believe, upon due consideration, they

will themselves be of my way of thinking.
I recollect Moore being one night at my house in Merrion

Square, during the spring of his celebrity, touching the piano-

forte, in his own unique way, to "
Rosa," his favourite ama-

tory sonnet; his head leant back; now throwing up his ec-

static eyes to heaven, as if to invoke refinement then casting

them softly sideways, and breathing out his cromatics to ele-

vate, as the ladies said, their souls above the world, but at the

same moment convincing them that they were completely
mortal.
A Mrs. K* * *

y, a lady then cl^dge miir, but moving in the

best society of Ireland, sat on a chair behind Moore: I watch-

ed her profile: her lips quavered in unison with the piano; a

sort of amiable convulsion, now and then raising the upper
from the under lip, com.posed a smile less pleasing than expres-

sive; her eye softened, glazed, and half melting she whisper-
ed to herself the following words, which I, standing at the

back of her chair, could not avoid hearing: "Dear, dear!"

lisped Mrs. K * * *
y, "Moore, this is x\o\. for the good of

my soul .'"

Almost involuntarily, I ejaculated in the same low tone,
" What is not Mrs. K * * *

y ?"
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" You know well enough!" she replied (but without blush-

ing, as people used to do formerly;) "how can you ask so silly

a question?" and she turned into the crowd, but never came
near the piano again that night.

I greatly admire the national, indeed patriotic idea, of col-

lecting and publishing the Irish Melodies; and it were to be
wished that some of them had less the appearance of having
been written per annum.*

Sir John Stevenson, that celebrated warbler, has melodized
a good many of these ;

but he certainly has also melo-drama-
tised a considerable portion of them. I tiunk our rants and

planxties would have answered just as well without either sym-
phonies or chromatics, and that the plaintive national music of

Ireland does not reach the heart a moment the sooner for pass-

ing through a mob of sientific variations. Tawdry and mod-
ern upholstery would not be very appropriate to the ^ncient
tower of an Irish chieftain

;
and some of Sir John's proceed-

ings in melodizing simplicity, remind me of the Rev. Mark
Hare, who white-washed the great rock of Cashell to give it a

genteel appearance against the visitation.

As I do not attempt (I suppose I ought to say presume^) to

be a literary, so am I far less a musical critic : but I know
what pleases myself, and in that species of criticism I cannot
be expected to yield to any body.
As to my own authorship, I had business more important

than writing books in my early life : but now, in my old days,
it is my greatest amusement, and nothing would give me more
satisfaction than hearing the free remarks of the critics on my
productions.

*
I allude to the public trial as to copyright, by Mr. Power, when it was sta-

ted that Mr. Moore wrote the Melodies for so jnuch a yea?: They are certainly
very unequal.
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MEMORANDA POETICA.

Poets and poetasters Major Roche's extraordinary poem on the battle of Water-
loo" Tears of the British Muse" French climax of love A man's age dis-

covered by his poetry Evils of a motto Amorous feelings of youth Love
verses of a boy; of a young man " Loves of the Angels" Dinner verses of

an Oxonian " The Highlander," a poem Extracts from the poetical manu-

scripts of Miss T * * *
n, &c.

There cannot be a juster aphorism than " Poeta nascitur,
non fi^" the paucity of those literary productions which de-

serve the epithet of poetry, compared with the thousand vo-

lumes of what rhyming authors call poems, forms a conclusive
illustration.

A true poet lives for ever; a poetaster^ just till another re-

lieves him in the circulating libraries, or on the toilets of young
ladies used to keep them awake at night and send them to

sleep in the morning.
There may possibly be three degrees of excellence in true

poetry, but certainly no more. A fourth-rate poet must be,
in my idea, a mere forger of rhymes; a manufacturer of versi-

fication: but if he minds his prosody, and writes in a style ei-

ther vastly interesting, immensely tender, or delightfully lux-

urious, he will probably find readers amongst the fair sex from
fifteen to forty-five.

Major Roche, an Irishman, who in 1815 printed and pub-
lished at Paris a full and true hexameter account of the great
battle of Waterloo, with his own portrait emblazoned in the

front, and the Duke of Wellington's in the rear; must certain-

ly be held to exceed in ingenuity all the poets and poetasters

great and small of the present generation.
The alphabetical printed list of subscribers to his work set

forth the name of every emperor, king, prince, nobleman, ge-
neral, minister, and diplomatist Russian, Prussian, Austrian,

German, Dutch, English, Irish, Don Cossack, &c. &c. Such
an imperial, roj'al, and every way magnificent list was never

before, nor ever will be again, appended to any poem civil,

political, military, religious, or scientific: and as the major

thought very truly that a book so patronised and garnished
must be worth at least fifty times as much as any other poem
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bf the same dimensions, he stated that '* a few copies viiii;ht

still be procured at two guineas each." He succeeded admi-

rably, and I believe p;ot more money at Paris than any one of

the army did at Waterloo.

His introduction of the Duke of Wellington was well worth
the money: he described his Grace as Mars on horseback

(new!,) riding helter-skelter, and charging fiercely over every
thing in his headlong course; friends and foes, men, women,
and children, having no chance of remaining perpendicular if

they crossed his way; his horse's hoofs striking flames of fire

even out of the regimental buttons of the dead bodies which he

galloped over! w^iilst swords, mukets, spears, and cuirasses,

pounded down by his trampling steed, formed as it were a turn-

pike-road, whereupon he seemed to fly in his endeavours to

catch Buonaparte.
I really think Major Roche's idea of making Lord Welling-

ton Mars was a much better one than that of making him
Achilles, as they have done at Hyde-Park-Corner. Paris found

out the weak point of Achilles, and finished him: but Mars is

immortal; and though Diomed knocked him down, neither his

carcass nor character is a jot the worse. Besides, though
Achilles killed Hector, it was not Lord Wellington who kill-

ed Buonaparte.
A remark of mine v/hich, though of no value, is however

rather a curious one, I cannot omit namely, that every man
who has been in the habit of scribbling rhyme of any descrip-

tion, involuntarily betrays his age by the nature of his compo-
sition. The truth of this observation I will endeavour to il-

lustrate by quotations from some jingling couplets written at

different periods of life by a friend of mine, merely to show
the strange and gradual transitions and propensities of the hu-
man mind from youth to maturity, and from maturity to age.
I was brought up at a school where poetry was cultivated, whe-
ther the soil would bear a crop or not: I early got, however,
somehow or other, an idea of ivhat it was, which boys in ge-
neral at that age never think of. But I had no practical genius,
and never set up for it. Our second master, the son of the

principal one, was a parson, and as he thought, a poet, and
wrote a thing called "The Tears of the British Muse,"
which we were all obliged to purchase, and repeat once a

month. In fact, of all matters, prosody was most assiduously

whipped into us.

Love is the first theme of all the poets in the world

Though the French do not understand that matter a bit better

than other folks, yet'^jS'ieir language certainly expresses amatory
Vol. ir, i2
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ideas far more comprehensively than ours. In taliiing of love

they do not speak of refinement: I never knew a Frenchwo-
man tie them together fast: their terms of gradation are l'a-

MOUR nalurel, bien sensible, tres fort, a son gout, snperbe ;

forming the climax wit pas necessaire encore : this classing of

the passion with the palate, is certainly a very simple mode of

defining one of its varieties.

The state of the feelings and propensities of men is regula-
ted by the amount of their years (ladies in general stick to

their text longest.) In early youth, poetry flows from natural

sensation?; and at this period verses in general have much mo-

desty, much feeling, and a visible struggle to keep in with re-

finement.

In the next degree of age, which runs quite close upon the

former, the scene nevertheless sadly alters. We then see plain

amatory sonnets turning poor refinement out of company, and

showing that it was not so very pure as we had reason to sup-

pose. Next comes that stage wherein sensualists, wits, bal-

lad-singers, gourmands, experienced lovers, and most kinds of

poetasters, male and female, give their varieties. All the or-

gans of craniology swell up in the brain and begin to prepare
themselves for developement: this is rather a lasting stage, and

gently glides into, and amalgamates with the final one, filled

by satirists, psalmists, epigrammatists, and other specimens of

antiquity and ill-nature. But I fancy this latter must be a

very unproductive line of versification for the writer, as few
ladies ever read such things till after they begin to wear spec-
tacles. Few persons like to see themselves caricatured ; and

the moment a lady is convinced that she ceases to be an object
of love, she fancies that, as matter of course, she at once be-

comes an object of ridicule: so that she takes care to run no

chance of reading to her own mortification, till she feels that

it is time to commence devotee.

I recollect a friend of mine writing a poem of satire so ge-

neral, that every body might attribute it to their neighbours,
without taking it to themselves. The first edition having gone
oflf well, he published a second, announcing improvements, and

giving as a motto the words of Hamlet :

To hold as 'twere the mirror up to Nature.

This motto was fatal
; the idea of the mirror condemned the

book: nobody would venture to look into it; and the entire im-

pression is, I dare say, in the act of rotting on the bookseller's

shelves at the present moment.
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Oh! that delicious dream of life, when age is too far distant

tc be seen, .. d childhood fast receding from our vision! when
Nature pauses brieily between refinement and sensuality first

imparting to our wondering senses what we are and what we
shall be, before she consigns us to the dangerous guardianship
of chance and of our passions!

That is the crisis when lasting traits of character begin to

bud and blossom, and acquire sap; and every effort should then

be made to crop and prune, and train the young shoots, whilst

yet they retain the principle of ductility.

During that period the youth is far too chary to avow a pas-
sion which he does not fully comprehend, satisfied with ma-

king known his feelings by delicate allusions, and thus contri-

ving to disclose the principle without mentioning its existence.

All sorts of pretty sentimentalities are employed to thisend:

shepherds and shepherdesses are pressed into the service; as

are likewise tropes of Arcadian happiness and simplicity, with

abundance of metaphorical roses with thorns to them perfumes
and flowers.

A particular friend of mine, nearly as well known to me as

myself, and who, when a young man, had a great propensity
to fall in love and make verses accordingl)'^, has often told me
his whole progress in both, and says positively that he should

ascertain in a moment a man's decimal from his versification.

He entertained me one morning by showing me certain me-

morandums which he had from time to time made upon this

subject, and from which he permitted me to take extracts, as

also from some of his own effusions which he said he had kept
out of curiosity.

It appears that at the age of fifteen he fell in love with a

Miss Lyddy St. John, who was herself a poetess of fourteen,

and the most delicate young Celestial he had ever seen. The

purity of her thoughts and verses filtered all his sentiments as

clear as spring water, and did not leave an atom of grossness
in the whole body of them.

Before he left school he wrote the following lines on this

young lady, which he had suffered to stand as the poetical il-

lustration of his boyhood.

What sylph that flits athwart the air.

Or hovers round its favourite fair,

Can paint such charms to fancy's eye,
Or feebly trace

The unconscious grace
Of her for whom I sigh ?
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ri.

As silver flakes of falling snow
Tell the pare sphere from whence they flow,
So the chaste beauties of her eye

Faintly impart
The chaster heart

Of her for whom I sigh.

Lyrld}', however, objected to the last line of each stanza, as

?he did not understand what he meant by s?ghing for her ;

and he not being able to solve the question, she seemed to en-

tertain rather a contempt for his intellects, and palpably gave
the preference to one of his school-fellows a bolder boy.

In the next stage towards maturity the poet and lover began
to know better what he was about

;
and determined to pay a

visit to the fair one, and try if any lucky circumstance might
give him a delicate opportunity of disclosing his sentiments

and suflerings.
He unfortunately found that the innocent cause of his tor-

ment had gone on a tour, and that his interview must be ad-

journed sine die : however, he explored the garden ;
sat down

in all the arbours
;
walked pensively over the flower-plats ;

peeped into her chamber-window, which was on the ground-
floor, and embroidered with honey-suckles and jessamine : his

very soul swelled with thoughts of love and rural retirement :

and thus his heart, as it were, burst open, and let out a gush
of poetry, which he immediately committed to writing in the

earb of a lamentation for the fair one's absence, and forced

under ihe window-frame of her bed-chamber ; after which he

disconsolately departed, though somewhat relieved by this ef-;

fort of his Muse. The words ran thus :

T.AME;XTATIO?f OF GHONKHOE FOR THE AESEVCE OF ITS SYLVAN NYMPH.

1.

Ah, where has she wander'd ? ah, where has she stray'd .'

What clime now possesses our lost slyvan maid .'

No myrtle now blossoms
; no tulip will blow ;

And the lively arbutus now fades at Croneroe.

II.

5fo glowing carnation now wave? round her seat ;

Nor crocus, nor cowslip, weave turf for her feet
;

And the woodbine's soft tendrik, once train'd by her hand.
Now wild round her arbour distractedly stand.

iir.

Her golden-clothed fishes now deaden their hue:

The birds cease to warble the wood-dove to coo:

The cypress spreads wide, and the willow droops low,.

And the noon's brightest ray csin't enliven Croneroe,
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In the low-winding glen, all embosom'd in green,
Where the thrush courts her muse, and the blackbird is seen,

The ril! as it flows, limpid, silent, and slow.

Trickles down the grey rock as the tears of Croneroe.

V.

Then return, sylvan maid, and the flowers will all spring,
And the wood-dove will coo, and the linnet will sing
The gold-fish will sparkle, the silver streams flow,

And the noon ray shine bright thro' the glen of Croneroe.

Nothing very interesting occurred for above two months to

our amorous lyrist, when he began to tire of waiting for the

nymph of Croneroe, and grew fond of one of his own cousins

without being able to give any very particular reason for it,

further than that he was becoming more and more enlightened
in the ways of the world. But this family flame soon burnt

itself out ; and he next fell into a sort of furious passion for a

fine, strong, ruddy, country girl, the parson's daughter : she

was a capital house-keeper, and the parson himself a jolly hunt-

ing fellow: at his house there was a good table, and a hearty

style of joking, which advantages, together with a walk in

the shrubbery, a sillabub under the cow, and a romp in the

hay-making field, soon sent poor refinement about its business.

The poet became absolutely mortal, and began to write com-
mon hexameters. However, before he was confirmed in -bis

mortality, he happened one day to mention a sylph to his new
sweetheart ; she merely replied that she never saiv one, and
asked her mamma privately what it was, who desired her never

to mention such a word again.
But by the time he set out for Oxford, he had got tolerably

well quit of all his ethereal visions, celestials, and snow-drops :

and to convince his love what an admiration he had for sensi-

ble, substantial beauty, like hers, he wrote the following lines

in a blank leaf of her prayer-book, which she had left in his

way, as if suspecting his intention :

Refinement 's a very nice thing in its way,
And so is platonic regard:

Melting sympathy too as the highfliers say
Is the only true theme for a bard.

Then give them love's phantoms and flights for their pains;

But grant me, ye goAs\ flesh and blood and blue veins.

And dear Dolly dear Dolly Haynes.
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II.

I like that full fire and e5q)ression of eyes,
Where lov's true material presides;

With a glance now and then to the jellies and pies.
To ensure us good living besides.

Ye refiners, take angels and sylphs for your pains;
But grant me , ye gods ! Jlesh and blood and blve veins,
' And dear Dolly dear Dolly Haynes.

I should not omit mentioning here an incident which at the

time extremely amused me. A friend of mine, a barrister,

whose extravagant ideas of refinement have frequently proved
a source of great entertainment to me, was also a most enthu-

siastic admirer of Mr. Thomas Moore's writings, prose and

versp. 1 had read over to him the foregoing rather " of the

earth, earthy" composition, to which he listened with a shrug
of the shoulders and a contraction of the upper lip ; and I was
desirous of drawing out his opinion thereon by adverting to

his own favourite bard.
" Here," said I,

'* we have a fine illustration of the natural

progress from refinement to sensuality the amalgamation of

which principles is so beautifully depicted by Mr. Thomas
Moore in his ' Loves of the Angels.'

"

<' Your observation is just," replied my friend : "I cannot

conceive why those elegant amours have been so much carped
'at since their only object is to prove that flesh and blood is in

very high estimation even with the spirituals."
"What a triumph to mortality!" replied I.

" And why," continued he,
" should people be so very scepti-

cal as to the authenticity of these angelic love-matches ? sure-

ly there are no negative proofs, and are vve not every day told

by the gravest authorities that we are bound at our peril to be-

lieve divers matters not an atom more intelligible? For my
part, I can't comprehend why a poet should not be as credible

a witness as a bishop on matters that are equally and totally
invisible to both of tht-m."

"
True," observed I, smiling ;

"and the more so as poets,

generally residing nearer the sky than any other members of

society, are likely to get better information."

"Ay, poor fellows, 'on compulsion!'" said my friend,

with a compassionate sigh.
" But," resumed he, falling in

with my tone of raillery, "there is one point which I could

have wished that our most melodious of lyrists had cleared up
to my satisfaction yyc/e/^ce/, what gender angels really are

of?"
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" Very little doubt, by logical reasoning, need exist upon
that point," answered I :

" Mr Moore represents his angels

in the characters of gay deceivers^ and those characters being

performed by the male sex, ergo^ angels must be males. You

perceive the syllogism is complete."
" Ay, ay," said my friend

;

" but how comes it, then, that

when we see a beautiful woman, we cry outinvoluntarily,
* What

an angel /'
"

*' The word homo signifies either man or woman," replied

I; ''give a similar latitude to the word angel, and you have

your choice of sexes! Divers of the classics, and some of the

sculptors, perfectly authorize Mr. Moore's delicious ambi-

guity."
"That," said my Moorish friend, ''is certainly the fact,

and most elegantly has our lyrist handled this question of ce-

lestial sexuality: he has paid the highest compliment ever yet
conceived to human beauty, by asserting that ethereal spirits,

instead of taking up with their own transparent species, prefer
the opaque body-colouriiig of terrestrial dairy-maids though
fastidious casuists may, perhaps, call that a depraved taste."

*' No such thing," replied I
;

"
it is rather a proof of refined

and filtered epicurism. The heathen mythology is crammed
with precedents on that point. Every god and goddess in for-

mer times (and the sky was then quite crowded with

them, ")
" And may be so still," interrupted my friend,

" for any
thing we know to the contrary."

" They played their several pranks upon our globe," con-

tinued I,
" without the slightest compunction : even Jupiter

himself frequently became a trespasser on the honour and

peace of several very respectable fleshly families. The dis-

tinction between the spiritual and corporeal is likewise dexter-

ously touched on by the dramatist Farquhar, who makes one of

his characters* exclaim to another,
' I'll take her body, you

her mind: which has the better bargain V "

"But," rejoined, my friend,' /'"modern sentiment, which

brings all these nTaf^.^^to collision, had ^'npt- then Jjeen in-

vented : now we '.cahyliave both in one lot." '*" '' -
^

Finally, we dete|i^ined to consult Mr. Thomas'lWbore him-

self upon this most-Mxteresting consideration, agreeing that no-

body could possibly understand such a refined subject so well

as the person who wrote a book about it : we therefore pro-

*
Jircker in " The Beaux Stratagem."
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ceeded (as I shall now do) to the next stage of years and of

poetry.
The poet and lover was soon fixed at the university, where

he shortly made fast acquaintance with a couple of hot young
Irishmen, who lost no time in easing him of the dregs of his

sentimentality, and convinced him clearly that no rational

man should ever be in love except when he is drunk, in which
case it signifies little whom he falls in love with. Thus our

youth soon forgot the parsonage, and grew enamoured of the

bottle : but having some lees of poetry still remaining within

him, the classics and the wine set them a fermenting ; and he
now wrote drinking-songs, hunting-songs, boating-songs, sa-

tires on the shopkeepers' daughters, and lampoons on the fel-

lows of Jesus and Brazen-nose Colleges ;
answered letters in

verse, and, in a word, turned out what the lads call a genius.
The reverend private tutor of these young Irishmen wrote

one day a letter to our poet in verse, inviting him to " meet at

dinner a few fellow-countrymen, just arrived." The tutor was
a hard-going old parson, fond of wine and versification, who
had been sent over from Ireland by the father of the two

5'oung men above alluded to, with direction to " take care that

the lads did not fall into the d d English morals, which
would soon turn them into snow-balls, and disqualify them
ever after from living in their own proper country and natu-
ral society.^' These instructions the tutor faithfully acted

up to ; and the young poet very much amused the whole party

by his humour and turn for rhyming ; and was compelled to

swear that he would pay them a visit, for a couple of years, at

Belturbet in Ireland, where they would show him what living
was. Their father was himself doatingly fond of poetry and

the bag-pipes ; and was induced to send them to Oxford only
to please their mother's brother, who was, most unfortunately,
an Englishman.
My friend's reply to the parson's invitation was also in verse,

and ran as follows : it was not amiss for a young tipster, and

smacked, in some degree, both of Oxford and " Belturbet."

When parsons and poets their functions unite.

And court the old Muses to sing
" an invite,"

The profane and the sacred connected we find.

And are sure of a banquet to every man's mind.

Though on Pegasus mounted, to Bacchus we fly,

Yet we'll quaff just like Christians; our priest tells us why
" 'Tis moist hospitality banishes sin,

"Tis the wine-open'd heart lets benevolence in."
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There no long canting grace cools our spicy ragout.
Whilst the impatient champaign bristles up all monssev,
Our eyes darting toward heaven, we cry

" Come, goblets give!
This old pagan cream teaches Christians to live !"

Thus the pastor and flock will soon empty the bowl,
And its spirit divide 'tvvixt the head and the soul.

Though the Jove of our banquet no eagle can boast.

We'll have plenty of " kites flying" all round our host:

Midst loud peals of humour, undaunted we'll sit,

And for flashes of lightning have flashes of wit:

Should his Reverence perceive that our spirits are laid,

Then hot-pepper'd devils he'll call to his aid.

And, all Christians surpassing, old Tantalus see!

The more liquor he quag's, still the drier he'll be !

But two modes of death sinful mortals should know.
Break their necks from Parnassus, or drown in Bordeaux;
And to which of those deaths I am doom'd from on high,
I'm sure of a parson who'll teach me to die.

Then who can refuse to accept of a dinner.

Where the host is from Erin a priest saint* and sinner ?

In fact, this same friend of mine, of whose poetry, or ra-

ther versification, I have thus given samples to the reader, is a

very peculiar personage : bred to a profession which he never

followed, with ample means and no occupation, he has arrived

at a ripe age without much increasing his stock of wisdom, or

at all diminishing that of his peculiarity. He told me, he

found his standard relief against ennui was invoking tlie

Muses, which by ransacking his ideas and puzzling his genius,

operated as a stimulus to his brain, and prevented that stagna-
tion of the fluids which our ablest nosologists say is so often

the inducement to suicide. My friend argues that the inex-

haustible variety of passions, propensities, sentiments, and so

forth, inherent to the human frame, and which poets (like no-

blemen's fools in days of yore) have a license for daubing witli

any colours they think proper, affords to the language of poe-

try a vast superiority over that of prose : which latter being
in its nature but a hum-drum concern, is generally expected
to be reasonably correct, tolerable intelligible, and moderately
decent ; astringent qualifications, which our modern poets ap-

pear to have conspired to disregard.

My friend, however, observed, that he himself was not en-

abled to take other than a limited advantage of this license

inasmuch as he had been frequently jilted by tiie Muses,
who never would do niore than flirt with him

;
and hence,

for want of a sufficient modicum of inspiration, he was neces-

sitated to put up with the ordinary subjects of verse such as

* The Eev. Luke O'Maher had been thus sportively nkk-namsd, on aCcnunt

of his being so very good a fellow.

Vol. il 13
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epigram?, satires, odes on natal days, epitaphs on lap-dogs and
little children, translations of Greek songs that he never saw,
and of Italian poetry that had never existed, &c. It was true,

he went on to inform me, he had occasionally flown at higher

game in the regious of poesy ; but, somehow or other, no
bookseller would publish his effusions : one said they were too

flat ; another that they were too elevated ; a third characteri-

sed them as too loild for the critics
;
and a fourth pronounced

them too tame for the ladies. At length, however, the true

state of the matter was candidly developed by a very intelli-

gent presbyterian bookseller in the city, who told my friend

that he was quite too late as to poetry, with which the shops
were crammed and the public nauseated. Besides, he said, all

the poetic stations in any way productive were already occu-

pied : for instance, a Poet Fitzgerald (whom Lord Byron
calls " Hoarse Fitzgerald") had, ever since the days of the
"
Rejected Addresses," been considered as the writer, reciter,

and proprietor of the fulsome line of poetry: ^the amatory,
celestial, and horticultural departments had long been consi-

dered the property of Mr. Thomas Moore
;
and every dactyl

or spondee relating to roses, poises, dew-drops and thorns,

grapes, lilies, kisses, blisses, blushes, angels, &c. would be
considered as gross plagiarism, emanating from any other pen
than that of our justly celebrated lyrist : whilst as to historic

or Caledonian poetry, Walter Scott had not left an idea unap-

propriated for any fresh penman : be had raised an obscure

people to eternal celebrity, by recording their murders in Eng-
lish versification ; and by his " Battle of Waterloo" had pro-
ved that his own Muse, in the departm^ent of manslaugh-
ter, was in a very declining state of health, probably owing to

the extraordinary fatigue she had previously undergone.

My friend was proceeding to detail further the admonitory
conversation of this honest bibliopole, when I interrupted him

by asking, naturally enough, how he could continue to derive

any pleasure from a pursuit in which he admitted himself to

have been so very unsuccessful ? to which he adroitly replied,
*^ On the very same principle that a bad shot may have just as

much amusement as a capital sportsman ; perhaps more, 0)2e

good hit being as gratifying to him as twenty to an undevia-

ting slaughterer. I coincided in my friend's remark, adding,
that the same sort of observation would apply to random jokers
as well as rhymesters ; and that I have more than once abso-

lutely envied the inordinate happiness of a universal punster
when he chanced to say any thing that had a symptom of wii

la it
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My friend then, gravely opening his port-folio, selected two

of his productions, which he gave me permission to publish,

particularly as one of them had been most abruptly rejected

by an eminent newspaper, and the other by a magazine of con-

siderable reputation.
The intended Magazine article ran as follows :

THE HIGHLANDER.

A san& culotte from Caledonia's wilds,

Rasp'd into form by Nature's roughest files,

Hearing of savoury meats of moneys made
Of unsmaked women and of gaining trade

;

Resolved, from sooty cot, to seek a town.
And to the low-lands boldly stump it down.
But then, alas! his garb would never do:

The greasy kilt, bare loins, and tatter'd shoe;

Yet urged to better food and better fame.
He borrov/'d breeches and assumed a name;
Then truck'd his kiit, garter'd his motley hose,
New nail'd his heels, and caped the peeping toes.

His freckled fist a swineherd's bludgeon wields,
His tried companion through the sties and fields,

(Full many a jeering clown had felt its sway)
Now to a cane promoted, helps its master's way.
Full fifty^baubees Sandy liad in store,

And piteous tales had raised him fifty more:
His knife, his pipe, and eke his baubee bank.
In Basil pouch hung dangling from his flank:

No empty wallet on his shoulder floats:

Hard eggs, soft cheese, tobacco, salt, and oats,
Cramm'd in one end, wagg'd o'er his brawny chest.
And what was once a blanket poised the rest

;

Thus wealthy, victuall'd, proud, content, and gay,
Down Grampian's sterile steeps young Sandy wound his way.
Hail food ! hail raiment ! hail that happy lot

AVhich lured such genius from the smoky cot,
To mingle in the ranks of breeches'd men.
And coin a name and family again !

Where famed St. Andrew's turrets tower on high ;

Where learned doctors lecture, doze, and die
;

Where Knowledge sleeps, and Science seeks rej^e.
And mouldering halls more mouldering heads disclose,
Where Roman Virgil pipes in Celtic verse.
And Grecian Homer sings to gods in Erse ;

'Twas there that Sandy form'd his worldly creed,
Brush'd gowns, swept book-shelves, learn'd to shave and read:
From craft to craft his willing genius rose

;

When cash was scarce he wisely wrought for clothes,
And thread-bare trophies, once the kirksmen's pride,
Mickle by mickle swell'd his wallet's side.

Well turn'd, well wash'd, the rags denied their age,
Whilst Sandy's granite visage aped the sage.
Here, great Lavater! here thy science stands
Cc. fess'd, and proved by more than mortal hands.
Tl )ugh o'er his features Nature's art we see,
Hf r deepest s.ecrets are disclosed through thee.
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The green-tinged eye, curl'd lip, and lowering brows,
Which malice harrows, and which treachery ploughs.
In deep sunk furrows on his front we find.

Tilling the crops that thrive in Sandy's mind.

No soft sensations can that face impart;
Xo j;ratitude springs glowing from the heart;
As deadly night-shade creeping on the ground.
He tries to poison what he cannot wound.
Yet Sandy has a most consistent mind,
Too tow to rise, too coarse to be refined,

Too rough to polish, and too loose to bind:

Yetif * * * * * *

On looking over the residue, I found I could not with pro-

priety continue the publication of this satire: were I to proceed
five or six lines further, ill-natured people might possibly find

A pretence for designation, and I should be very sorry to be

considered as capable of becoming an instrument in so impro-

per a procedure: I therefore returned the copy to my port-fo-

lio, and subsequently to the author, mentioning my reasons,

and advising him to burn the rest. His reply to me was laco-

nic " My Dear B * *
*, qui caput ille facit.

The other trifle is a mere jeu d^esprit, and cannot be disa-

greeable to any body, unless it may be taken amiss by some
West-Indian proprietor, whose probable touchiness at the in-

troduction of the word slavery, I do not feel called on to com-

passionate.

EPIGRAM.

Sir Sidney Soiith and Miss Rumbold.

Says Sidney
"

I'll put all white slavery.down:
All Europe I'll summon to arms;"

Put fair Rumbold replied
"

I'll reverse my renown.
For all men shall be slaves to my charms."

If thus, lovely champion, that tongue and those eyes

C^i set all mankind by the ears;

Go fir^ff your glances, explode a few sighs,

And make captive the Dey of Algiers!
Thus you '11 rival Sir Sidney in glorj' and gains;

He may conquer the tyrant you'll lead him in chains.

I cannot conclude these memoranda without adding a few

fragments from some unpublished and nearly unknown work.s,

the production of Miss T n, the amiable young lady to

whom I have before introduced the reader, (see pages 39. 74,

75.) and who commenctjd versifying at the early age of fifteen.

Her compositions are numerous, and comprise a variety of sub-,

jects and of styles, from the fugitive lyric to the pretending

epic; but with a natural and becoming modesty, (though in her
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case, in my opinion, unnecessarily retained) she refuses to sub-

mit them to the ordeal of the public.

THE BARD.

Extractedfrom an unpiiblished Poem, called " Boadicea."

Amid those aged sons of yong
One seem'd to tower the rest among:
For thougli the heavy hand of time

Had somewhat marr'd his youthful prime;

Though the sunny glow had faded

On the locks his brow that shaded;
Stern Time, not ev'n thy icy sway
Might quench the heaven-enkindled lay

Which waken'd to achievements high
Those heroes of antiquity,
Howe'er it were, from that bright band

Sadly apart he seem'd to stand,

And lowly on his harp he leant

With eye of gloom and eye-brow bent;
But still, despite his sterner mood.

By all with reverence he was view'd,
Such charm of dignity hath age
When on the brow experience sage
Hath stamp'd the worth of years that sleep.
And when the mind liath known to reap
Havests of scientific lore.

And well secured the precious store;

When all the stormy dreams of youth
Fade in the beacon-light of truth;

When fiery feelings are repress'd.
The spirit calm'd, the heart at rest!

Then in the form of age we find

Somewhat surpassing earthly kind.

Now forth his harp that minstrel drew.
And o'er the chords his fingers threw.
The while beneath that lighter sway
Murmur'd tlie scarcely-bidden lay.

In soft half-warbled cadence stealing
O'er the melting soul of feeling:
But when he caught the transport high
Which mark'd the kindling melody.
His upturn'd eye and heaving breast ^
The mighty frenzy quick confess'd;
The sympathetic strings beneath

A wild inspiring chorus breathe.
And borne the lofty halls along.
Floats high the patriot minstrel's song:

The mildew of time steeps the laurel-bound wreath,
And the war-sword ingloriously rusts in its sheath.

Which burst on the foe as the bolt from on high.

And sprinkled the blood of revenge to the sky.

The arm is unbraced and the nerves are unstnmg
Of him who in combat that dark weapon swung;
For the souls of the heroes of loftier days.

Kindled high in their glory, have sunk in the hhTt^:
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And the laurels of Britain, droop'd, wither'd, and shrimt.

And her standard of freedom all hopelessly sunk,

And the sons of the isles, scatter'd thin on the hill,

Stood forsaken and drooping, but dauntlessly still.

Ye sons of the brave ! is the bold spirit fled

Which to combat and conquest your forefathers led?

Oh no ! it but sleeps in the souls it should warm 1

The more fiercely to burn in the day of the storm.

But too long it hath slept: for the hearts of the brave

Are a country's best bulwarks to guard and to save:

Oh then be the lion aroused in each breast,

Triumphant to conquer, or nobly to rest.

Be it yours to divulge the dark volume of fate;

Be it yours to revenge, ere revenge be too late:

Oh let not the spirit of freedom repose
Till it visit the wrongs of our land on its foes.

'Tis your country that calls; shall that cry be in vain?

All bleeding she lies in the conqueror's chain:

Chiefs ! but one struggle more, and her freedom is won:

Let us triumph or die, as our fathers have done.

Like the lightning of heaven be your arms on the heath.

Loud, loud ring your shields with the thunder of death:

As the waves of your ocean rush down to the strife,

And each stroke be for Britain, for freedom and life!

The bard has ceased: the lofty lay
In long vibrations dies away,
And melts upon the air around

Till silence blends away the sound.

The bard upon each warrior gazed,
To mark what thoughts his strain had raised.

The eye that late flash'd high with mirth

In alter'd cheer now sought the earth; "'

The cheek that bright with joy had blush'd,

Far other feeling now had flush'd.

It might have seem'd throughout the hall,

(So motionless, so mute, were all,)

As though the spirit of the storm

Haiswept along each stately form.

A moment and what change was wrought
In every look and every thought!
Roused by the breath of life, they seem

To start at once from their death-lilte dream;
A sudden impulse, wild and strong.

Agitates the moving throng
And like the billows of the deep,
When darkening tempests o'er it sweep.
In every freeborn heart, that strain

Concordant echoes roused again '.
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THEATRICAL RECOLLECTIONS.

The author's early visits to Crow Street Theatre Interruptions of the University

men College pranks Old Mr. Sheridan in " Cato" and in " Alexander the

Great" Curious scene introduced, by mistake, in the latter tragedy Mr.

Digges in the Ghost of Hamlet's father Chorus of Cocks The author's pre-

ference of comedy to tragedy Remarks on Mr. Kean and the London moral-

ists Liston in " Paul Pry" Old Sparkes The Spanish debutante Irish

Johnstone Modern comedy The French stage.

From my youth I was attached to theatrical representations,
and have still a clear recollection of many of the eminent per-
formers of my early days. My 2;randmother, with whom I

resided for many years, had silver tickets of admission to Crow
Street Theatre, whither I was very frequently sent.

The play-houses in Dublin were then lighted with tallow

candles, stuck into tin circles hanojing; from the middle of the

stage, which were every now and then snuffed by some per-
former ;

and two soldiers, with fixed bayonets, always stood

like statues on each side of the stage, close to the boxes, to

keep the audience in order. The galleries were very noisy
and very droll. The ladies and gentlemen in the boxes al-

ways went dressed out nearly as for court
;
the strictest eti-

quette and decorum were preserved in that circle
;
whilst the

pit, as being full of critics and wise men, was particularly re-

spected, except when the young gentlemen of the University

occasionally forced themselves in, to revenge some insult, real

or imagined, to a member of their body; on- which occasions,

all the ladies, well-dressed men, and peaceable people general-

ly, decamped forthwith, and the young gentlemen as generally

proceeded to beat or turn out the- rest of the audience, and to

break every thing that came within their reach. These ex-

ploits were by no means uncommon ; and the number and rank

of the young culprits were so great, that (coupled with the

impossibility of selecting the guilty,) the college would have

been nearly depopulated, and many of the great families in

Ireland enraged beyond measure, had the students been expel-
led or even rusticated.

I had the honour of being frequently present, and (as far as

in tneUe,') giving a helping hand to our encounters both in the
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play-houses and streets. We were in the habit of going about
the latter, on dark nights, in coaches, and, by flinging out

half-pence, breaking the windows of all the houses we rapidly
drove by, to the astonishment and terror of the proprietors.
At other times, we used lo convey gunpowder squibs into all

the lamps in several streets at once, and by longer or shorter

fusees contrive to have them all burst about the same time,

breaking every lamp to shivers and leaving whole streets in

utter darkness. Occasionally we threw large crackers into the

china and glass-shops, and delighted to see the terrified shop-
keepers trampling on their own porcelain and cut-glass, for fear

of an explosion. By way of a treat, we used sometimes to

pay the watchmen to lend us their cloaks and rattles : by vir-

tue whereof, we broke into the low prohibited gambling-hou-
ses, knocked out the lights, drove the gamblers down stairs,

and then gave all their stakes to the watchmen. The whole

body of watchmen belonging to one parish (that of the round

church) were our sworn friends, and would take our part

against any other watchmen in Dublin. We made a perma-
nent subscription, and paid each of these regularly seven shil-

lings a week for his patronage. I mention these trifles, out

of a thousand odd pranks, as a part of my plan, to show, from
a comparison of the past with the present state of society in

the Irish metropolis, the extraordinary improvement which
has taken place in point of decorum within the last half-centu-

ry. The young gentlemen of the University then were in a

state of great insubordination ; not as to their learning, but

their wild habits : indeed, the singular feats of some of them
would be scarcely credible now ; and they were so- linked to-

gether, that an oSence to one was an offence to all. There
were several noblemen's sons with their gold-laced, and elder

sons of baronets with their silver-laced gowns, who used to ac-

company us, with their gowns turned inside out : yet our

freaks arose merely from the fire and natural vivacity of uncon=
trolled youth : no calm, deliberate vices, no low meannesses,

were ever committed : that class of young men now termed
dandies we then called macaronies

;
and we made it a standing

rule to thrash them whenever we got a fair opportunity ; such

also as had been long tied to their " mothers' apron strings"
we made no small sport with when we got them clear inside

the college : we called them milk-sops, and if tliey declined

drinking as much wine as ordered, we always dosed them, as

in duty bound, with tumblers of salt and water till they camo
to their feeding, as vve called it. Thus gerterally commenced
a young man of fashion's noviciate above fifty years ago.



THEATKICAL RECOLLECTIONS. 105

However, our wildnes?, instead of increasing as we advanced
in our college courses, certainly diminished, and often left be-

hind it the elements of much talent and virtue. Indeed, I be-

lieve there <vere to the full as good scholars, and certainly to

the full as high gentlemen educated in the Dublin University
then, as in this wiser and more cold-blooded era.

I remember, even before tiiat period, seeing old Mr. Sheri-

dan perform the part of Cato at one of the Dublin theatres ; I

do not recollect which : but I well recollect his dress, whidi
consisted of bright armour under a fine laced scarlet cloak,
and surmounted by a huge, white, bushy, well-powered wig
(like Dr. Johnson's,) over which was stuck his helmet. I won-
dered much how he could kill himself without stripping off the

armour before he performed that operation! I also recollect

him particularly (even as before my eyes now) playing ^Alex-

ander the Great, and throwing the javelin at Clytus, whom
happening to miss, he hit the cup-bearer, then played by one
of the hack performers, a INIr. Jemmy Fotterel. Jemmy very
naturally supposed that he was hit designedly, and that it was
some new light of the great Mr. Sheridan to slay the cup-
bearer in preference to his friend Clytus (which certainly
would have been a less unjustifiable manslaughter,) and that

therefore he ought to tumble down and make a painful end,

according to dramatic custom time immemorial. Immediate-

ly, therefore, on being struck, he reeled, staggered, and fell

very naturally, considering it was his first death ; but being
determined on this unexpected opportunity to make an im-

pression upon the audience, when he found himself stretched

out on the boards at full length, he began to roll about, kick,
and flap the stage with his hands most immoderately ; falling
next into strong convulsions, exhibiting every symptom of ex-

quisite torture, and at length expiring with a groan so loud
and so long that it paralyzed even the people in the galleries,
whilst the ladies believed that he was really killed, and cried

aloud.

Though then very young, I was myself so terrified in the

pit that I never shall forget it. However, Jemmy Fotterel

was in the end, more clapped than any Clytus had ever been,
and even the murderer himself could not help laughing most

heartily at the incident.

The actresses both of tragedy and genteel comedy formerly
wore large hoops, and whenever they made a speech walked
across the stage and changed sides with the perforrner who
was to speak next, -thus veering backwards and forwards^, like

Vol. ir.
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a shuttlecock, durino; the entire performance. This custom

partial! V prevailed in the continental theatres till very lately.

I recollect Mr. Barry, who was really a remarkably hand-

some man, and his lady (formerly Mrs. Dancer
;)

also Mr.

Diggl^s, who used to play the Ghost in *' Hamlet." One night
in donblino; that part with Polonius, Digges forgot on appear-

ing as the Ghosf, previously to rub otT the bright red paint
with which his face had been daubed for the other character,

A spirit with a large red nose and vermiliioned cheeks was ex-

tremely novel and much applauded. There was also a famous

actor who used to play the Cock that crew to call off the Ghost
when Hamlet had done with him: this performer did his part
so well that every body used to say he was the best Cock that

ever had been heard at Smock-Alley, and six or eight other

gentry of the dunghill species were generally brought behind

the scenes, who on hearing him, mistook him for a brother

cock, and set up their pipes all together : and thus, by the \n-

finity of crowing at the same moment, the hour was the better

marked, and the Ghost glided back to the other world in the

midst of a perfect chorus of cocks, to the no small admira-

tion of the audience.

Of the distinguishing merits of the old actors, or indeed 6t

many of the more modern ones, I profess myself but a very
moderate judge. One thing, however, I am sure of

; that,

man or boy, I never admired tragedy, however well personat-
ed. Lofty feelings and strong passions may be admirably
mimicked therein

;
but the ranting, whining, obviously pre-

meditated starting, disciplined gesticulation, &c. the commit-

ting of suicide in mellifluous blank verse, and rhyming when
in the agonies of death, stretch away so very far from nature,
as to destroy all that illusion whereon the effect of dramatic

exhibition in my mind entirely depends. Unless occasionally
to witness some very celebrated new actor, I have not atteiid-

ed a tragedy these forty years ;
nor have I ever yet seen any

tragedian on the British stage who made so decided an impres-
sion on my feelings as Mr. Kean, in some of his characters,
has done. When I have seen other celebrated men enact the

same parts, I have remained quite tranquil, however my judg-
ment may have been satisfied : but iie has made me shudder^
and thatj in my estimation, is the grand triumph of the actor's

art. I have seldom sat out the last murder scene of any play
except"Tom Thumb," or"Chrononhotonthologos," which cer-

tainly are no burlesques on some of our standard tragedies.
Kean's Shr/locky and Sir Giles Overreach^ seemed to ms
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neither more nor less than actual identification of those por-
traitures: so much so, in fact, that 1 told him myself, after

seeinc; him perform the first-mentioned part, that I could have

found in my heart to knock his hrains out the moment he had

finished his performance.*
Two errors, however, that great actor has in a remarkable

degree : some of Wxs.^pauses are so long, that he appears to

have forgotten himself; and he pats his breast so often, that

it really reminds one of a nurse patting her infant to keep it

from squalling : it is a pity he is not aware of these imperfec-
tions!

If, however, I have been always inclined to undervalue tra-

gedy, on the other hand, all the comic performers of my time

in Ireland I perfectly recollect. I allude to the days of Ryder,
O'Keeffe, Wilks, Wilder, Vandermere, &c. &c. &c.

The effect produced by even one actor, or one trivial inci-

dent, is sometimes surprising. The dramatic trifle called
'* Paul Pry" has had a greater run, I believe, than any piece
of the kind ever exhibited in London. I went to see it, and
was greatly amaised not altogether by the piece, but by th

ultra oddity of one performer. Put any handsome, or eveii

human-looking person, in Liston's place, and take away his

umbrella, and Paul Pry would scarcely bring another audience.

His countenance certainly presents the drollest set of stationa-

ry features I ever saw, and has the uncommon merit of being
exquisitely comic /?er se, without the slightest distortion : no

artificial grimace, indeed, couW improve his natural. I

remember O'Keeffe, justly the delight of Dublin ; and Ryder,
the best Sir John Brute, Ranger, Marplot, &c. in the

world : the prologue of " Bucks have at ye All!'' was repeat-

*
Nothing could be more truly disgusting than the circumstance of the most

ruffianly parts of the London population, under the general appellation of a

British audience" assuming to themselves the feelings of virtue, delicacy, deco-

rum, morals, and modesty for the sole purpose of driving into exile one of the

first performers that ever trod tlie stage of England ! and that for an offence

which (though abstractedly unjustifiable) a great number of the gentry, not a fe.v

of the nobility, and even members of the holy church militant, are constanlJy

committing atid daily detected in : which commission and detection by no means
seem to have diminished their popularity, or caused their reception to be less cor-

dial amongst saints, methodifats, legal authorities, and justices of the quorum.
The virtuous sentence of transportation passed against Mr. Kean by the mob

of London certainly began a new series of British morality; and the Jaudable so-

cieties for the "
suppression of vice" may shortly be eased of a great proportion

of their labours by more active moralists, culled from High-street St. Giles's, the

Israelites of Rag-fair, and the Houses of Correction. Hogarth has, in his prmt
of ''

Evening," immortalized the happy state of the horned citizens at his pe-
riod.
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e.d by him tour hundred and twenty-four times. O'Keeflfe-s

Ton)/ Lumpkin^ Vandermere's Skirmish, Wilder's Colonel

Oldhoy, &c. &c. came as near nature as acting and mimicry
could possibly approach. There was also a first edition of Lis-
ten as to drollery, on the Dublin stage, usually called " Old

Sparkes." He was very tail, and of a very large size ; with

heavy-hanging jaws, gouty ancles, big paunch, and sluggish
motion ; but liis comic face and natural drollery were irresisti-

ble. He was a most excellent actor in every thing he could

personate : his grotesque figure, however, rendered these parts
but few. Peachum^ in the "

Beggar's Opera,'' Caliban,
(with his own additions) in " The Tempest," and all bulky,
droll, low characters, he did to the greatest perfection. At one
time, when the audiences of Smock Alley were beginning to

flag. Old Sparkes told Ryder, if he would bring out the after-

piece of ''The Padlock," and permit him to manage it, he
would ensure him a succession of good nights. Ryder gave
him his way, and the bills announced a first appearance in the

part of Leonora : the debutante was reported to be a Spanish
lady. The public curiosity was excited, and youth, beauty,
and tremulous modesty were all anticipated ;

the house over-
flowed ; impatience was unbounded

;
the play ended in con-

fusion, and the overture of '< The Padlock" was received with

rapture. Leonora at length appeared ; the clapping was like

thunder, to give courage to the debutante, who had a hand-
some face, and was very beautifully dressed as a Spanish
Donna, which it was supposed she really was. Her gigantic
size, it is true, rather astonished the audience. However, they
willingly took for granted that the Spaniards were an immense

people, and it was observed that England must have had a

great escape of the Spanish Armada, if the men were propor-
lionably gigantic to the ladies. Her voice too was rather

of the hoarsest, but that was accounted for by the sudden

change of climate : at last, Leonora began her song of" Sweet
Robin"

Say, little foolish fluttering thing,

Whither, ah ! whither would you wing r

and at the same moment Leonora's mask falling off, Old

Sparkes stood confessed, with an immense gander which he

brought from under his cloak, and which he had trained to

stand on his hand and screech to his voice, and in chorus with

himself. The whim took : the roar of laughter was quite in-
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conceivable : he had also got Mungo played by a real black :

and the whole was so extravagantly ludicrous, and so entirely

to the taste of the Irish gaileriers at that time, that his " Sweet

Robin" was encored, and the frequent repetition of the piece

replenished poor Ryder's treasury for the residue of the sea-

son.

I think about that time Mr. John Johnstone was a dragoon.
His mother was a very a;ood sort of woman, whom I remem-
ber extremely well. Between fifiy and sixty years ago she

gave me a little book, entitled " The Histor}' of the Seven

Champions of Christendom," which I have (with several other

books of my childhood) to this day. She used to call at my
grandmother's, to sell run muslins, &c. which she carried about

her hips in great wallets, passing them off for a hoop. She
was called by the old women, in pleasantry,

" Mull and Jac-

conot ;" sold great bargains, and was a universal favourite with

the ladies. Young Johnstone was a remarkably genteel well-

looking lad ; he used to bring presents of trout to my grand-

mother, which he caught in the great Canal then going on

close to Dublin. He soon went into the army: but having a

weakness in his legs, he procured a speedy discharge, and ac-

quired eminence on the Irish stage.
I never happened to encounter Mr. Johnstone in private so-

ciety till we met at dinner at Lord Barry more's, in 1812,
where Col. Bloomfield, my friend Mr. Richard Martin, (now
justly called Humanity Martin) and others, were assembled^

I was glad to meet the disiinguished comedian, and mentioned
some circumstances to him which proved the extent of my me-

mory. He sang that night as sweetly as ever I heard him on
the stage, and that is saying much.

Mr. Johnstone was a truly excellent performer of the more
refined species of Irish characters; but Nature had not given
him enough of that original shoulder twist, and what they call

the "7,/o//^ee?z-^d;a7?o"," which so strongly characterise the

genuine national vis comica of the lower orders of Irish. In

this respect, perhaps, Owenson was superior to him, of whom
the reader will find a more detailed account in a future page.
No modern comedy, in my mind, equals those of the old

writers. The former are altogether devoid of that high-bred,

witty playfulness of dialogue so conspicuous in the works of

the latter. Gaudy spectacle, common-place clap-traps, and

bad puns, together with forced or mongrel sentiment, have

been substituted to " make the unskilful laugh," and to the

manifest sorrow of the "judicious." Perhaps so much the
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better : as, although there are now most excellent scene-

painters and fire-vvorkers, the London stage appears to be al-

most destitute of competent performers in the parts of genuine
comedy, and the present London audiences seem to prefer gun-
powder, resin, brimstone, musquetry, burning castles and

dancing ponies, to any human or Christian entertainments,

evidently despising all those high-finished comic characters,
which satisfy the understanding and owe nothing to the sce-

nery.
There is another species of theatrical representation extant

in France namely, scriptural pieces ; half burlesque, half

melodrame. These are undoubtedly among the drollest things

imaginable ; mixing up in one unconnected mass, tragedy,

come'iy, and farce, painting, music, scenery, dress and undress,

decency ar.d indecency!*
I have seen m.any admirable comedians on the continent.

Nothing can possibly exceed Mademoiselle Mars, for instance,
in man}' characters : but the French are all actors and actres-

ses from their cradles
;
and a great number of performers, even

at the minor theatres, seem to me to Jbt^get that they are play-

ing, and at times nearly make the audience forget it too! Their

spectacle is admirabl}- good : their dancing excellent, and
their dresses beautiful. Their orchestras are well filled, in

every sense of the word, and the level of musical composition
not so low as some of Mr. Bishop's effusions. Their singing
however is execrable

; their tragedy rant
j

but their prose
comedy very nature itself !

In short, the French beyond doubt exceed all other people
in the world with regard to theatrical matters : and as every
man, woman, and child in Paris is equally attached to specta-

cle, every house is full, every company encouraged, all tastes

find some gratification. An Englishman can scarcely quit a

Parisian theatre, without having seen himself or some of his

famil}' characteristically and capitally represented : the Jing-

* " Samson pulling down the hall of the Philistines" is the very finest piece of

spectacle that can be conceived! " Susannah and the Elders" is rather too na-

ked a concern for the English ladies to look at, unless through their fans : trans-

parent ones have lately been invented, to sa%'e the expense of blushes at the

theatres, &c. But the most whimsical of their scriptural dramas is the exhibi-

tion of Noah as a ship-builder , preparatoiy to the deluge He is assisted by
large gangs of angels working as his journeymen, whose great solicitude is to

keep their wings clear out of the way of their hatchets, Sic. At length the

whole of them strike and turn out for wages, till the arrival of a body of gens
d'armes immediately brings them to order, by whom they are threatened to be
sent back to heaven if thev do not behave themselves .'
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lais supply certainly an inexhaustible source of French mimic-

ry; and as we cannot help it, do what we will, our countrymen
now begin to practise the good sense of laughing at it them-
selves! John Bull thinks that roast beef is the finest dish in

the whole world, and that the finest fellow in Europe is the

man that eats it : on both points, the Frenchman begs leave,
tout a fait^ to differ with John

; and nothing can be sillier

than to oppose opinions with a positive people, in their own
country, and who never yet, right or wrong, gave up an ar-

gument.
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MRS. JORDAN.

Public mis-slatements respecting that lady ^The author's long acquaintance with

her Debut of Mrs. Jordan, at the Dublin Theatre, as Miss Francis Her

incipient talents at that period Favourite actresses then in possession of the

stage Theatrical jealousy Mrs. Daly (formerly Miss Barsanti) Curious in-

version of characters in the opera of " The Governess," resorted to by the

manager to raise the tcind Lieut Doyne proposes for Miss Francis His suit

rejected from prudential considerations Miss Francis departs for England Air.

Owenson, Lady Morgan's father Comparison between that performer and Mr.

John (commonly called Irish) Johnstone Introduction of the author to his

Royal Highness the Duke of Clarence Reflections on the scurrilous per-

sonalities of the English press Mrs. Jordan in the green-room, and on the

stage ^Her remarks on the theatrical art, and on her own style of acting

Her last visit to Dublin and curious circumstances connected therewith Mr.

Dwyer the actor and Mr. Serjeant Gold Mrs. Jordan in private society Ex-

tracts from her letters Her retirement from Bushy and subsequent embarka-

tion for France.

The foregoing short and superficial sketches of the Dublin

stage in my juvenile days bring me to a subject more recent

and much more interesting to my feelings. I touch it never-

theless with pain, and must ever deeply regret the untimely
catastrophe of a lady who was at once tbft highest surviving

prop of her profession and a genuine san^e of intrinsic ex-

cellence : had her fate descended, whilst filling her proper sta-

UoPj and in her own country ;
or had not the circumstance?

which attended some parts of that lady's career bgen entirely
mistaken ; had not the cause of her miseries been grossly

misrepresented, and the story of her desertion and embarrass-

ed state at the time of her dissolution altogether false
;

I pro-

bably should never have done more (under the impression of

its being intrusive, perhaps indelicate) than mention her pro-
fessional excellencies.

But so much of that lady's life, and so much relating to her

death also, has been mis-stated in the public prints, (not for the

purpose of doing her justice, but of doing another injustice,) that

I feel myself warranted in sketching some traits and incidents of

Mrs. Jordan's character and life, all of which I know to be true,
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and a great proportion whereof I was personal! j' acquainted with.

Some degree of mystery has doubtless rested, and will proba-

bly continue to rest, on the causes which led that lady to re-

pair to a foreign country, where she perished ;
-all 1 shall say^

however, on that score is, that these causes have never yet
been known except to a very limited number of individuals^
and never had, in any shape or in any degree, bearing or con-

nexion with her former situation. The reports current on this

head I know to be utterly unfounded, and many of them I be-

lieve to be altogether malicious.

I am not Mrs. Jordan's biographer; my observations only
apply to abstract portions of her conduct and abstract periods
of her life. I had the gratification of knowing intimately that

amiable woman and justly celebrated performer. Her public
talents are recorded; her private merits are known to few. I

enjoyed a portion of her confidence on several very particu-
lar subjects, and had full opportunity of appreciating her cha-

racter.

It was not by a cursory acquaintance that Mrs. Jordan could
be known: unreserved confidence alone could develope her

qualities, and none of them escaped my observation. I have
knovvn her when in the busy bustling exercise of her. profes-
sion: I have known her when in the tranquil lap of ease, of

luxur}', and of magnificence. I have seen her in a theatre,
surrounded by a crowd of adulating dramatists: I have seen
her in a palace, surrounded by a numerous, interesting, and
beloved oflspring. I have seen her happy: I have seen her,
alas! miserable : and I could not help participating in all her

feelings.
At the point of time when I first saw Mrs. Jordan, she could

not be much more I think than sixteen years of age; and was

making her debut as Miss Francis, at the Dublin Theatce. It

is worthy of observation, that her early appearances in Dublin
Were not in any of those characters (save one) wherein she af-

terwards so eminently excelled: but such as, being more girl-

ish, were better suited to her spirits and her age. I was then,
of course, less competent than now to exercise the critical art ;

yet could not but observe, that in these parts she was perfect
even on her first appearance: she had no art, in fact, to study;
Nature was her sole instructress. Youthful, joyous, animated,
and droll, her laugh bubbled up f'rom her heart, and her tears

welled out ingenuously from the deep spring of feeling. Ker
countenance was all expression, without being all beauty: her

form, then light and elastic her flexible limbs the juvenile
but indescribable graces of her every movemcuf. impressed
Vol. II. 15
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themselves, as I perceived, indelibly upon all who attended

even hear earliest performances.
Her expressive features and eloquent action at all periods

harmonised blandly with each other not by artifice, however

skilful, hut by intellectual sympathy; and when her figure was

adapted to the part she assumed, she had only to speak the

words of an author to become the very person he delineated.

Her voice was clear and distinct, modulating itself with natu-

ral and winning ease ; and when exerted in song, its gentle
flute-like melody formed the most captivating contrast to the

convulsed and thundering bravura. She was throughout the

untutored child of Nature: she sang without effort, and gene-

rally without the accompaniment of instruments; and whoever
heard her Dead of the Night, and her Sweet Bird^ either in

public or private, if they had any soul, must have surrendered
at discretion.

In genuine playful comic characters, such as Belinda, &c.,
she was unique: but in the formal, dignified, high-bred parts
of genteel comedy, her superiority, although great, was not so

decided: her line, indeed, was distinctly marked out, but v,'ith-

in its extent she stood altogether unrivalled nay, unap-
proached.
At the commencement of Mrs. Jordan's theatrical career,

she had difficulties to encounter which nothing but superiority
of talent could so suddenly have surmounted. Both of the

Dublin theatres were filled with performers of high popular

reputation, and thus every important part in her line of acting
was ably preoccupied. The talent of the female performers,
matured by experience and disciplined by practice, must yet
have yielded to the fascinating powers of her natural genius,
had it been suffered fairly to expand. But the jealousy which
never fails to pervade all professions was powerfully excited to

restrain the developement of her mimic powers; and it was re-

served for English audiences tQ give full play and credit to

that extraordinary comic genius, which soon raised her to the

highest pitch, at once of popular and critical estimation.

Mrs. Daly, formerly Miss Barsanti, was foremost among the

successful occupants of those buoyant characters to which Miss
Francis was peculiarly adapted: other actresses had long filled

the remaining parts to which she aspired, and thus scarcely one
was left open to engage her talents.

Mr. Daly, about this time, resorted to a singular species of

theatrical entertainment, by the novelty whereof he proposed
to rival his competitors of Smock Alley; namely, that of re-

versing characters, the men performing the female, and the
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females the male parts in comedy and opera. The opera of

^'The Governess" was played in this way for several nights,
the part of Lopez by Miss Francis. In this singular and un-

important character the versatility of her talent rendered the

piece attractive, and the season concluded with a strong antici-

pation of her future celebrity.
The company then proceeded to perform in the provinces,

and at Waterford occurred the first grave incident in the life

of Mrs. Jordan. Lieutenant Charles Doyne, of the third re-

giment of heavy horse (Greens,) was then quartered in that

city; and, struck with the naivete and almost irresistable at-

tractions of the young performer, his heart yielded, and he be-

came seriously and honourably attached to her. Lieutenant

Doyne was not handsome, but he was a gentleman and a wor-

thy man, and had been my friend and companion some years
at the University. I knew him intimately, and he entrusted

me with his passion. Miss Francis's mother was then alive,
and sedulously attended her. Full of ardour and thoughtless-
ness myself, I advised him, if he could win the young lady,
to marry her; adding, that no doubt fortune must smile on so

disinterested a union. Her mother, however, was of a dif-

ferent opinion : and as she had no fortune but her talent, the

exercise of which was to be relinquished with the name of

Francis, it became a matter of serious consideration from what
source they were to draw their support with the probability
too of a family! His commission was altogether inadequate,
and his private fortune very small. This obstacle in short was
insurmountable: Mrs. Francis, anticipating tl]e future celebri-

ty of her child, and unwilling to extinguish in obscurity all

chance of fame and fortune by means of the profession she had

adopted, worked upon her daughter to decline the proposal.
The treaty accordingly ended, and Lieut. Doyne appeared to

me for a little time almost inconsolable. Miss Francis accom-

panied by her mother, soon after went over to England, and
for nearly twenty years I never saw that unrivalled performer.

Mr. Owenson, the father of Lady Morgan, was at that time

highly celebrated in the line of Irish characters; and never did
an actor exist so perfectly calculated, in my opinion, to perso-

nify that singular class of people. Considerably above six feet

in height; remarkably handsome and brave-looking, vigor-
ous and well-shaped, he was not vulgar enough to disgust,
nor was he genteel enough to be o?// of character : never did
I see any actor so entirely identify himself with the peculiari-
ties of those parts he assumed. In the higher class of Irish

characters, (old officers, &c.) he looked well, but did not exhibit
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sufficient dipjnify: and in tlie loivest, his humour was scarcely

quaint and original enough; but in what might be termed the

middle class of Paddies, no man ever combined the look and
tlie manner with such felicity as Owenson. Scientific singing
is not an Irish quality; and he sang well enough. I have
heard Jack Johnstone warble so very skilfully, and act some
parts so very like a man of first-rate education, that I almost

forgot the nation he was mimicking: that was not the case with
Owenson: he acted as if he had not received too much school-

ing, and sang like a man whom nobody had instructed. He
was, like most of his profession, careless of his concerns, and

grew old without growing rich. His last friend was old Fon-

taine, a very celebrated Irish dancing-master, many years do-
miciliated and highly esteemed in Dublin. He aided Owen-
son and his family whilst he had means to do so, and they both
died nearly at the same time instances of talent and impro-
vidence.

This digression I have ventured on, because in the first place
It harmonises with the theatrical nature of my subject, and

may be interesting because it relates to the father of an emi-
nent and amiable woman; and most particularly, because I was
informed that Mr. Owenson took a warm interest in the wel-
fare of Miss Francis, and v^as the principal adviser of her mo-
ther in rejecting Mr. Doyne's addresses.

After a lapse of many years I chanced to acquire the honour
of a very favourable introduction to His Royal Highness the

Duke of Clarence, who became the efficient friend of me and
of my family not with that high and frigid mien which so

often renders ungracious the favours of authorities in the Bri-

tish government, but With the frankness and sincerity of a

prince. He received and educated my only son with his own^
and sent him, as lieutenant of the fifth dragoon guards, to make
his campaigns in the Peninsula. This introduction to His

Royal Highness and his family gave me full and unerring op-

portunities of knowing, of appreciating, and valuing, Mrs.
Jordan. In her there was no guile; her heart was conspicuous
in every word her feelings in every action

;
and never did I

find, in any character, a more complete concentration of every
quality that should distinguish a mother, a friend, and a gen-
tlewoman.
The outlines of Mrs. Jordan's public life after her connex-

ion of twenty-three years with that royal personage are too

well known to require recital here. But with respect to her
more private memoirs, so much falsehood and exaggeration
have gone abroad >so many circumstances have been distorted.

%
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and so many fact^ invented some of the latter possessina;
sufficient plausibility to deceive even the most wary tiiat, if

not a duty, it appears at least praiseworthy, to aim at the re-

futation of such calumnies.

I have ever felt a great abhorrence of the system of defama-

tion on hearsay. Public men, as snch^ may properly be com-
mented on. It is the birthright of the Britisii people to speak

fairly their sentiments of those who rule them ; but libel on

private reputation is a disgusting excrescence upon the body
of political freedom, and has latterly grown to an extent so

dangerous to individuals, and so disgraceful to the press at

large, that it may hereafter aft'ord plausible pretences for cur-

tailing the liberty of that organ the pure and legal exercise

of which is the proudest and surest guardian of British free-

dom. The present lax, unrestrained, and vicious exuberance

of the periodical press, stamps the United Kingdom as the

very focus of libel and defamation in all their ramifications.

No reputation no rank no character, public or private,
neither the living nor the doad, can escape from its licentious-

ness. One comfort may be drawn from the reflection that it

can proceed no further; its next movement must be a retro-

grade one, and I trust the legislature will not permit this retro-

gression to be long deferred.

That spirit of licentiousness I have been endeavouring to

stigmatise was never more clearly instanced than by the inde-

fatigable and reiterated attempts (for several years persevered
in) to disparage the private reputation of a royal personage,
whose domestic habits, and whose wise and commendable ab-

stinence from political party and conflicting faction's, should

have exempted him from the pen and from, the tongue of mis-

representation, and rendered sacred a character which only re-

quires developement to stand as high' in the estimation of every
man who regards the general happiness and power of the em-

pire, as that of any member of the, illustrious house from
which its owner springs. On this point I speak not lightly :

that which I state is neither the mere effusion of gratitude nor

the meanness of adulation : the royal personage I allude to

would not commend me for the one, nor would I demean my-
self by the other.

I cannot conclude this digression without reprobating in no
measured terms that most dangerous of all calumnious tenden-

cies which endeavours systematically to drag down the higliest
ranks to the level of the lowest, and by labouring to excite a

democratic contempt of royal personages, gradually saps the

very foundation of constitutional alle2:iance : such,, however,
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has been a practice of the clay, exercised with all the rancour^
but without any portion of the ability, of Jimius.

It is deeply to be lamented, that this system has been exem-

plified by some individuals whose literary celebrity might have
well afforded them the means of creditable subsistence, with-
out endeavouring to force into circulation works of mercenary
penmanship by wanton slander of the very highest personage
in the United Empire. I specify no name : I designate no
facts

;
if they exist not, it is unimportant ;

if they are noto-

rious, the application will not be difficult. It is true that a
libeller cannot fully atone yet he may repent ;

and even that

mortification would be a better penance to any calumniator of

distinguished talent than to run the risk of being swamped be-

tween the Scylla and Charybdis of frivolity and disaffection.

But to return to the accomplished subject of my sketch :

I have seen her, as she called it, on a cruise, that is, at a pro-
vincial theatre (Liverpool ;) having gone over once from Dub-
lin for that purpose : she was not then in hi2;h spirits : indeed
her tone, in tliis respect, was not uniform

; in the mornings
she usually seemed depressed ; at noon she went to rehearsal

came home fatigued, dined at three, and then reclined in her

chamber till it was time to dress for the performance. She

generally went to the theatre low-spirited.
I once accompanied Mrs. Jordan to the green-room at Liver-

pool: Mrs. Alsop and her old maid assiduously attended her.

She went thither languid and apparently reluctant ;
but in a

quarter of an hour her very nature seemed to undergo a meta-

morphosis : the sudden change of her manner appeared to me,
in fact, nearly miraculous

; she walked spiritedly across the

stage two or three times, as if to measure its extent
;
and the

moment her foot touched the scenic boards, her spirit seemed
to be regenerated ; she cheered up, hummed an air. stepped

light and quick, and every symptom of depression vanished!

The comic eye and cordial laugh returned upon their enchant-

ing mistress, and announced that she felt herself moving in her

proper element. Her attachment to the practice of her pro-

fession, in fact, exceeded any thing I could conceive.

Mrs. Jordan delighted in talking over past events. She
had strong impressions of every thing ; and I could perceive
was often influenced rather by her feelings than her judgment.

" How happens it," said I to her, when last in Dublin,
" that you still exceed all your profession even in characters

not so adapted to you now as when I first saw you ? How do

you contrive to be so buoyant nay, so childish, on the stage,

whilst you lose half your spirits, and degenerate into gravity,
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the moment you are off it?" "Old habits!** replied Mrs.

Jordan,
" old habits! had I formerly studied my positions,

weighed my words, and measured my sentences, I should have

been artificial, and they might have hissed me: so, when I had

got the words well by heart, I told Nature I was then at her

service to do whatever she thought proper with my feet, legs,

hands, arms, and features : to her I left the whole matter : I

became, in fact, merely her puppet, and never interfered further

myself in the business. I heard the audience laugh at me, and
I laughed at myself : they laughed again, so did I : and they

gave me credit for matters I knew very little about, and for

which Dame Nature, not I, should have received their appro-
bation.
" The best rule for a performer is to forget, if possible, that

any audience is listening. We perform best of all in our closets,

and next best to crowded houses : but I scarcely ever saw a

good performer who was always eyeing the audience. If,"

continued she,
" half the gesticulation, half the wit, drollery,

and anecdote which I heard amongst you all at Curran's Pri-

ory, at Grattan's cottage, and at your house, had been display-
ed before an audience, without your knowing that any body
was listening to you^ the performance would have been cheer-

ed as one of the finest pieces of comic acting possible, though,
in fact, your only plot was endeavouring to get tipsy as agree-

ably as you could."

This last visit of Mrs. Jordan to the Irish capital took place
in the year 1809, and afibrded me a still better opportunity of

eliciting any trait of her nature or disposition. She was greeted
in that metropolis with all the acclamations that her reputation
and talent so fully merited: she was well received also amongst
some of the best society in Dublin, whose curiosity was excit-

ed beyond measure to converse with her in private. Here,
however, she disappointed all

;
for there was about her no

display and the animated, lively, brilliant mimic, on the

boards, was in the saloon retiring, quiet, nay, almost reserved,

Mrs. Jordan, in fact, seldom spoke much in company, but then

she spoke well: she made no exertion to appear distinguished,
and became more so by the absence of efibrt. The performer
was wholly merged in the gentlewoman ; and thus, although
on her entrance this celebrated person failed to impress the

company, she never failed to retire in possession of their respect.
On that tour she toid me she was very ill treated by the

manager. The understanding was, that Mrs. Jordan was to

receive half the profits : yet, although the houses were invai'i-

ably crowded, the receipts were qiuie inadequate. Many of
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the performers, who had been appointed to act with her, were
below mediocrity, and her presence alone saved them from

being scouted. One was forgetful another drunk : I confess

I never myself saw such a crew. All this rendered Mrs. Jor-

dan miserable, and she sought relief in the exercise of her be

nevolent feelings. Among other objects of her bounty was an
old actor called Barrett, who had played on the night of her

debuty and was then in the most indigent circumstances. Him
she made comfortable ; and gave efficient assistance to several

others whom she had known in former years.
The managers, I know not why, acted to her without the

respect which ei^ery body, except themselves, had shown that

most amiable of human beings. She had found it absolutely

necessary to refuse acting with one or two vulgar, drunken

fellows, belonging to the set whom they had selected to sus-

tain her
;
and she quitted the country at length, having form^

ed a fixed determination never to repeat any engagement with
the persons who then managed the theatricals of Dublin.

She had scarcely arrived in England, when some of the par-

ties, including one Mr. Dwyer, a player, quarrelled ; and ac-

tions for defamation were brought forward amongst them. A
man of the name of Corri, also, published periodical libels,

in one of which he paid Mrs. Jordan the compliment of asso-

ciating her with the Duchess of Gordon : I and my family had
likewise the honour of partaking in the abuse of that libel, and
I prosecuted the printer. On the trial of the cause, one of the

counsel, Mr. Thomas (now Serjeant) Gold, thought proper to

indulge himself in language and statements respecting Mrs.

Jordan, neither founded in fact nor delicate in a gentleman.
In cross-examining me as a witness, on the prosecution of the

printer, he essayed a line of interrogation disparaging to the

character of that lady ; but that learned person always took

care not to go too far with me, or to risk offending me in my
presence : a monosyllable, or an intimation even, I ever found

quite sufficient to check the exuberance of " my learned friend;'"

and on this occasion, he was not backward in taking my hint :

he grew tame, the libeller was found guilty, and justly senten-

ced to a protracted imprisonment.
I .never knew Mrs. Jordan feel so much as at the wanton

conduct of JVIr. Thomas Gold on that occasion : his speech, as

it appeared in the newspapers, was too gross even for the vul-

garest declaimer : but when Mrs. Jordan's situation, her fa-

milvj and her merits were considered, it was altogether inex-

cusable. I do not state this feeling of Mrs. Jordan solely from

my own impression : I received from her a letter indicative of
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the" anguish Which that gentleman had excited in hei feelii.^s.

and I should do injustice to her memory if I did not publisii

her justification :

Bushy House, Wednesday.
*' My dear Sir,

*' Not having the least suspicion of .the business in

Dublin, it shocked and grieved me very mucli ; not only on

my own account, but I regret that I should have been the invo-

luntary cause of any thing painful to you, or to your amiable

family. But of Mr. Jones I can think any thing : and I beg

you will do me the justice to believe that my feelings are not

selfish. Why indeed should / expect to escape their infamous

calumnies ? Truth, however, will force its vvay, and justice ex-

terminate that nest of vipers. I wanted nothing from Mr.

Crompton's generosity, but I had a claim on his justice : his

honotir,
******

"
During the two representations of ' The Inconstant/ I re-

presented to him the state Mr. Dwyer was in, and imj)lored

bim, out of respect to tiie audience, if not in pity to my ter-

rors, to change the play. As to the libel on INIr. Dwyer,
cJ)arged to me by Mr. Gold, I never directly or indirectly, by-

words or by writing, demeaned myself by interfering in the

most remote degree with so wretched a concern. I knew no
editor 1 read no newspapers, whilst in Dublin. The charge
is false and libellous on me, published, I presume, through Mr.
Gold's assistance. Under that view of the case, he will feel

himself rather unpleasantly circumstanced, should I call upon
him either to prooe or disavow his assertions. To be introdu-

ced any way into such a business, shocks and grieves me ; he

might have pleaded for his companions without calumniating
me ;

but for the present, I shall drop an irksome subject,
which has already given me more than ordinary uneasiness.

'<
Yours, &c.
" DoKA Jordan."

* * #. * * *

She requested my advice as to bringing an action for defa-

mation. My reply was one that I had heard most adroitly

given by Sir John Doyle, upon another occasion :
" If you

wrestle with a chimney-sweeper, it is true, you may throw

your antagonist j but your own coat will certainly be dirtied by
the encounter.

Never was there a better aphorism. Mrs. Jordan took my
advice, and satisfied herself with despising instead of punish-

ing her calumniators.

I have seen this accomplished woman at Bushy 'i ^"i rsT;!-

Vol. !!. 16
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of one of the finest families in England, surrounded by splen-
dour, beloved, respected, and treated with all the deference

paid to a member of high life. I could perceive, indeed, no
offset to her comforts and gratification. She was, in my hear-

ing, frequently solicited by the royal personage to retire from
her profession ;

she was urged to forego all further emolu-
ments from its pursuit ; and this single fact gives the contra-

diction direct to reports which I should feel it improper even
to allude to further. Her constant reply was, that she would
retire when Mrs. Siddons did

; but that her losses by the fire

at Covent Garden, together with other incidental out^oinss,
had been so extensive, as to induce her continuance of the

profession to replace her finances. Her promise to retire with
JNIrs. Siddons, however, she did not act up to, but continued
to gratify the public, with enormous profit to herself, down to

the very last year she remained in England. It is matter of

fact, too, though perhaps here out of place, that, so far from a

desertion of this lady by that royal personage, as falsely re-

ported, to the last hour of her life his solicitude was undimi-
nished ; and though separated by her own desire, for causes

not discreditable to either, he never lost sight of her interest

or her comforts. It was not the nature of His Royal High-
ness : he was incapable of that little less than crime towards
Mrs. Jordan ; which had, indeed, no foundation, save in the

vicious representation of hungry or avaricious editors, or in

the scurrility of those hackneyed and indiscriminate enemies
of rank and reputation, whose aspersions are equally a dis-

grace and an injury to the country wherein they are tolerated.

To contribute towards the prevention of all further doubt as

to Mrs. Jordan's unmixed happiness at the period of her resi-

dence at Bushy, as well as to exhibit the benevolence of her
heart and the warmth of her attachments, I will introduce at

this point extracts from some other letters addressed to my-
self:

Bushy.
" My dear Sir,

" I cannot resist the pleasure of informing you, that

your dear boy has not only passed, but passed with great cre-

dit, at the Military College : it gives us all the highest satis-

faction. My two beloved boys are now at home : they have
both gone to South Hill to see your Edward. We shall have
a full and merry house at Christmas

;
'tis what the dear Duke

delights in : a happier set, when altogether, I believe never

yet existed. The ill-natured parts of the world never can en-

joy the tranquil pleasures of domestic happiness.
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'' I have made two most lucrative trips since I saw you.
Adkinsoii came to see me at Liverpool quite as poetical as

ever, and the besl-natured /;oe^ I believe in the world,
*'
Yours, ever truly,

*' Dora Jordan."

Bushy.
" My dear Sir,

*' I have returned here on the 7th inst. after a very
fatiguing, though very prosperous cruise of five weeks, and
found all as well as I could wish. Your Edward left us this

morning for Marlow: I found him improved in every thing.
I never saw the Duke enjoy any thing more than the poultry

you sent us
; they were delicious : he desires me to offer his

best regards to yourself and your ladies. Lucy is gone on a

visit to Lady De Ross. '*
Yours, most truly,
*" Dora Jordan."

Bushy.
" My dear Sir,

** I have returned h^re : but, alas! the happiness I

had promised to myself has met a cruel check at finding the

good Duke very unwell. You can scarcely conceive my mise-

ry at the cause of such a disappointment : but there is every

appearance of a favourable result not being very distant
; 'tis

his old periodical attack, but not near so severe as I have seen

it. I shall not write to you as I intended, till I can announce
His Royal Highness's recovery. I shall have neither head nor

ne^es to write, or even to think, till I am able to contribute

to your pleasure, by announcing my own happiness and his

recovery.
<**** ^^^

" Dora Jordan."
Sir J. Barrington,

Merrion Square, Dublin.

Bushy.
" We have just returned from Maidenhead

;
and I postpo-

ned writing to you till I could give you an account of Edward,
who, with Colonel Butler, dined with us there : he lookd

wonderfully well, and the uniform becomes him extremely.
On the ladies leaving the room, Colonel Butler gave the Duke
a very favourable account of him ; and I trust it will give you
and Lady Barrington the more satisfaction, when I assure you
that it is by no means a partial account.

'* I am sure you will be pleased to hear that your young
friend Lucy is about to be married, much to my satisfaction,

to Colonel Hawker, of the 14th dragoons : he is a most excel-
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lent man. aRci has a very o;ood private property : she wiii make
the best of wives a better girl never yet lived : it makes me
quite happy, and I intend to give her the value of 10,000.

it * * * * ^p^

*' Dora Jordan."

The days of Mrs. Jordan continued to pass on alternately in

the exercise of a lucrative profession, and the domestic enjoy-
rnent of an adoring family, when circumstances (which, be-

cause 7ni/s/eriotJs, the public construed necessarily to imply
culpability somewhere or other) occasioned a separation: cer-

tainly an event most unexpected by those who had previously
known the happy state of her connexion. In me it would be
worse than presumption to enter into any detail on a subject
at once so private, so delicate, and so interesting. Suffice it

to say, that of all the accounts and surmises as to that event iri

which the public prints were pleased to indulge themselves, not

one that came under my eye was true: indeed, there was scarce-

ly a single incident whereto that separation was publicly attri-

buted, that had any degree of foundation whatsoever. Such
circumstances should ever remain known only to those who
feel the impropriety of amusing the readers at a news-roorn

with subjects of domestic pain and family importance. I will,

however, repeat, that the separation took effect from causes no

way dishonourable to either party : that it was not sought for

by the royal personage, nor necessary on the part of the lad}'.

It was too hasty to be discreet, and too much influenced by
feelings of tJie moment to be hearty. Though not unacquaint-
ed with tliose circumstances, I never ppesumed to make an ob-

servation upon the subject, save to contradict, in direct terms,
statements which, at the time I heard them, I knew to be to-

tally unfounded ; and never was the British press more prosti-
tuted than in the malicious colouring given upon that occasion

to the conduct of His Royal Highness.
General Hawker,one of the late King's aids-de-camp,had mar-

ried Miss Jordan
;
and in thepunctilious honour and integrity of

this gentleman, every body who knew and knows him did and

does rely with unmixed confidence. Such reliance His Royal
Highness evinced by sending, through him, carte btunchc to

Mrs. Jordan, when the separation had been determined on,

enabling her to dictate whatever she conceived would be fully

adequate to her maintenance, without recurrence to her profes-

sion, in all the comforts and luxuries to which she haH been so

long accustomed ; and every thing she wished for was arrang-
ed to her satisfaction. Still, however, infutiiated with attach-
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ment to theatrical pursuits, she continued to accept of tempo-

rary engagements to her great profit : and it will perhaps

scarcely be credited, that so unsated were British audiences

with Mrs. Jordan's unrivalled performances, that even at her

time of life, with certainly diminished powers and an altered

person, the very last year she remained in England brought
her a clear profit of near 7,00iD. I cannot be mistaken in

this statement; for my authority could not err on that point.
The malicious representations, therefore, of her having been
left straitened in pecuniary circumstances were literally /aiw-
lous ; for to the very moment of her death, she remained in

full possession of all the means of comfort nay, if she chose

it, of luxury and splendour. Why, therefore, she emigrat-
ed, pined away, and expired in a foreign country (of whose

language she was ignorant, and in whose habits she was wholly
unversed,) with every appearance of necessity, is also consi-

dered a mystery by those unacquainted with the cruel and
disastrous circumstances which caused that unfortunate catas-

trophe. It is not by my pen that miserable story shall be told.

It was a transaction wherein her royal friend had, directly or

indirectly^ no concern, nor did it in any way spring out of
that connexion. She had, in fact, only to accuse herself of

benevolence, confidence, and honour: to those demerits, and
to the worse than ingratitude of others, she fell a

lingering,
broken-hearted victim.

'When His Royal Highness was informed of the determina-
tion that Mrs. Jordan should take up a temporary residence on
the continent, he insisted on her retaining the attendance of
Miss Kitchley, who for many years had been attached to the
establishment at Bushy, and was^uperintendant and governess
of the Duke's children. This lady, therefore, whose sincere
attachment had been so long and truly proved, accompanied
Mrs. Jordan as her companion, and to the time of her death
continued to administer to her comforts endeavouring, so far

as in her lay, by her society and attentions, to solace the men-
tal misery which pressed upon her friend's health and had ex-

tinguished her spirits. She was also accompanied by Colonel

Hawker, the General's brother : but, as she wished, during
her residence in France, to be totally retired, she took no
suite. She selected Boulogne as a place of convenient proximity
to England ;

and in a cottage half a mile from that town await-

ed with indescribable anxiety the completion of those affairs

which had occasioned her departure, rapturously anticipating
the happiness of embracing her children afresh after a painful
absence-.
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MRS. JORDAN IN FRANCE.

Decline of Mrs. Jordan's health Description of her cottage and grounds at Bou-

logne-sur-Mer Madame Ducamp and her servant Agnes Their account of

Mrs. Jordan's habits and manners Removal of that lady to Versailles and sub-

sequently to St. Cloud Account of her illneas and last moments.

Such was the nature of the circumstances which impelled
Mrs. Jordan to repair to the continent; and, after what has

been said, the reader will not think it extraordinary that a deep

impression was made upon her health not indeed in the shape
of actual disease, but by the workings of a troubled spirit, pon-

dering and drooping over exaggerated misfortunes, and encoun-

tering obstacle after obstacle. Estranged from those she lo-

ved, as also from that profession the resort to which had never

failed to restore her animation and amuse her fancy, mental

malady soon communicated its contagion to the physical orga-
nisation, and sickness began to make visible inroads on the here-

tofore healthy person of that lamented lady.
We have seen that she established herself, in the first place,

at Boulogne-sur-Mer. A cottage was selected by her at Mar-

quetra, about a quarter of a mile from the gate of the fortress.

Often have I since, as if on classic ground, strolled down the

little garden which had been there her greatest solace. The

cottage is very small, but neat, commodious, and of a cheer-

ful aspect. A flower and frun garden of corresponding dimen-

sions, and a little paddock (comprising less than half an acre)

formed her demesne. In an adjoining cottage resided her old

landlady, Madame Ducamp, who was in a state of competence,
and altogether an original. She had married a gardener, much

younger and of humbler birth than herself. I think she had

been once handsome: lier story I never heard fully; but it ap-

peared that she had flourished during the Revolution. She

spake English well, when she pleased; and, like most French-

women, when d'age mitr, was querulous, intrusive, and curi-

ous beyond limitation^ with as much jyro/^sse^/ good nature

as would serve at least fifty of our old English gentlewomen.
She was not, in good truth, devoid of the reality as well as

the semblance of that quality: but she over-acted the philan-

thropist, and consequently did not deceive those accustomed to
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look lower than the surface. This good lady is still in statu

quo, and most likely to remain so.

Under colour of taking her vacant cottage for a friend, a

party of us went to Marqnetra, to learn what we could respect-

ing Mrs. Jord;>n's residence there. The old lady recognised
her name, hut pronounced it in a way which it was scarcely

possible for us to recognise. A long conversation ensued, in

some parts as deeply interesting, and in others nearly as ludi-

crous as the subject could admit of. Madame Ducamp repeat-
ed to us a hundred times, in five minutes, that she had " beau-

coup, beauceup de veneration pour cette chere, chere malheu-
reuse dame Anglaise!" whom she assured us, with a deep sigh,
was "sans doute un ange superieur!" She was proceeding to

tell us every thing she knew, or I suppose could invent, when,
perceiving a child in the garden pulling the flowers, she ab-

ruptly discontinued her eulogium, and ran off to drive away
the intruder having done which, she returned to resume: but
too late! in her absence her place had been fully and fairly oc-

cupied by Agnes, an ordinary French girl, Madame Ducamp^s
bonne (servant of all work,) whom we soon found was likely
to prove a much more truth-telling person than her mistress.

Agnes informed us, with great feeling, that " the economy
of that charming lady was very strict : necessairement, je
crains," added she, with a slow movement of her head and a

truly eloquent look. They had found out (she said,) that their

lodger had been once riche et ma^nifique, but when there she
was very very poor indeed. " But," exclaimed the poor

girl, her eye brightening up and her tone becoming firmer,
" that could make no difference to me! si j''aime, j^aime!
J^ai servi cette pauvre dame avec le nteme -zele (peut-etre
encore plus) que si elle eut ete une Princesse P'

This frank-hearted display of poor Agnes's sentiments was,
however, not in fact called for in speaking of Mrs. Jordan,
since she might have commanded, during the whole period of

her continental residence, any sums she thought proper. She
had money in the bank, in the funds, and in miscellaneous pro-

perty, and had just before received several thousands. But
she was become nearly careless as well of pecuniary as other

matters, and took up a whim (for it was nothing more) to affect

poverty, thus deceiving the world, and giving herself, a van-

tage-ground to the gossiping and censorious.

Agnes's information went on to show that Mrs. Jordan's

whole time was passed in anxious expectation of letters from

England, and on the English post-days she was peculiarly mi-

serable. We collected from the girl that her garden and guitar
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were her only resources against that consuming melancholy
which steals away even the elements of existence, and plunges
both body and mind into a state of morbid langour the fruit-

ful parent of disease, insanity, and death.

At this point of the stor^', Madame Ducamp would no long-
er be restrained, and returned to the charge with redoubled as-

sertions of her own friendship to *' the poor ladyj'^ and bonne
nature in general.
"Did you know her, Monsieur?" said she: "alas! she

nearly broke my heart by trying to break her own."
"I have heard of her since I arrived here, Madame," repli-

ed I cautiously.
*'Ah! Monsieur, Monsieur," rejoined Madame Ducamp,

*' if you had known her as well as Agnes and I did, you would
have loved her just as much. I am sure she had been accus-

tomed to grandeur, though I could never clearly make out the

cause of her reverses. Ah!" pursued Madame, "she was
amiable et honnete beyond description ;

and though so very
poor^ paid her louage like a goddess." At this momeot some
other matter, perhaps suggested by the word loua^^e, came
across the old woman's brain, and she again trotted off. The
remaining intelligence which we gathered from Agnes, related

chiefly to Mrs. Jordan's fondness for music and perpetual in-

dulgence therein and to her own little achievements in the

musical way, whereby, she told us with infinite naivete, she

had frequently experienced the gratification of playing and

singing Madame to sleep ! She said that there was some little

mutual diflnculty in the first place as to understanding each oth-

er, since the stranger was ignorant of the French language, and

she herself "had not the honour" to speak English. "How-
ever," continued Agnes,

" we formed a sort of language of

our own, consisting of looks and signs, and in these Madam,e
was more eloquent than any other person I had ever known."
Here the girl's recollections seemed fairly to overcome her ;

nd with that apparently exaggerated sensibility which is, ne-

vertheless, natural to the character of her country, she burst

into tears, exclaiming,
** Oh del f oh del ! elle est morte!

elle est morte .'"
*

* The intermixed French phrases which I have retained in sketching this con-

versation at Marquetra may perhaps appear affscted to some; and I frankly admit,
there are few things in composition so disagreeable to me, as a jumble of words
culled from different tongues, and constituting a melange which advances no just
claim to the title of any language whatever. But those who are accustomed to

the familiar terms and expressive ejactrfations of French colloquy, know that the

idiomatic mode of expression only can convey the true point and spirit of tlie dia-

logue, and more particularly does this observation apply to the variegated traits of

^;haracter belonging to Freach. females
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I cannot help thinking that the deep and indelible impression
thus made by Mrs. Jordan upon an humble unsophisticated ser-

vant girl, exemplifies her kind and winning manners better than

would the most laboured liarangues of a whole host of bioffra-

phers.
Madame Ducamp meanwhile had been fidgetting about, and

arranging every thing to show off her cottage to the greatest

advantage; and without further conversation, except as to the

price of the tenement, we parted with mutual *' assurances of
the highest consideration."

I renewed my visits to the old woman; but her stories were
either so fabulous or disconnected, and those of Agnes so un-

varied, that I saw no probability of acquiring further informa-

tion, and lost sight of Mrs. Jordan's situation for a considera-
ble time after her departure from Boulogne. I thought it by-
the-by very extraordinary, that neither the mistress nor maid
said a word about any attendant of Mrs. Jordan, even although
it was not till long after that I heard of Col. Hawker and Miss

Ketchley having accompanied her from England. After Mrs.
Jordan had left Boulogne, it appears that she repaired to Ver-

sailles, and subsequently, in still greater secrecy, to St. Cloud,
where, totally secluded and under the name of Johnson, she
continued to await, in a state of extreme depression and with

agitated impatience, the answer to some letters, by which was
to be determined her future conduct as to the distressing busi-

ness that had led her to the continent. Her solicitude arose
not so much from the real importance of this affair as from her

indignation and disgust at the ingratitude which had been dis-

played towards her, and which by drawing aside the curtain
from before her unwilling eyes, had'exposed a novel and parn-
ful view of human nature.

The conversation with Agnes consisted, on her part, nearly of broken senten-
ces throughout I may say, almost of looks and monosyllables! at all events, of

simple and expressive words in a combination utterly unadapted to the English
tongue. Let a well-educated and unprejudiced gentleman hold converse on the
same topics with an English and a French girl, and his remarks as to the differ-

ence will not fail to illustrate what I have said.

Far very far be it from me, to depreciate the fair ones of our own country.
I believe that they are steadier and better calculated to describe facts, or to advise
in an emergency: but they must not be offended with me for adding, that in the

expression of every feeling, either of a lively or tearful nature, as well as in the

graces of motion, their elastic neighbours are immeasureably superior. Even
their eyes speak idioms which our less pliable language cannot explain. I have
seen humble girls in France who speak more in one second than many of our
finest ladies could utter in almost a century! Chaqu'un a son goU, however, and
I honestly confess, that a sensitive French girl would make but an ill-aesorted matcit
with a thorough-bred John Ball.

Vol, n, 17
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I at that period occupied a large hotel adjoining the Bois de

Boulogne. Not a mile intervened between us; yet, until long
after Mrs. Jordan's decease, 1 never heard she was in my
neighbourhood. There was no occasion whatever for such en-
tire seclusion; but the anguish of her mind had by this time so
enfeebled her, that a bilious complaint was generated, and gra-
dually increased. Its growth, indeed, did not appear to give
her much uneasiness so dejected and lost had she become.

Day after day her misery augmented, and at length she seem-

ed, we were told, actually to regard the approach of dissolu-

tion with a kind of placid welcome!
The apartments she occupied at' St. Cloud were in a house

in the square adjoining the palace. This house was large,

gloomy, cold, and inconvenient; just the sort of place, which
would tell in description in a romance. In fact, it looked to

me almost in a state of dilapidation. I could not, I am sure,
wander over it at night without a superstitious feeling. The
rooms were numerous, but small ; the furniture scanty, old,
and tattered. The hotel had obviously once belonged to some
nobleman, and a long, lofty, flagged gallery stretched from one

wing of it to the other. Mrs. Jordan's chambers were shabby;
no English comforts solaced her in her latter moments! In
her little drawing-room, a small old sofa was the best-looking
piece of furniture: on this she constantly reclined, and on it

she expired.*
The account given to us of her last moments, by the master

of the house, was very affecting: he likewise thought she was

poor, and offered her the use of money, which offer was of

course declined. Nevertheless, he said, he always considered
her apparent poverty, and a magnificent diamond ring which
she constantly wore, as quite incompatible, and to him inex-

plica!jle. I have happened to learn since, that she gave four

hundred guineas for that superb ring. She had also with her,
as I heard, many other valuable trinkets ; and on her death,
seals were put upon all her effects, which I understand still re-

main unclaimed b}^ any legal heir.

When 1 saw Mrs. Jordan's' abode at St. Cloud first, it was on a dismal and

chilly day, and I 'was myself in corresponding mood. Hence perhaps every cheer-

less object was exaggerated, and I wrote on the spot tlie above description. I

have again viewed the place: again beheld with melancholy interest the sofa oa
which Mrs. Jordan breathed her 'ast. There it still, I believe, remains; but the

whole premises have been repaired, and an English family now has one wing, to-

gether with an excellent garden, before overgrown with weeds: the two melan-

choly cypress-trees I first saw there, yet remain. The surrounding prospect is

undoubtedly very fine; but I would not, even were I made a present cf t'lat man-

6ioi\, consent to re^de in it one mortth.
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From tlie lime of her arrival at St. Cloud, it appears, Mrs.
Jordan had exhibited the most restless anxiety for intelligence
from England. Every post gave rise to increased solicitude,

and every letter she received seemed to have a different effect

on her feelings. Latterly she appeared more anxious and
miserable than usual: her uneasiness increased almost momen-
tarily, and her skin became wholly discoloured. From morn-

ing till night, she lay sighing upon her sofa.

At length an interval of some posts occurred during which
she received no answers to her letters, and her consequent

anxiety, my informant said, seem too great for mortal strength
to bear up against. On the morning of her death, this impa-
tient feeling reached its crisis. Tlie agitation was almost fear-

ful : her eyes were novv restless, now fixed ;
her motion rapid

and unmeaning ; and her whole manner seemed to bespeak
the attack of some convulsive paroxysm. She eagerly request-
-ed Mr. C * *

*, before the usual hour of delivery, to go for
her letters to the post. On his return, she started up and held

out her hand, as if impatient to receive them. He told her,
there were none. She stood a moment motio^^less

;
looked

towards him with a vacant stare ; held out her hand again, as

if by an involuntary action ; instantly withdrew it, and sank
back upon the sofa from which she had arisen. He left the

room to send up her attendant, who however had gone out,
and Mr. C * * * returned himself to Mrs. Jordan. On his re-

turn, he observed some change in her looks that alarmed him :

she spoke not a word, but gazed at him steadfastly. She wept not

-no tear flowed: her face was one moment flushed and another

livid: she sighed deeply, and her heart seemed bursting. Mr.
C * * * stood uncertain what to do: but in a minute, he heard
her breath drawn more hardly and as it were sobbingly. He
was now thoroughly terrified: he hastily approached the sofa,

and leaning over the unfortunate lady discovered that those

deep-drawn sobs had immediately preceded the moment of

Mrs. Jordan's dissolution. She was already no more!
Thus terminated the worldly career of a woman at the very

head of her profession, and one of the best-hearted of her sex!

Thus did she expire, after a life of celebrity and magnificence,
in exile and solitude, and literally of a broken heart! She
was buried by Mr. Foster, now chaplain to the embassador.

Our informant told this little story with a feeling which

evidently was not affected. The French have a mode of nar-

rating even trivial matters with gesticulation and detail, where-

by the)Lare impressed on your memory. The slightest incident

they repeat with emphasis ;
and on this occasion Mr. C * * *
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completed his account without any of those digressions in which
his countrymen so frequently indulge.

Several English friends at Paris, a few years ago, entered

into a determination to remove Mrs. Jordan's body to Pere le

Chaise, and place a marble over her grave. The subscription,
ba4 the plan been proceeded in, would have been ample ;

but

some (I think rather mistaken) ideas of delicacy at that time

susjpended
its execution. As it is, I believe I may saj',

*' Not
a slone tells where she lies!" But, Spirit of a gentle, affec-

tionate, and excellent human being! receive, if permitted, the

aspirations breathed by one who knew thy virtues (and who
regrets, while he bows to the mysterious Providence which
doomed them to so sad an extinction,) for thy eternal repose
and happiness!

m
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MEMORY.

Diversity of the author's pursuits Superficial acquirements contrasted with solid

Variety and change of study conducive to health Breeding ideas How to

avoid ennui The principles of memory and fear The author's theory respect-

ing the former, and his motive for its introduction.

My pursuits from my earliest days have been (right or

wrong) all of my own selection : some of these were rather of

a whimsical character
;
others merely adopted pour passer le

temps ; a few of a graver and more solid cast. On the w^hole,

I believe I may boast that few persons, if any, of similar

standing in society, have had a greater variety of occupations
than myself.
The truth is, I never suffered my mind to stagnate one mO"

ment
; and unremittingly sought to bring it so far under my

own control, as to be enabled to turn its energies at all times,

promptly and without difficulty, from the lightest pursuits to

the most serious business ; and, for the time being, to occupy it

exclusively on a single subject.

My system (if such it may be called) led me to fancy a ge-
nera! dabbling in all sciences, arts, and literature just suffi-

cient to feed my intellect, and keep my mind busy and afloat,

without being overloaded : thus, I dipped irregularly into nu-

merous elementary treatises, embracing a great variety of sub-

jects among which, even theologv, chemistry, physic, anato-

my, and architecture, (to say nothing of politics or mathema-

tics) were included. In a word, I looked into every species of

publication I could lay my hands on ;
and I never have been

honoured by one second of ennui, ot felt a propensity to an

hour's languor during my existence.

This fanciful the reader may, if he pleases, say superficial
and frivolous species of self-education, would, I doubt not,

be scouted with contempt by learned LL. Ds., Bachelors of

Arts, Fellows of Colleges, Wranglers at Universities, &c.

These gentlemen very properly saturate their capacities with

more solid stuff, each imbibing even to the dregs one or two

dignified, substantial sciences, garnished with dead languages-
and served up to their pupils with a proper seasoning of pedan-

try and importance. Thus they enjoy the gratification of being
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wiser than their neig;hbours without much troubling their or-

gans of variety a plan, I readily admit, more appropriate to

learning and philosophy, and perhaps more useful to others :

but at the same time, I contend that mine (and I speak with

the experience of a long life) is conducive in a greater degree
to pleasure, to health, to happiness ; and, I shrewdly suspect,
far more convenient to the greater number of capacities.
A certain portion of external and internal variety, like

change of air, keeps the animal functions in due activity, whilst

it renders the mind supple and elastic, and more capable of ac-

commodating itself with promptitude to those difficult and try-

ing circumstances into which the vicissitudes of life, may plunge
it. I admire and respect Solid learning ; but even a superficial

knowledge of a variety of subjects tends to excite that inex-

haustible succession of thoughts which, at hand on every emer-

gency, gives tone and vigour both to the head and heart, not

infrequently excluding more unwelcome visiters.

All my life I perceived the advantage of breeding ideas :

the brain can never be too populous, so long as you keep its

inhabitants in that wholesome state of discipline, that they are

under ^owr command, and not you under theirs and, above
all things, never suffer a mob of them to come jostling each

other in your head at the same time : keep them as distinct as

possible, or it is a hundred to one they will make a blockhead

of you at last.

From this habit, it has ensued that the longest day is always
too short for me. When in tranquil mood, I find my ideas as

playful as kittens ;
when chagrined, consolatory fancies are

never wanting. If I grow weary of thoughts relating to the

present, my memory carries me back fifty or sixty years with

equal politeness and activity; and never ceases shifting, time,

place, and person, till it beats out something that is agreeable.

I had naturally very feeble sight : at fifty years of age, to

my extreme surprise, I found it had strengthened so much as

to render the continued use of spectacles unnecessary ;
and now

I can peruse the smallest print without any glass, and can write

a hand so minute that I know several elderly gentlemen of my
own decimal who cannot conquer it even with their reading-

glasses. For genera! use I remark, that I have found my sight
more confused by poring for a given length of time over one

book, than in double that time when shifting from one print to

another, and changing the place I sat in, and of course the

quality of light and reflection : to a neglect of such precau-
tions, I attribute many of the weak and near visions so coimoa
with students.
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But another quality of inestimable value I possess, thank

Heaven, in a decree which, at my time of life, if not super-

natural, is not very far from it a memory of the greatest and

most vvide-rangino; powers: its retrospect is astonishing to my-
self, and has wonderfully increased since my necessary appli-
cation to a single science has been dispensed with. The recol-

lection of one early incident of our lives never fails to introduce

another ;
and the marked occurrences of my life from child-

hood to the wrong side of a grand climacteric are at this mo-
ment fresh in my memory, in all their natural tints, as at the

instant of their occurrence.

Without awarding any extraordinary merit either to the

brain or to those human organs that are generally regarded as

the seat of recollection or rather retention of ideas, I think this

fact may be accounted for in a much simpler way more on

philosophical ih^^n on organic principles. I do not insist on

my theory being a true one ; but as it is, like Touchstone's

forest-treasure,
'^ my own," I like it, and am content to hold

by it ** for better or for worse."
The two qualities of the human mind with which we are

most strongly endowed in childhood are those of fear and me
mory ; both of which accompany us throughout all our world-

ly peresrrinations with this difference, that with age the one

generally declines, whilst the other increases.

The mind has a tablet whereon memory begins to engrave
occurrences even in our earliest days, and which in old age is

full of her handywork, so that there is no room for any more

inscriptions. Hence old people recollect occurrences long

past better than those of more recent date ;
and though an old

person can faithfully recount the exploits of his school-fellows,

he will scarcely recollect what he himself was doing the day
before yesterday.

It is also observable that the recollection, at an advanced

period, of the incidents of childhood, does not require that

extent of memory which at first sight may appear essential ;

neither is it necessary to bound at once over the wide gulph of

life between sixty years and three.

lyiemory results from a connected sequence of thought asd
observation: so that intervening occurrences draw up the re-

collection as it were to preceding ones, and thus each fresh-ex-

cited act of remembrance in fact operates as a new incident.

When a person recollects well (as one is apt to do) a correction

which he received in his childhood, or whilst a school-boy, he

probably owes his recollection not to the whipping, but to the

name of the book which he was whipped for neglecting; anS
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whenever the book is occasionally mentioned, the whipping is

recalled, revived, and perpetuated in the memory-
I once received a correction at scliool, when learnins: proso-

dy, for falsely pronouncing the word semisopitus ; and though
this was between fifty and sixty years ago, I have never since

heard prosody mentioned, but I have recollected that word,
and had the schoolmaster and his rod clearly before my eyes.
I even recollect the very leaf oi the book whereon the word
was printed. Every time I look into a book of poetry, I must
of course think of prosody, and prosody suggests semisopitus,
and brings before me, on the instant, the scene of my disgrace.

This one example is sufficient for my theory, and proves
also the advantage of breeding ideas, since the more links to a

chain the farther it reaches.

The faculty of memory varies in individuals almost as much
as their features. One man may recollect names, dates, pages,

numbers, admirably, who does not well remember incidents or

anecdotes ; and a linguist will retain fifty thousand words,
not one-tenth part of which a wit can bury any depth in his

recollection.

This admission may tend to excite doubts and arguments
against the general application of my theory: but I aim not at

making proselytes ; indeed I have only said thus much, to an-

ticipate observations which may naturally be made respecting
the extent to which my memory has carried the retention of

bygone circumstances, and to allay the scepticism which might
perhaps otherwise follow.
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POLITICAL CONDUCT OF THE AUTHOR.

Letter from the author to Mr. Burne, relating to the political conduct of the for-

mer at the period of the Union Extracts from letters written to the author by
Lord Westmoreland General reflections on the political condition of Ireland

at the present time Hint towards the revival of a curious old statute Clerical

justices The king in Ireland The Corporation of Dublin The " Glorious

Memory" Catholics and Protestants Mischievous virulence of party feeling.

The introduction of the following letter and'extracts (though
somewhat digressive from my original intention in compiling
this work,) is important to me, notwithstanding they relate to

times so long past by ;
inasmuch as certain recent calumnies

assiduously propagated against me demanded at my hands a

justification of my conduct towards government, at the period
of the Union. With this view, the letter in question was writ-

ten to my friend Mr. Burne, whom I requested to communi-
cate its contents to my connexions in Dublin, or indeed to any
person who might have been prejudiced against me by those

aspersions. Having, however, reason to fear that only a very
partial circulation of my letter took place, I have adopted this

opportunity of giving it full publicity by mixing it up with
these sketches :

Paris, Rue de Richelieu, 2d May, 1S25.

^' My dear Friend.

'' I am well aware that the reports you mention as

to my '

having broken trust with the government in the years
1799 and 1800,' had been at one period most freely circulated:

but I could scarcely suppose the same would be again and lately

revived, to do me injury on a very important concern. This
has not been altogether without its operation, and I feel it a

duty to myself unequivocally to refute such imputation. The
fact is proved in few words: I could not break my trust with

the government, for I never accepted ant/ trust from them. I

never entered into any stipulation or political engagement
with ani/ government ; and every public act which I did

every instance of support which I gave, resulted from my
own free agency and unbiassed judgment
Vol. iL IS
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"My first return to parliament, in the year 1790, for the

city of Tuani, was altogether at my own expenae. I had
once before stood a contested election for Ballyriakill, formerly

m^ father's borough: I was under no tie nor obligation to the

government: I had not then, nor have I ever had, any patron ;

I never, in fact, solicited patronage : I never sumitted to the

dictation of anj'^ man in my life : my connexion with govern-
ment therefore was my own choice, and the consequent sup-

port I gave to Lord Westmoreland's administration, of my
own free will. I liked Lord Buckinghamshire (Major Hobart)
individually, and lived much in his society: I respected Lord
Westmoreland highly, and he has always been very obliging
to me during a period of seven-and-thirty years, whenever he
had an opportunity. During his administration I accepted
cilice : and on his recall, he recommended Lord Camden to

return me to parliament. Mr. Pelham did so for the city of

Clogher ;
but made no sort of terms with me directly or in-

directly. In the autumn of 179S, Mr. Cooke wrote to me
that a Union would probably be submitted to parliament ; and
to this communication I promptly replied, that I must decline

all further support to any government which should propose so

destructive a measure, at the same time tendering my seat.

He replied,
' That I should think better of it.'

"Lord Cornwallis came over to carry this great measure;
and I opposed him, Lord Castlereagh, and the Union in every

stage of the business, and b}- every means in my power, both

in and out of parliament. Lord Cornwallis was defeated:

he tried again ;
Lord Castlereagh had purchased or packed a

small majority in the interval, and the bill was carried. In

January, ISOO, I received a letter from Lord Westmoreland,

stating that as Clogher had been a government seat, he doubt-

ed if I could in honour retain it. I had already made up my
mind to resign it when required. I mentioned the subject to

Mr. Forster, the speaker, who thought I was not bound to re-

sign ; however, I acceded to the suggestion of Lord Westmore-

land, and accepted an escheatorship. But no office in his Ma-

jesty's gift no power, no deprivation, would have induced

me to support the Union.
" I stood, at my own expense, a very smartly contested

election for Maryborough, Queen's County, in which I was

supported by Sir Robert Staples, Mr. Crosby of Stradbally

Hall, Dean Walsh, Colonel Pigot, Mr. Warburton, (member
for the county) the Honourable Robert Moore, (against his

brother, tlie Marquess of Drogheda) &c., and by the tenantr}-
of the present Lord Maryborough. I was outvoted by a ms-
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jority of three the scale being turned sgainst me by Lord

Castlerea^h, who sent down Lord Norbury, the crown solici-

tor, and several such-like gentry for the purpose. With that

election my political career concluded: but I am happy and

proud to state that, at its termination, I retained the confidence

and esteem of every body whose friendship I considered it de-

sirable to retain. Lord Westmoreland bears the most unex-

ceptionable testimony to my straight-forward conduct: I have

been honoured by his friendship, without intermission, down
to the present day; and the following extracts from his Lord-

ship's letters to me, wherein he states his desire to bear witness

to my strict conduct in my transactions with government, form
the best refutal of all the calumnies against me.

*" Since the period of my retirement from public life, two
of my then most intimate friends (namely, the present Chief

Justice Bush and the present Attorney-general Plunkett) have

succeeded beyond their most sanguine expectations, yet ce:--

tainly not beyond their just merits. No government could

pass such men by, at the bar, if they chose to claim offices.

They took the same, and nearly as strong an anti-Union part

as I did: but, after the Union, my public pursuits were nearly
at an end. Ireland lost all charms for me: the parliament (the
source of all my pride, ambition, and gratification as a public

man) had been bought and sold ; I felt myself as if nobody,
became languid, careless, and indifferent to every thing. I

was no longer in fact in my proper sphere : my health rapidly
declined; and I neither sought for nor would have accepted any
other government ofiSce in Ireland.

'* Most of these facts, my dear Burne, you have been long
acquainted with; and this is solely a recapitulation of some cir-

cumstances which I have no other means of making generally
knovvn. You will use it as you tTiink may best serve me; and
it only remains for me to repeat, what you already know, that

I am most sincerely
*' Yours ever,

"Jonah Barringtok."^
John Burne, Esq. K. C.

Merrioa Square.

Extracts of letters from the Earl of Westmoreland to Sir

Jonah BarringtoD, enclosed to Mr. Burne:

London, March 28th, 1795.

"My dear Sir,***** "I shall always be obliged to you
whenever you will have the goodness to let me know what is
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f'Din- on, on your siue of the water, wherein I am convinced

you will always bear a very considerable part. I must at the

same time assure you that no man's name is more in public

repute than your own.
" Lord Camden left town this morning, and I have not fail-

ed to assure him of your talents and spirit, which were so use-

ful to my government on many occasions; and which, as I am
satisfied he also will find useful, so is he equally disposed, I

believe, to give them that countenance they deserve.

* * * # * * *

<'The state of Ireland since I left you is most wonderful,

but the reign of faction seems drawing to a close.

*' 1 beg to be remembered to all friends, and am,
<' Dear Sir, yours very faithfully,

' WESTiI0KELA>'I).''

To Jonah Barrington, Esq. one of His

Majesty's Counsel at Law, &c. &c.

Mtrrioa Square, Dublin.

]\Tuch correspondence took place between his Lordship and me
after that period, in which he was always equally kind. Indeed,

in that kindness he never varied: and after knowing me seven-

and-thirty years, (the most important of all revolutions having

during that interval taken place in Ireland,) and after I had di-

rectly and diametrically opposed, in Parliament and out of it,

his Lordship's opinion and acts upon that great question ; the

following extract of another letter from the same nobleman

(dated 1S17) proves that he never has changed his opinion of

my honourable conduct toward the King's government, (and

permits me to state his approbation of that conduct,) every part

of which he must have well -known; since he had been, with

very little intermission, a member of the British Cabinet du-

ring the entire period.

< Dear Sir,

(Abstract.)

Paris, 19th August, 1817.

* se uj have enclosed you a letter of intro-

duction to Sir C. Stuart, and will certainly speak to him as jou

wish, and shall have great pleasure if it should prove of any

convenience to you or your family: and I assure you I have al-

ways much satisfaction in giving my testimony to the honour-
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able manner in which you have always conducted yourself in

the political relations wherein you have stood with me.
** I am your very faithful servant,

" Westmoreland."

T also added the following, by way of postscript, to my ex-

planatory letter to Mr. Burne:

"I think, my dear Burne, that after these testimonials, he

must be a daring enemy who will re-assert the calumnies

against me. I apprehend that few public men can show more
decided proofs of honour and consistericy, or more fair and

disinterested conduct than I displayed when I found it necessa-

ry to oppose the government. I must also obset ve, on a prin-

ciple of gratitude, that throughout the whole course of my pub-
lic life, I have uniformly experienced from the government
and ministers of England^ (let me here particularize Lord Sto-

well,) at all times and on all occasions, (whether supporting or

opposing them) the greatest kindness, justice, and conside-

rate attention ; together ivith a much ejreater interest, in any
concerns of mine submitted to them, than I could possibl}' have
conceived much less have expected.

*' But his majesty's public functionaries in Ireland were men
of a different bearing: after the surveillance of a national par-
liament was extinguished, the country was, as it were, given
over to them, bound hand and foot, and they at once assumed
new powers, which before they durst not have aimed at. I

possess knowledge respecting some of them, of the communi-
cation of which they are not aware; and I am not inclined to

permit certain individuals to go to their graves without hear-

ing my observations. When the proper time arrives, I shall

not be silent.
*'
Again, dear Burne, yours,

"J. Barrington.''

On reading over the foregoing postscript of the letter to my
poor friend Burne (who has lately paid his debt on demand to

Nature) some observations occur to me respecting Ireland her-

self, her parties, and species of government, not uncongenial
to the subject of my letter. The justice of these observations,
each day's experience tends to prove: and 1 (irmly believe, ev-

ery member of the Britisli government at this moment (except

one) views the matitr precisely as I do. They find it dilli-

cult, however, to dissentangle themselves from the opinions
which have been so frequently expressed by them heretofore,
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and which, had they been equally informed then as now, I ap-

prehend vvuuld never have been entertained. The people
of Enifland, and also of some continental kinojdoms, are fully
aware of the distracted state of Ireland, but are at a loss to ac-

count for it. It is, however, now in proofs that twenty-seven

years of Union have been twenty-seven years of beo;|^ary and
of disturbance ; and this result, I may fairly say, I always
foresaw. The only question now asked is,

" What is to be

done ?" and the only comment on this question that it is in my
power to make is,

"' a council of peace is better than a coun-

cil of vvar.'^ Much of the unfortunate state of that country
may be attributed to the kindred agency of two causes

namely, fanaticism in Ireland, and ignorance (I mean, want of

true information) in Great Britain. The Irish are deluded by
contesting factions, and by the predominance of a couple of

watch-words ;* whilst the great body of the English people
know as little of Ireland (except of its disturbances) as they do
of Kamschatka : and the King's ministers, being unluckily
somewhat of different opinions, go on debating and consider-

ing w^hat is best to be done, and meanwhile doing nothing : if

they do not take care, in a little time there will be nothing left

tJie^n to do.

I tirmly believe England now means well and honourably to

the Irish nation on all point?, but think she is totally mistaken

as to measures. I^either honourable intentions, nor the esta-

bii^^bment of Sunday-schools, nor teaching the four rules of

arithn etie, nor Bible Societies, can preserve people from starv-

ing : education is a very sorry substitute for food
;
and I know

the Irish well enough to say, they never will be taught any
thing upon an empty stomach. Work creates industry, and

industry produces the means of averting hunger : and when

they have work enough and food enough, thev may be turn-

ed to any thing. I speak now, of course, of the lowest or-

ders : the class immediately above those is very unmanageable,

t Ab ancient law still appears among the statutes of Ireland, to prohibit the na-

tives of that country from using the terms Cnini-a-boo, and Butter-a-hoo, as be-

ing the walch-words of two most troublesome hostile factions, which kept, at the

period of the prohibition, the whole nation in a state of uproar. In my mind, a

revival of that salutary enactment would not be amiss just now. A similar case

as regards the existing stale of things may be easily made out
; and, as we law-

yers say, like case like rule. As the statute is fctill upon our books, there is a pre-

cedent at hand, and it will only be necessary to amend it by changing the two

terms Crvmra-boo and Buttcr-a-hoo, into Jiscendancy-a-boo and Emancipation-
c-hoo ! The penalty for raising these cries might be the tread-mill, adjudged ad

W/itum by chief justice Lord Norbury: and there can be little doubt that so

wholesome a measure Avouid speedily tranquillize the country, and prevent the

Recesgity of a good deal of hanging.
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because supported by its starving; inferiors, who now depend

upon it alone ffir suhsislenre. The nature and mattrials of the

present Irish constitution, injlec', appear to me totnJIy nna-

dapted to the necessities of that country.

It is but too obvious that the mt-ira! attachment which ouojht

to subsist between Great Britain and Ireland is not increasing^

though on the due cultivation of that attachment so entirely

depends the strength, the peace, and the prosperity of the Uni-

ted Empire ; yet 1 fearlessly repeat that the English members
of the Imperial Parliament mean well by Ireland, and only re*-

quire to ascertain her true circumstances to act for her trani-

quilization. Politically they may be sure that the imperium
in imperio, as at present operating in that country, is not cal-

culated to reform it. The protecting body of the country gen-
tlemen have evacuated Ireland, and in their stead we now find

official clerks, griping agents, haughty functionaries, proud

clergy, and agitating demagogues. The resident aristocracy of

Ireland, if not quite extinguished, is hourly diminishing :

and it is a political truism, that the co-existence of an oligar-

chy without a cabinet
;
of a resident executive and an absent

legislature ;
of tenants without landlords, and magistracy with-

out legal knowledge ;* must be, from its nature, as a form of

constitution, at once incongruous, inefficient, and dangerous.

Nobody can appreciate the native loyalty of the Irish people
better than his present Majesty, whose reception in Ireland

was enthusiastic : they adored him when he left it
; and amidst

millions of reputed rebels, he wanted no protection : every
man would have been his life-guard! I speak not however of

corporations or guilds of gourmands, or city feasters : these

have spoken for themselves, and loudly too. His Majesty's
wise and paternal orders were ridiculed and disobeyed by them
the very moment his back was turned! With such folks the

defunct King William sgeins more popular than the living

King George.t ^ ,'

*
I allude here more particularly to the clerical justices of Ireland. I believe

I only coincide with some of the first lawyers of this day, in maintaining that

clergymen should confine themselves to spiritual duties, in doing justice to which,
ample occupation would be aflforded them. How is it possible that men honestly

fulfilling the functions of Christian ministers should be able to understand our five

hundred and seventy penal statutes ?

1 1 lately met rather a noted coiporator of Dublin in Paris. Of course, I did

not spare my interrogations as to the existing state of things: and in the course of

conversation I aslsed w'tiy, after the King's visit to Dublin, and his conciliatory ad-

monitions, tlie corporation still appeared to prefer the Boyne Water and King
William !

" Lord bless you. Sir Jonalt, (replied the corporator) as for the Wttt-

licr we don't care a farthing about that; but if we once gave up ould King Wil-

liam, we 'd give up all our enjoyments ! only for the *

glorious Bcsmory' we. would
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Good government, and the sufferance of active local factions,

are, in my view of things, utterly incompatible. Faction and
fanaticism (no matter on which side ranged) ought to be put
down to the ground gently, if possible ; but if a strong hand
be necessary, it should not be withheld. The spectator often

sees the game better than the player, and in Ireland it has now
proceeded too far to be blinked at. The British cabinet maj'-
be somewhat divided ;

but they will soon see the imperative
necessity of firmness and unanimity. It is scandalous that the
whole empire should thus be kept in a state of agitation by the

pretended theological animosities of two contending sects a

great proportion of whose respective partisans are in no way
influenced by reli2;ion the true object of their controversy be-

ing
" who shall get the uppermost .?"

not have a toast now to get drunk with eh! Sir Jonah ?" To humour the man, I

did not hesitate to join in the hearty laugh which he set up ia satisfaction at his

own waggery.
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SCENES AT HAVRE DE GRACE.

Peace of IS 14 The Bourbons and emigres generally Motives of tlie author in

visiting the continent His departure from England with his farailj' Arrival at

Havre de Grace The Coteau d'lngouviUe Doctor Sorerie and his graduated

scale The Pavilion Poulet Price of commodities at Havre Rale of ex-

change English assumption abroad The author's rural retirement disturbed

by Napoleon's return from Elba Circumstances attending the announcement of

this fact at Havre Previous demonstrations of the inhabitants of the town and

more particularly of the military quartered there The uniform of the old guard
Two Russians mutilated by the mob Retirement of Louis le Desire from

Paris Curious variety of feeling manifested amongst the people at Havre

Policy of the priests Good humour of all parties Recruiting for the Empe-
ror and the King Consternation of the English at Havre Meeting at the

house of the consul, Mr. Stuart A vinous harangue Prompt embarkation of

the British Accommodations of a store-house The Huissiers and the spring
showers Signs of the times.

On the abdication of the Emperor Napoleon in the year
1814, my curiosity was greatly excited to view the alteration

which different revolutions, a military government, and a long
protracted warfare must necessarily have made in the manners,
habits, and appearance of the French people. My ardent de-
sire to see tlie Emperor himself had been defeated by his ab-

dication, and no hope remained to me of ever enjoying that

pleasure.
The royal family of France I had the honour of meeting of-

ten in society during the long visit with which they favoured
the British nation; the last time was at Earl Moria's, one of
their most zealous friends: my curiosity on that score was
therefore quite satisfied. I had also known many, and had
formed a very decisive opinion as to most, of their country-
men who had, like themselves, emifj;rated to Er.gland; nor has
the experience acquired during my residence in France at all

tended to alter the nature of that opinion. Some of these men
have, I fear, the worst memories of any people existing! in-

deed, it should seem that since their return home, they must
have drunk most plentifully of Lethe.

I was extremely desirous also to see the persons who had
rendered themselves so conspicuous during the Icng and mightv
VoT. II.

'

19



146 SCENES AT UAVRE DE GRAC.E.

Struggle wherein liie destinies of Europe were all at stake
the great heroes holh of the field and cabinet; and, therefore,

upon the restoration of King Louis, I determined to visit Pa-

ris, the rather as my family were infected with the same curi-

osity as myself.

Accordingly we set out on our journey, taking Havre de
Grace in our route to the metropolis. I was then in a very
declining state of health, and consequently unnerved and inca-

pahle of much energy either mental or corporeal. On arriving
at Havre, I was so captivated by the fine air and beautiful si-

tuation of the Coteau d'Ingouville, (rising immediai'^ly over
the town,) that we determined to tarry the^e a few months,
and visit Paris in the spring, when my health and strength
should be renovated; and never did any person recover both

so rapidly as I did durinjj the short period of my sojourn on
that spot.

Doctor Sorerie, the first physician at Havre, told me that he
divided the hill of I^igouville into three medical compartments:
'the summit," said he, "never requires the aid of a physi-
cian the middle portion only twice a year the base ahvaysP
His fanciful estimate, he assured me, was a perfectly true one;

and, on the strength of that assurance, I rented the beautiful

cottage on the summit of the hill, called the Pavilion Poulet,
now occupied, I believe, by the American consul. All around
was new to me; of course I was the more observing; and the

result of my observations was, that I considered Havre, evea
in 1S15, as being at least a hundred years behind England in

every thing. Tea was only sold there as a species of medi-

cine, at the apothecaries' shops; and articles of cotton manu-
facture were in general more than double the price of silk fa-

brics. The market was very good and very moderate ; the

liotels most execrable. But the most provoking of all things
which I found at Havre was the rate of exchange: the utmost

I could get for a one-pound Bank of England note was sixteen

francs; or for an accepted banker's bill, sixteen francs and a

half to the pound (about fourteen shillings for my twenty.)
This kind of thing, in profound peace, surprised me, and the

more particularly; as the English guinea was at a premium,
and the smooth English shilling at a high premium.
A visit paid to the continent after so very long an exclusion,

really made one feel as if about to explore a kind of terra in-

cognita^ and gave every thing a novel and perhaps over-im-

portant character to the traveller. In a country altogether

h.lrange, ordinary occurrences often assume the dignity of ad-

j# ventures : and incidents which at home would scarcely have
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been noticed, become invested on the sudden with an air of in-

terest. Our feilovv-colintrymen are too apt to undervalue every
thing which differs from their own established ways either of act-

ing or thiniiing. For this overbearing spirit tliey have been and
are plentifully and justly quizzed by the natives of other coun-
tries. Yet they exhibit few signs of arriendment. An Kng-
lishman seems to think it matter of course that he must be

lord of the ascendant wherever he travels, and is sonretimes

reminded of his mistake in a manner any thing but gentle.
The impatience he constantly manifests of any foreign trait,

whether of habit or character, is really quite amusing If

Sterne's Maria had figured away at Manchester, or his M-ink
at Liverpool, both the one and the other would have been
deemed fit objects either for a mad-house or house of correc-

tion : probably the girl would have been commilied by his

worship the mayor to Bedlam, and the old man to the treatl-

mill. In fact, Yorick's refineil sentiment in France would be

gross nonsense at Birmingham; and La Fleur's letter to the

corporal's wife be considered as decided evidence of crim. con.

by an alderman of Cripple gate.
As for myself, I have of late felt a sort of medium sensation.

As men become striken in years, a species of venerable insi-

pidity insinuates itself amongst their feelings. A great pro-

portion of mine had turned sour by long keeping, and I set

out on my travels without one quarter of the good nature which
I had possessed thirty years before. My palate was admira-

bly disposed al the time to feast upon novelties, of which I

had made up my mind to take a full meal, and thought I should
be all the better prepared by a few months of salubrious air

and rural tranquillity.
The interval, however, which I had thus devoted to quiet,

afld thorough re-instatement of health upon the breezy and

delightful Coteau d'Ingouville, and which I expected would
flow on smoothly for some months, (without the shadow of an

adventure, or, indeed, an}"^ thing calculated to interfere with my
perfect composure,) turned out to be one filled with the most

extraordinary occurrences which have ever marked the history
of Europe.
The sudden return of Napoleon from Elba, and the speedy

flight of the French king and royal family from the Tuilleries,
without a single effort being made to defend them, appeared
to me, at the time, of all possible incidents the most extraor- -

dinary and the least expected. The important events which
followed in rapid and perplexing succession afforded me scope ^^
for extensive observation, whereof I did not fail to take ad- 'B^

r ..ii
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vantage. My opportunities were indeed great and peculiar:
but few, compnratively, of my fellow-countrymen had as yet
ventured into France: those who did avail themselves of the

conclusion of peace in 1814, fled the country in dismay, on
the return of *' the child and champion of Jacobinism ;"
whilst I, by staying there throughout his brief second reign,
was enabled to ascertain facts known to very few in England,
anrl hitherto not published by any.
At Havre it appeared clearly to me that Napoleon, during

his absence, was any thing but forgotten or disesteemed. The

Emj^ess, when there, had become surprisingly popular
amongst all classes of people ; and the misfortunes of her
husband had only served to render his memory more dear to

his brother-soldiers, by whom he was evidently still regarded
as their gej^ral and their prince. In truth, not onlj' by the

soldiers, but generally by the civic ranks, Louis, rather thaa

Napoleon, was looked on as the usurper.
There were two regiments of the line at Havre, the officers

of which made no great secret of their sentiments, whilst the

ir.en appeared to me inclined for any thing but obedience to

the Bourbon dynasty. The spirit of which I could not help

seeing in full activity here, it was rational to conclude, opera-
ted in other parts of the kingdom, and the justice of this in-

ference was suddenly manifested by the course of events.

We were well acquainted with the colonel and superior offi-

cers of one of the regiments then in garrison. The colgnel, a

very fine soldier-like man, about forty-five, with the "reputa-
tion of being a brave officer and an individual at once candid,

liberal, and decided, was singularly frank in giving his opinions
on all public subjects. He made no attempt to conceal his in-

destructible attachment to Napoleon ;
and I should think (for

his tendencies must necessarily have been reported to the go-

vernment) that he was continued in command only from a con-

sciousness on their part, that, if they removed him, theymust
at the same moment have disarmed and disbanded the regi-

ment, a measure which the Bourbon family was then by no
means strong enough to hazard.

On one occasion, the colonel, in speaking to me whilst com-

pany was sitting around us, observed, with a sardonic smile, that

his masterf Louis, was not quite .so firmly seated as his e77ii-

^r^5 seemed to think. " The puissant allies," continued "he,

sneer^g as he spoke,
*' may change a king, but," (and his

voic^ rose the while,)
''

they .cannot change a people.'^

Circumstances, in fact, daily conspired to prove to ine that

l|(P the army was still Napoleon's. The surgeon of that same re-
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gimenVwas an Italian, accounted very clever in his profession,

good-natured, intelligent, and obliging ;
but so careless of his

dress, that he was generally called by us the *'
dirty doctor.^*

This person was less anxious even than his comrades to con-

ceal his sentiments of nnen and things, both politically and ge-

nerally ;
never failing, whether in public or private, to declare

his opinion, and his attachment to <' the exile."

A great ball and supper was given by the prefects and other

authorities of Havre, in honour of Louis le [Desire's restora-

tion. The affair was very splendid : we were invited, and

went accordingly. I there perceived our dirty aootor, di^sed
most gorgeously in military uniform, but not of that ^ his

regiment. 1 asked him to vvhat corps it appertained: he put
his hand to hivs mouth, and whispered me, " C'est 1' uniforme

de moncoeur!" ("'Tis the uniform of my heart !")^t was the

dress-uniform of Napoleon's old guard, in which the doctor

had served. The incident spoke a volume ;
and as to the sen-

timents of its wearer, was decisive.

About six weeks after that in.cident, two small parlies of

soldiers of the garrison passed repeatedly through the market-

pla<;e, on a market-day, with drawn swords, flourishing them

in the air, and crying inccs>antl)^,
" Vive Napoleon! vive

I'Empereurl" but they did not m&iiifest the slightest disposi-

tion towards riot or disturbance, and nobody appeared either

to be surprised at or to mind them much. I was speaking to

a French officer at the time, and he, like the rest of the specta-

tors, showed no wish to interfere with these men, or to pro-
hibit the continuance of their exclamations, nor did he remark

in any way upon the circumstance. I hence naturally enough
inferred ?lie state of public feeling, and the very slight huld

which Louis le Desire then had upon the crown of his an-

cestors.

A much more curious occurrence took place, when a small

detachment of Russian cavalry, which had remained in France

fi'om the terminal ion of the campaign, were sent down to

Havre, there to sell their horses and embark for their native

country. The visit appeared to me to be a most unwelcome
one to the inhabitants cf the place, and still more so, as might
be expected to .the military stationed there. The Russians

were very fine-looking fellows, of large size, but with a want

of flexibility in their limbs and motions
;

and were thence

contrasted rather unfavourably uith the alert French sokhery,

who, in manoeuvring and rapid firing, must have a great ad-

vantage over the northern stiffness.

I had the pleasure of becoming acquainted at H.-^vre witli
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Mr. Wright, a very respectable gentleman, and I believe, by
affinity, a nephew of Mr. Windham. We had been in a cafi

tojifether, and were returning to our hotel about ten o'clock at

night, when we saw a small assembla2;e of peopie collected at

the church-door in the main street. There were some women
amongst them, and they seemed earnestly employed on some
business which the total darkness of the night prevented us
from seeing. There was in fact no light around save one glim-
merii^g lamp in the porch of the church-door, where the peo-
ple appeared fairly knotted together. There was scarcely any

noii^
made above a sort of buzz, or as it were, rather a sup-

preMion of voices. Mr. Wright remained stationary whilst I

went across the street to reconnoitre
; and after a good deal of

peeping over shoulders and under arms, 1 could perceive that

the mob ^s in the act of deliberately cutting off the ears of

two powerful-looking Russian soldiers, who were held so fast

by many men, that they had not the least capability of resis-

tance. They seemed to bear the application of the blunt
knives of their assailants with considerable fortitude, and the

women were preparing to eonnplete the trimming with scis-

sors ;
but one glance was quite enough for me! I got away as

quick as thought ;
and as the circumstance of Mr. Wright

wearing mustaches might possibly cost him his ears, I advised

him to get into a house as soon as possible : he took to his heels

on the suggestion, and I was not slow in following. The next

day I saw one of the Russians in the street with a guard to

protect him his head tied up with bloody cloths, and cutting

altogether a most frightful figure. All the French seemed

highly diverted, and shouted out t^ieir congratulations to the

Russian, who however took no manner of notice of the com-

pliment.
I believe the authorities did all they could in this affair to

apprehend the trimmers, but unsuccessfully. Some individu-

als were, it is true, taken upon suspicion ;
but as soon as the

Russians were embarked, they were liberated. In fact, the

lreal dignitaries knew that they were not as yet sufficiently

strong to enforce punishment for carving a Russian.

I often received great entertainment from sounding many of

the most rc-Jpectable Frenchmen whose acquaintance I made at

Kavre, with regard to their political tendencies
;
and the re-^

suit as welt of my queries as of my observations led me to

perceive, that there vvere not wanting numerous persons by
whom the return of Bonaparte, sooner or later, was looked

forward to a-s aa occurrence by no means either vioietilly im-

probable, or undesirable.
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Nevertheless, no very deep impression was made on my
mind as to these matters, until one morning, Lady Barrin2;tonj

returning from Havre, broug;ht me a small printed paper, an-

nouncing the Emperor's actual return from Elba, and that he
was on his route for Paris. I believed the evidence of my
eye-sight, on reading the paper ;

but I certainly did not be-
lieve its contents. I went off immediately to my landlord,
Mr. Poulet, a great royalist, and his countenance exj)Uined
circumstances sufiiciemly bo<<^e

J[
asked a single question.

The sub-prefect soon left the town : but the intelligence was

scarcely credited, and not at all to its full extent. I went into

every cafe and public place, and through every .street. In all

directions I saw groups of people, anxious and busily engaged
in converse ; I was much amused by observing the various efr

fects of the intelligence on persons of different opinions, and

by contrasting the countenances of those who thronged the

thoroughfares.
I did not myself give credence to the latter part of this in-

telligence namely, that Bonaparte was on his way to Paris.

I could not suppose that the king had found it impracticable to

command the services of a single regiment ; and it must be
confessed that his Majesty, a man of excellent sense, had, un-
der all the circumstances, made a very bad use of his time in

acquiring popularity, either civil or military. Notwithstand-

ing the addition of Desire to his Christian name, (wherewith
it had been graced by Messieurs les emigres) it is self-evident
that outward demonstrations alone had been conceded to him
of respect and attachment. I never heard that nick-name ap*

propriated to him at Havre, by-the-by, excfpt hy the prefects
and revenue officers.

' ^

The dismal faces of the Bourbonites, the grinning ones of
the Bonapartists, and the puzzled countenances of the neutrals

were mingled together in the oddest combinations : throughout
the town every body seemed to be talking at once, and the
scene was undoubtedly of the strangest character, in all its va-

rieties. '?Joy, grief, fear, courage, self-interest, love of peace,
and love of battle eaj>h had its votaries. Merchants, priests,
doiianiers, military ofiicers, were strolling about, each appa-
rently influenced by some distinctive grade of feeling : one
sensation alone seemed common to all that of astoniyhment.

The singularity of the scene every moment increased. On
the day immediate!}'' ensuing, fugitives from Paris, full of news
of all descriptions, came in as quick as horses and cabriolets

could bring them. Bulletin after bulletin arrived ^messenger
after messenger! But all the despatches in toy shape officral
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combined in makinj; light of the matter. The inteHigence
communicated by private individuals, however, was very con-

tradictory. One, for instance, stated positively that the army
had declared against Napoleon ;

another that it had declared

for him ; a third that it had not declared at all! One said that

Napoleon was surrounded: "Yes," returned a bystander,
''but it is by his friends!" Towards evening every group
seemed to be quite busy making up their minds as to the news
of the day, and the part they might think it advisable to take;
as for the English, they were frightened out of their wits, and
the women had no doubt that they should all be committed to

jail before next morning.
I observed, however, that amidst all this bustle, and mass of

conflicting opinions, scarce a single priest was visible : these

cunning gentry had (to use a significant expression) determi-

ned, if possible,
" not to play their cards till they were sure

what was tru<mps." On the preceding Sunday they had

throughout the entire day been chanting benedictions on Louis
le Desire and on St. Louis his great-grandl'ather ; but on the
sabbath which followec!, if they chanted at all, (as they were
bound to do) they would necessarily run a great risk of chant-

ing for the last time in their lives, if they left out Napoleon ;

and, inasmuch as they were unable to string together Louis le

Desire, Napoleon, and St. Louis, in one bened/cite, a most dis-

tressing dilemma became inevitable amongst the clergy! Com-
mon sense, however, soon pointed out their safest course : a

plea of comvulsion operating on the meek resignation of their

holy trade, might serve as an excellent apology, on the part of

an ecclesiastical family, in the presumption of Louis's becom-

ing victor ; but in the Emperor, they had to deal with a diflfer-

ent sort of person, as they well knew with a man who would
not be put off with unmeaning excuses, and in due homage to

whom it would be dangerous to fail. Under all circumstances,

therefore, they took up a line of conduct which I cannot but

think was very wise and discreet, proceeding as it did upon
the principle

" of two evils choose the least." Their loyalty
was decided by their fears, which sufficed to stimulate the

whole body of. priests and cures at Havre, old and young, to

uplift their voices with becoming enthusiasm in benediction of

"Napoleon le Grand!" indeed they seemed to be of opinion
that, having taken their ground, it would be as well to appear
in earnest ; and never did they woik harder than in chanting a

Te Deuyn laudamusj in honour of their old master's return :

to bs serioas, I believe they durst not have done otherwise ;

for I heard some of the military say very decidedly, that if
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the priests played any tricks upon the occasion, they would

hash them!
The observation which surprised me most of all was, that

though the two parties had declared themselves, and the^ewr-
de-lis and eagle were displayed in direct opposition to each

other throughout the town ; though the sub-prefect had run-

away, whilst the tri-coloured flag was floating in one place, and

the white one in another, uo practical animosity or ilT blood

whatsoever broke out amongst the respective partisans. The
bustle somewhat resembled that of an English election, but

had none of the violence or dissipation, and only half the

noiSe, which circulate on those august occasions. On the con-

trary, civility was maintained by every one : the soldiers were

very properly kept in their barracks
;

and an Englishman
could scarcely conceive so polite, peaceable, temperate, and

cheerful a revolution more particularly as neither party could

tell on which side the treason would ultimately rest.

At length, orders came from Napoleon, at Lyons, that the

imperial army should be recruited
; whilst, at the very moment

this order arrived, some of the merchants and officers of the

national guards were actually beating up for the royal arma-
ment. The drums of the respective partisans rattled away
through every street, and the recruiters often passed each other

with the utmost courtesy : not one man was seen in a state of

intoxication on either side. Meanwhile there was no lack of
recruits to range themselves under either standard ; and it was
most curious to observe, that these men very frequently chan-

ged their opinions and their party before sunset! I think most
recruits joined the king's party: his Serjeants had plenty of

money, whilst Napoleon's had none
;
and this was a most

tempting distinction far better than any abstract consideration

of political benefit. Many of the recruits managed matters

even better than the priests, for they took the king's money in

the morning, and the emperor's cockade in the afternoon
; so

that they could not be accused on either side of unqualified

partiality. The votaries of le Desire and le Grand were in-

deed so jumbled and shuffled together, (like a pack of cards

when on the point of being dealt) that nobody could possibly

decipher which had the best cliance of succeeding.
The English alone cast a dark and gloomy shade over the

gay scene that surrounded them
;

their lengthened visages,
sunken eyes, and hanging features proclaiming their terror and

despondency. Every one fancied he should be incarcerated

for life, if he could not escape before Napoleon arrived at Pa-

ris, which seejxsed extremely problematical ; and I really think

Vol. n.
'
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I never saw a set of men in better humour for suicide than my
fellow-countrymen, who stalked like ghosts along the pier and

sea-side.

The British Consul, Mr. Stuart, (a Utteraieur and a gentle-

man, but whose wine generally regulated his nerves, whilst his

nerves governed his understanding,) as good-natured a person
as could possibly be, about a couple of bottles after dinner,

(for so he counted his time, a mode of computation in vvhich

he certainly wns as regular as clock-work,) called a general

meeting of all the British subjects in Havre, at his apartments;
and after each had taken a bumper of Madeira to George the

Third, he opened the business in as long and flowery a ha-

rangue, in English and Latin, as the grape of Midi and its de-

rivative distillations could possibly dictate.

" My friends and countrymen," said Mr. Stuart,
" I have

good Consular reasons for telling you all, that if Bonaparte

gets into Paris, .he will order every mother's babe of you,
men, women, and children, et cetera, into jail for ten or

twelve years at the least computation! and I therefore advise

you all, magtiits, major, niaximus, to take yourselves oflf

without any delay great or small, and thereby save your bacon.

whilst you have the power of doing so. Don't wait to take

care of your property; nulla bona is better than nulla liber-

tas. As for me, I am bound ex-officio to devote myself for

my country! I will risk mj' life (and here he looked senti-

mental) to protect your property; I will remain behind!"

The conclusion of the Consul's speech was a signal for the

simultaneous uplifting of many voices.^ <' I'll be off certain-

ly!" exclaimed one terrified, gentleman: -"Every man for

himself, God for us all, and the devil take the hindmost P^

shouted another: '*Do you mean to affront me, Sir?" de-

manded the worthy self-devoted Consul, starting from his seat.

A regular uproar now ensued: but the thing was soon explain-
ed and tranquillity restored.

Two ships were now forthwith hired, at an enormous price,
to carry the English out of the reach of Bonaparte. The wind
blew a gale, but no hurricane could be so terrific as Napoleon.
Their property was a serious consideration to my fellow-coun-

trymen ; however, there was no choice: they therefore packed

up all their small valuables, and relinquished the residue to the

protection of Providence and the Consul.

In a short time, all was ready; and as Mr. Stuart had advi-

sed, men, women, children, and lap-dogs, all rushed to the

quay; \vhilst, in emulation of the orator at the Consul's,
" the

devil take the hindmost." if not nniyersally expressed,
"
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universally the principle of action. Two children, in this

most undignified sort of confusion, fell into the sea, but were

picked up. The strung;! injsi;, screeching, scrambling, &c. were
at length completed; and in a shorter time than might be sup-

posedj the English population were duly shipped, and away
they went under a hard gale. Dr. Johnson calls a ship a pri-
son with the chance of being drowned in it; and as if to prove
the correctness of the Doctor's definition, before night was over
one vessel was ashore, and the whole of its company just on
the point of increasing ihe population of the British Channel.

Havre de Grace being thus emptied of tiie King of Rjigland's

subjects, who were ''saving their bacon" at sea, in a violent

hurricane, the Consul began to take care of their property: but

there being a thing called loyer, or rent, in France as u'ell as

In England, the huissiers (bailiffs) of the town saved the Con-
sul a great deal of trouble respecting his guardianship in di-

vers instances. Nevertheless, so far as he could, he most faith-

fully performed his promise to the fugitives, for the reception
of whose effects he rented a large store-house, and so far all

was wisely, courteously, and carefully managed: but not ex-

actly recollecting that the parties did not possess the property
as tenants in common, the worthy Consul omitted to have dis-

tinct inventories taken of each person's respective chattels,

though, to avoid any risk of favouritism, he had all jumbled
together; and such a heterogeneous medley was perhaps never
seen elsewhere. Clothes, household furniture, kitchen utensils,

books, linen, empty bottles, musical instruments, &c. strewed
the floor of the store-house in "most admired disorder." All

being safely stowed, locks, bolts, and bars were elaborately

constructed, to exclude such as might feel a disposition to pick-

ing and stealing; but, alas! the best intentions and the most
cautious provisions are sometimes frustrated by accident or

oversight. In the present instance, in his extraordinary anxi-

ety to secure the door, Mr. Stuart was perfectly heedless of

the roof; and in consequence, the intrusion of the rain, which
often descended in torrents, effectually saved most of the pro-

prietors the trouble of identifying their goods after the result

of the glorious battle of Waterloo. Disputes also were endless

as to the right and title of various claimants to various articles;

and in the result, the huissiers and the landlord of the store-

house were once more intruders upon the protected propert}'.
To return Havre being completely evacuated by my cQun-

trymen, it now became necessary to strike out some line of

proceeding for myself and family. Sir William Johnson, who
was in the town, had participated in the general alarm, and had
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set off with his household for the Netherlands, advisin^me to

do the same. I was afterwards informed that they all founder-

ed in a dyke near Antwerp: I am ignorant whether or not there

is any foundation for this story I sincerely hope there is not.

In the meantime, the transformation of thino;s at Havre became

complete, and perfect order quickly succeeded the temporary
agitation. The tri-coloured flas; was again hoisted at the port;
and all the painters of the town were busily employed in chan-

ging the royal signs into imperial ones. One auberge, Louis
le Desire, was changed into a blue boar: the Diichesse. d'An-

gouleme became the Virgin Mary : royal was new-gilt into

imperial once more at the lottery-offices; fleurs-de-lis were

metamorphosed, in a single day, into beautiful spread eagles :

and the JDuc de Berry, who had hung creaking so peaceably
on his post before the door of a hotel, became, in a few hours,
St. Peter himself, with the keys of Heaven dangling from his

little finger!
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COMMENCEMENT OF THE HUNDRED DAYS.

A family council Journey from Havre to Paris Attention of the French officers

to the author and his party Peaceable condition of the intervening country

Thoughts on revolutions in general Ireland in 1798 Arrival in the French

capital Admirable state of the police Henry Thevenot Misgivings of the

author His interview vpith Count Bertrand Polite conduct of the Count

The Emperor's chapel Napoleon at mass His deportment Treasonable gar-

ments Col. Gowen Military inspection after mass Altejation in the manner

of the Ernperor Enthusiasm of the soldiers.

To see Napoleon or not to see Napoleon, that Vv-as the

question! and well weighed it was in my domestic republic.

After a day's reasoning, pro and con, (curiosity being pitted

against fear, and women in the question) the matter was still

undecided when our friends the Colonel and the dirty Doctor

came to visit us, and set the point at rest, by stating that the

regiments at Havre had declared unanimously for the Empe-
ror, and that the Colonel had determined to march next day
direct upon Paris

;
that therefore if we were disposed to go

thither, and would set off at the same time, the Doctor should,

take care of our safety, and see that we had good cheer on our

journey to the metropolis.
This proposal was unanimously adopted ;

we were at peace
with France, and might possibly remain so

;
and the curiosity

of three ladies, with my own to back it, proved to be totally

irresistible. A new sub-prefect also having arrived in the

town, came to see us ; expressed his regret that the English
should have deemed it necessary to quit the place ;

and gave
us a letter of introduction to his wife, who lived in the Rue
St. Honore, at Paris.

We immediately packed up ;
I procured three stout horses

to my carriage, and away we went after the advanced guard of

the (as well as I recollect) 4 1st regiment. The soldiers seemed

to me as if they thought they never could get to Napoleon
soon enough : they marched with surprising rapidity ;

and af-

ter a most agreeable journey, we arrived at the good city of

Paris without any let or hinderance ; having experienced from

the dirty Doctor every possible attention. Wc were sure of
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the best cheer al any place we halted at
;
and the more so as

the advanced guard only preceded us one sta^e, and the main

body of the troops was a stage behind us. We were immedi-

ately escorted by four mounted soldiers, who were in atten-

dance upon our medical friend. I have learnt since that this

kind and firm-hearted man escaped the campaign and returned

to Italy; the Colonel was shot dangerously at Quatre Bras, but

I understand iiis wounds did not prove mortal.

Our route from Havre to Paris exhibited one general scene

of peace and tranquillity, not dashed by the slightest symptom
of revolution. The national guards every where appeared to

have got new clothing, and were most assiduously learning in

the villages to hold up their heads, and take long strides and

and lock steps, but (for any thing that appeared to the contra-

ry) solely for their own amusement. The same evidences of

undisturbed serenity and good humour were displayed in all

directions, and the practice of military exercises by the nation-

al guards was the only warlike indication of any kind through-
out the whole extent of country we traversed.

On our arrival at the capital, we found no exception therein

to the tranquillity of the provinces. People at a distance are

apt to conceive that a revolution must necessarily be a most
terrific affair a period of anarchy and confusion, when every

thing is in a state of animosity, bustle, and insecurity. This

is in some instances a great mistake
; (although, generally

speaking, true enough) for, on the other hand, many modern
revolutions have been effected, governments upset, dynasties

annihilated, and kings trucked, with as little confusion as the

exchanging a gig-horse. I have indeed seen more work made
about the change of a hat than of a diadem

;
more anxiety

expressed touching a cane than a sceptre ;
and never did any

revolution more completely prove the truth o^ these remarks

than that in France during March, 1815, w^hen Napoleon qui-

etly drove up post, in a chaise and four, to the palace of the

Bourbons, and Louis XVIII. as quietly drore off post, in a

chaise and four, to avoid his visiter. Both parties, too, were

driven back again, within three months, pretty nearly in the

same kind of vehicle! Let my reader compare, for his edifica-

tion, this bloodless revolution with the attempt at revolution

in the obscure corner of the globe from whence I sprang,
%.6.nno Domini 179S ; during the brief summer of vvhich

year, there was, in secluded Ireland, (the kingdom of Ireland,

as it was then called,) more robbery, shooting, hanging, burn-

ing, piking, flogging, and picketing, than takes place in half a
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dozen of the best got-up continental revolutions ^always ex-

cepting that great convulsion which agitated our neighbours
tov^ ar-ls the close of the eighteenth century.

During the interva) of the Hundred days, and some time

subsequently, 1 kept a regular diary, wherein I accurately took

down every important circumstance, except some few which I

then considered much safer in my mind than under my hand ;

and these are now, for the most part and for the first time,
submitted to the public. After a few days' stay in Paris, I

began to feel rather awkward. I found very few of my fellow-

countrymen had remained there, and that there seemed to ex-

ist but little partiality towards the English. But the police
was perfect, and no outrage, robbery, or breach of the peace
was heard of; nor could I find that there were any political

prisoners in the jails, or in fact many prisoners of any kind.

No dissolutes were suffered to parade the streets or contami-

nate the theatres ; and all appeared polite, tranquil, and correct.

I kept totally clear, meanwhile, both in word and deed, of po-
litical subjects.

I hired as footman a person then very well known in Paris,

Henry Thevenot. I have since heard (but cannot vouch for

the fact) that he is the Thevenot who attended Mr. Wakefield
and Miss Turner. I have likewise recently been apprised that,

at the time I engaged him, he was actually on the enpionnage
establishment. Be that as it may, I certainly always consider-

ed Thevenot to be a mysterious kind of person, and, on one

particular occasion, which will be hereafter mentioned, dis-

charged him suddenly, without enlarging on my reasons : he
was however an excellent servant. I had brought a passport
from the new Sous-Prefet at Havre, which having lodged at

the police-office, I felt quite at my ease : but reflecting after-

wards upon the probable consequence in case of w^ar or change
of circumstances, I determined at once to take a bold step and

go to the Palais de Bourbon Elysee, (where Napoleon resid-

ed,) to see Count Bertrand, whom I proposed to inform truly
of my situation, and ask for a sauf conduit or passport to re-

turn.

On the second day whereon I made an attempt to see him,
with difficulty I succeeded in obtaining an audience. I told

the Count who I was, and all the facts, together with my doubts

as to the propriety of remaining. He very politely said I

should have what I required, but that a gentlemen in my sta-

tion was perfectly safe, and there could be no difficulty as to

my remaining as long as I chose ; and concluded by bowing
me out, after a very short interview. As I was going dow-
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the steps, an officer recalled me, and asked if I had any family
in Paris. I replied in the affirmative three ladies : mutual
bows ensueri, and T 'elurned vef well satisfied with the result

of my visit to the Palais de Bourbon Elysee. At that time
the Emperor was employed day and ni2;ht on business in the

Palace : at day-break he occasionally rode out with some of his

staff, to inspect the works at Mont-martre
;
and on hearing

this, my ancient curiosity to see so distinguished a person came
afresh upon me.
The ensuing day, a man with a large letter-box buckled

before him entered our apartment without the least ceremo-

ny, and delivered a letter with " Bertrand" signed at the

corner. I was rather startled at the moment, as the occurrence

certainly looked singular: nevertheless, the man's appearance
and manner were not such as to confirm unpleasant surmises,
and I proceeded to unseal the envelope, which enclosed a bil-

let to the Commissaire de Police, desiring him to grant me a

sauf conduit through any part of France, if I chose to travel

in that country, and an especial passport to Calais, should I

choose to return to England (the signature was not that of

Bertrand:) the packet also contained a polite note from an

aid-de-camp of the Count, mentioning that he was directed to

enclose me an admission to the Emperor's chapel, &c. and to

say that, on production of my sauf conduit, our party would
find a free admission to the theatres and other spectacles of

Paris. So much politeness (so very different from what would
have been the case in England,) both gratified and surprised
me. I wrote a letter of thanks

;
but at our privy council, we

agreed that, under existing circumstances, it would be better

to say nothing of the latter favour. I afterwards discovered

the friendly quarter through which it originated.

We hired a caleche by the month, and set out with a deter-

mination to lose no time in seeing whatever was interesting;
and in fact every thing was at that moment interesting to stran-

gers. We spoke French sufficienty well for ordinary purpo-
ses ;

and determined, in short, to make ourselves as comforta-

ble as possible.
I have already observed that I kept a diary during the Hun-

dred Days, but afterwards thought it most prudent not to

commit any thing very important to writing. From that

diary, so far as I pursued it, (and from scraps which nobody
could understand but myself) I have since selected such details

and observations as have not hitherto been published or made,
and for the collection of which my peculiar situation at Paris,

and conseqaetit opportunities, abundantly qualified me. Con-
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sistently with the foregoing part of these fragments, I shall

not even attempt any thing like strict order or chronological

arrangement, but leave, generally speaking, the various subjects

brought before the reader's attention to illustrate and explain
each other. On this principle, I shall now, without further

pi-elude, describe the first scene which impressed itself on niy

imagination.
The first Sunday after the receipt of our permission, we re-

paired to the Emperor's chapel, to see that wonderful man and
to hear mass chanted in the first style of church music. Na-

poleon had already entered : the chapel was full
;
but we got

seats very low down, near the gallery in which the emperor
sat ; and as he frequently leaned over the front, I had oppor-
tunities of partially seeing him. In the presence of so cele-

brated a man as Bonaparte, all other things sank into compara-
tive insignificance, and the attention of the spectator was

wholly absorbed by the one great object. Thus, in the present

case, there was nothing either in the chapel or congregatioa
that had power to divide my regards with the great Napoleon,
As I have said, he often leaned over the front of the galleiy
wherein he sat; and I had thence an opportunit}' of observing
that he seemed quite restless, took snuff repeatedly, stroked

down his head with an abstracted air and, in fact, was obvi-

ously possessed by feelings of deep anxiety. I should not

suppose he had at the moment the least consciousness as to

where he was, and that, of all things, the priests and the mass
were the last likely to occupy his thoughts.

Whilst thus employed in reconnoitring the Emperor as in-

tensely as stolen glances afforded me means of doing, a buzz
in the chapel caused me to turn round to ascertain its cause.

Though low, it increased every moment, and was palpably di-

rected towards us so much so, that no doubt remained of our

being somehow or other the sole objects of it. I then whis-

pered my companions that our presence was evidently offensive

in that place, and that we had better retire, when a French-
woman who sat near Lady Barrington, said,

' Madame, yoa
perceive that you are the object of this uncourtous notice."
** Yes," replied Lady Barrington,

"
it is become quite obvi-

ous." The French lady smiled, and continued,
" You had

better lay aside your shawlsP^ Lady Barrington and my
daughter accordingly, taking the hint, threw off the shawls,
which they suffered to drop at their feet, and at once the buzz-

ing subsided, and no further explanation took place until the

conclusion of the service.

At that moment several French ladies came up with great
Vol. il 21
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courtesy, to apologize for the apparent rudeness of the congre-

gation, which they begged Lady Barrington to excuse on ac-

count of its cause, and to examine her shawl, on doing which,
she would perceive that it was very unlucky (bien mal a pro-
pos) to wear such a one in the presence of the Emperor. She
did so, and found that both hers and my daughter's (though very
fine ones) were unfortunately speckled all over with fleurs-
de-lis? They had been sold her the preceding day by a knav-
ish shop-keeper at the Passage Feydeau, who, seeing she was
a foreigner, had put off these articles, thinking it a good op-

portunity to decrease his stock in that kind of gear, the sale

whereof would probably be pronounced high treason before

the month was over.

The confusion of the ladies at this eclaircissement may be
well conceived

;
but it was speedily alleviated by the elegant

consolations and extreme politeness of the Frenchwomen,

Amongst those who addressed us was a gentleman in the uni-

form of a colonel of the national guards ;
he spoke to me in

perfect English, and begged to introduce his family to mine.

I told him who I was, and he asked us to a dinner and ball

next day at his house in the Rue de Clichy. We accepted his

invitation, and were magnificently entertained. This was Co-
lonel Gowen, the proprietor of the first stamp-paper manufac-

tory in France a most excellent, hospitable, and friendly per-

son, but ill-requited, I fear, afterwards by some of our country-
men, I subsequently experienced many proofs of his hospita-

lity and attention.

An English lady was also remarkably attentive and polite on
this occasion, and gave her card to Lady Barrington, No. 10,

Rue Pigale. She was the Lady of Dr. Marshall, an English

physician : so that the affair of the shawl, so far from being
7nal a propos, turned out quite a lucky adventure.

In viewing Napoleon that day, it was not the splendid supe-

riority of his rank
;

it was neither his diadem, sceptre, nor

power, which comrounicated that involuntary sensation of awe
it was impossible not to feel : -it was the gigantic degree of

talent whereby a man of obscure origin had been raised so far

above his fellows. The spectator could not but deeply reflect

on the mystic nature of those decrees of Providence which had

placed Napoleon Bonaparte on one of the highest of earthly
thrones and at the very pinnacle of glory; had hurled him
from that eminence and driven him into exile ; and now seem-

ed again to have warranted his second elevation, replacing him

upon that throne even more wondrously than when he first

ascended it.
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Sucli were my impressions on my first sight of the Emperor
Napoleon. So much has he been seen and scrutinised through-
out the world, so familiar must his countenance have been to

millions, so many descriptions have been given of his person
and of his features by those who knew him well, that any
portrait by mc must appear to be at least superfluous. Every
person, however, has a right to form his own independent
judgment on subjects of physiognomy, and it is singular enough
that I have never yet met any one with whom I entirely coin-

cided as to the peculiar expression of Napoleon's features
;

and I have some right to speak, for I saw him at periods and
under circumstances that wrought on and agitated every mus-
cle of his fine countenance, and have fancied (perhaps ridicu-

lously) that I could trace indications of character therein unno-
ticed by his biographers.
On this day my observations must necessarily have been very

superficial : yet I thought I could perceive, in the movement
of a single feature, some strong-excited feeling, some sensation
detached and wandering away from the ordinary modes of

thinking, though I could not even guess from what passion or

through what impulse that sensation originated. After I had
seen him often, I collated the emotions palpable in his counte-
nance with the vicissitudes of his past life, fancying that I

might thence acquire some data to go upon in estimating the
tone of his thoughts : but at this first sight, so diversified were
the appearances as he leaned over the gallery, that even Lava-
ter could not have deciphered his sensations. He was uneasy,
making almost convulsive motions, and I perceived occasional-

ly a quiver on his lip : on the whole, my anxiety was raised a

hundred-fold to be placed in some situation where I might
translate at leisure the workings of his expressive countenance.
That opportunity was after a short interval fully given me.
On the same day I had indeed a second occasion of obser-

ving the Emperor, and in a much more interesting occupation
more to his taste, and which obviously changed the entire

cast of his looks quite divesting them of that deep, penetra-
ting, gloomy character, which had saddened his countenance

during the time he was at chapel. After mass he first came
out upon the balcony in front of the Tuilleries : his personal
staff, marshals, generals, and a few ladies surrounded him

;

whilst the civil officers of the court stood in small e;roups aside,
as if wishing to have nothing to do with the military spectacle.

Napoleon was now about to inspect eight or ten thousand of
the army, in the Place Carousel. The transition from ao ar-

ray of priests to a parade of warriorsfrom tlie hymns of the
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saints to the shouting; of the soldiery from the heavy, although

solemn, music of the organ to the inspiriting notes of tire drum
added greatly to the effect of the scene, which strongly im-

pressed my mind, alive and open to all these novel incidents.

Age had not then, nor has it yet, effaced the susceptibility of

my nature. I own, the latter scene was on that day to my
mind vastly preferable to the first : the countenance of Napo-
leon was metamorphosed ;

it became illuminated
;
he descend-

ed from the balcony, and mounted a grey barb. He was now
obviously in his element ; the troops, as I have said, amounted
to about ten thousand : I did not conceive the court of the Tu=
illeries could hold so many.

Napoleon was now fully exposed to our view. His face ac-

knowledged the effect of climate : his forehead, though high
and thinly strewn with hair, did not convey to me any parti-

cular trait
;

his eyebrows, when at rest, were not expressive,
neither did his eyes on that occasion speak much : but the

lower part of his face fixed my attention at once. It was about

his mouth and chin that his character seemed to be concen-

trated. I thought, on the whole, that I could perceive a mix-

ture of steadiness and caprice, of passion and generosity, of

control and impetuousness.
But my attention was soon turned aside to the inspection it-

self. There was not a soldier who did not appear nearly fran-

tic with exultation, and whose very heart, I believe, did not

beat in unison with the hurrahs wherewith they received their

favourite leader.

It was the first time I had ever heard a crowd express its

boisterous pleasure in a tone of sensibility unknown in our

country, The troops were in earnest, and so was the general.
The Old Guard (including such as had returned from Elba and
such as had rejoined their colours) formed a body of men su-

perior to any I had ever before witnessed. Descriptions of

Napoleon amidst his soldiers are however so common, that I

will not occupy either the reader's time or my own by enlar-

ging further on the subject.
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rT\THE ENGLISH IN PARIS.

Doctor and Mrs. Marshall Col. Macirone, aid-de-camp to Joachim Murat, whilst

King of Naples General Arthur O'Conner Lord and Lady Kinnaird His

Loidship under the surveillance of the police Suspected of espmmage, and

arrested, but set at liberty immediately after Messrs. Hobhouse and Bruce

Dr. Marshall's correct information as to passing events Real character of the

coterie at his hoM^t Madame laparente du Ministre i?'o2<c.^e Misconception

of the Minister's Swiss porter Henry Thevenot.

Shortly after this period, I became particularly intimate^
with Dr. Marshall, a circumstance which, in the paucity of

English who had remained in Paris, was productive to me of

great satisfaction. He was a man of prepossessing appearance
and address

;
had travelled much : and acted, he informed me,

as physician to the army in Egypt, &c., and had gone on some

confidential m.ission to Murat whilst King of Naples. His

wife was a pretty woman, rather en ban point, about thirty,

and with the complete appearance and address of a gentlewo-
man. The Doctor kept a very handsome establishment, and

entertained small companies splendidly.
The society I generally met there consisted, in the first

place, of Col. Macirone, who passed for an Italian, and had

been aid-de-carap to Murat, but was, I believe, in fact the son

of a respectable manufacturer in London, or on Blackheath.

He has published an account of the romantic circumstances

attendant on the death of the ill-fated Murat. Another mem-
ber of the society was Count Julien, formerly, I believe, some

secretary oAdvil officer of Murat, a huge boisterous overbear-

ing fat man, consequential without being dignified, dressy
without being neat, and with a showj' politeness that wanted

even the elements of civility. Count Julien was the only

person I met at Dr. Marshall's whose character or occupation
I had any suspicions about.

Fouche was then the Emperor's Minister of Police, and

they all appeared to be more or less acquainted with him : but

I had not at first the slightest idea that they were every one of

them either spies or employes of the police minister, and but

hollow friends, if not absolute traitors, to Napeleon.
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'* I met several other gentlemen less remarkable at Doctor

\^ Marshall's, but only one lady appeared besides the mistress of

J the house. This was a plain, rational, sedate woman under

^ forty. She was introduced to us by Mrs Marshall as the wife

of a relative of Fouche, and at that time (with her husband)
on a visit to his Excellency at his hotel. Rue Cerutti.

One day before dinner, at Dr. Marshall's house, I observed

this lady, on our arrival, hurrying into Mrs. Marshall's bou-

doir, and when dinner was announced she re-entered decked

out with a set of remarkable coral ornaments, which I had seen

Mrs. Marshall wear several times. This circumstance struck

me at the moment, but was neither recollected nor accounted

for till we paid an unlucky visit to that "relative of Fouche,"
when the whole enigma became developed, and my suspicions

fairly aroused.

Dr. INIarshall meanwhile continued to gain much on my es-

teem. He saw that I was greedy of information as to the af-

fairs of Italy; and he, as well as Col. Macirone, saturated me
in consequence with anecdotes of the Court of Naples, and of

Murat himself, highly entertaining, and I believe tolerably

true for I do really think that Macirone was sincerely attach-

ed to that king, and attended his person with friendship and

sincerity. On the contrary. Count Julien seemed incapable

of possessing much feeling, and perfectly indifferent as to any

body's fate but his own. This, however, I only give as my
individual opinion: I soon lost sight of the man altogether.

In the midst of this agreeable and respectable society, I

passed my time during the greater part of the Hundred Days:
and Doctor Marshall informing me, I believe truly, that he

was on terms of confidence (though not immediately) with

Fouche, and well knowing that he might with perfect security

communicate any thing to me (seeing that I should be silent for

my own sake,) scarcely a day passed but we had much conver-

sation in his garden ;
and he certainly did give me very cor-

rect information as to the state of affairs and tMBj^ndition
of

the f^mperor, together with much that was not effually correct,

regarding himself. This I occasionally and partially perceived;

but his address was imposing and particularly agreeable.

We had also cultivated our acquaintance (originated through

the adventure of the shawls) with Colonel Govven, of the na-

tional guards, whose hotel in Rue Clichy bore a most extraor-

dinary castellated appearance, and was surrounded by very

large gardens, where we were nobly entertained: the leads of

the^hoTel overlooked Tivoli, and indeed every place about Pa-

ris. Tiie colonel lived extremely well: spoke English perfect-
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ly; and might, in fact, be mistaken for a hospitable officer of a

British yeomanry corps.
Another gentleman I also happened accidentally to meet,

who was an English subject, and whom I had known many
years previously. We became intimate, and I derived both

utility and information from -that intimacy. This gentleman
knew, and had long known, much inore of French affairs and
individuals than any of my other acquaintances; and being at the

same time replete vvith good nature and good sense, (with his

politics I had nothing to do) I could not fail to be a jiainer by
our intercourse, which has continued undiminished to this day.

Another and more remarkable personage, Mr. Arthur O'Con-

nor, was then a French general unemployed- I had known
him thirty years before: he had married the daughter and sole

heiress of the unfortunate and learned Marquess de Condorcet;
had been plundered of his Irish property by his brother Roger;
and was prohibited from returning to his native country by
Act of Parliament. General Arthur O'Connor was a remark-

ably strong-minded, clever man, with a fine face and a manly
air; he had besides a great deal of Irish national character, to

some of the failings whereof he united several of its best qua-
lities. I met him frequently, and relished his company high-

ly. For old acquaintance sake I professed and felt a friendship
for the man; and, differing as we did wholly upon public sub-

jects, we talked over all without arguing upon any, which is

the only agreeable method of conversation amongst persons
whose opinions do not coincide.

Lord and Lady Kinnaird were also in Paris at that period.
I did not pay my respects to them for a very singular, though
at such a time a very sufficient reason. Her Ladyship was the

daughter of one of my most respected friends, the late Duke
of Leinster, to every member of whose family I owe all pos-
sible attention: but Lord Kinnaird, by over-acting his part,, l^d
drawn on himself an absurd degree of suspicion ;

and I had
been informed by a friend, in confidence, that every person
who was seen visiting him was immediately suspected likewise^
and put secretly under surveillance, which would not have
been particularly agreeable to me. In a little time this infor-

mation was curiously illustrated. I was informed that Lord
Kinnaird had been arrested by order of Fouche : but Fouche
soon found he had fallen into a very ridiculous error ; and
I believe his Lordship was immediately liberated with an am-

ple apology. I heard also incidentally amongst the employes^

(for I took care at all times to display no inordinate curiosity
even though I might be literally bursting with that feeling,)
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that his Lordship was accustomed to express himself so hyper-
bolically in favour of Napoleon, that the police (to whom eve-

ry thing was made known by unsuspected domestics) could not

give his Lordship credit for sincerity, and therefore took for

granted that he was playing some game or other: in fact, they
fancied he was a spy! using ultra eulogiums on the Emperor
to cloak a secret design.

Mess^. Hobhouse and Bruce were both in Paris at tlie same

period, and I have often regretted that I did not know them.

I afterwards knew the latter well, when in La Force with Sir

R. Wilson and my friend Mr. J. Hutchinson, for assisting the

escape of Lavalette. I found in INIr. Bruce some excellent qua-
lities, and a thirst after information which I admire in any body.

These, together with the family of Mr. Talbot, were the

only English persons whom I met in Paris immediately after

my arrival and during the most momentous crisis Europe ever

witnessed. That point of time formed the pivot whereon the

future destiny of every nation in the Purest quarter of the globe
was vibrating: but I am here trenching on a subject in which
the nature of this work does not permit me to indulge.
The successive occurrences at Paris, after Napoleon's return,

were daily published and are known to every body. The press
was free from restraint, and every public act recorded: it was
therefore to the private acts and characters of men I applied

my observation, as forming the best ground for speculative

opinions, (which that portentous interval necessarily tended to

stimulate,) and likewise as calculated to yield the best materials

for future entertainment.

Dr. Marshall was, as I have already stated, on some occa-

sions confidentially employed by Fouche ; and placing confi-

dence in me perhaps not duly estimating the extent of my cu-

riosity, he was very communicative. In fact, not a day pass-

ed particularly after Napoleon's return from Waterloo, that I

did not make some discovery through the Doctor (as much from

!iis air of mystery as from his dii?ect admissions,) of Fouche's

flagitious character, and of the ductility and total absence of

principle exhibited by serveral of his employes.
The intelligence I daily acquired did not surprise, but great-

ly disgusted me. I hate treachery in all its ramifications: it is

not, generally speaking, a French characteristic ; but Fouche

certainly displayed a complete personification of that vice.

Spies and traitors generally do each other strict justice, by
the operation and exercise of mutual hatred, contempt, and in-

vective. I never heard one such person say a kind word of

another behi?id Ms back; and when a man is necessitated by
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policy to puff a brother villain, it i^ not difficult for a stand-

er-by to decipher the sneer of jealousy and rneiital leservation

distortins; the muscles of the speaker's countenance, and invo-

luntarily disclosing the very feeling which he was peihaps de-

sirous to conceal.

Thus was it with the various tools of the treacherous minis-

ter
;
and in his own countenance were engraven distinctly the

characteristics of cunning and insincerity. From the first

moment I saw Fouche, and more particularly when I heard

him falsely swear fidelity to his imperial master, I involunta-

rily imbibed a strong sensation of dislike. His features held

out no inducement to you to place confidence in their owner :

on the contrary, they could not but tend to beget distrust and

disesteem. The suspicions which they generated in me, I

never could overcome, and the sequel proved how just they
were.

After awhile, I began slightly to suspect the species of so-

ciety I was associating with, and it occurred to me to request
that Lady Barrington would pay a visit to the lady we had

met at Doctor Marshall's, and whom we had understood from

Mrs. Marshall to be on a visit to Fouche, her relative. I

proposed to go also, and leave my card for her husband,
whom we had not yet seen. We accordingly waited on them
at Fouche's hotel, and asked the Swiss if Madame was at

home.
'<' Madame V^ said the porter;

" Madame! quelle Ma-
dame .?" as if he had heard us imperfectly. We had forgot-

ten her name, and could therefore only reply,
" Madame la

parente de Monsieu7- le Blmistre.^^
" There is no such person here. Monsieur," replied the

Swiss, with a half-saucy shrug.
" Oh, yes," exclaimed I: '* she is on a visit to the Due

D'Otrante."

Non, non, Monsieur et Madame^^' repeated the pertina-

cious Swiss :
^^
point du tout V^ and he seemed impatient to

send us away ; but after a moment's pause, the fellow burst

out into a violent fit of laughter.
<' I beg your pardon. Mon-

sieur et Madame," said he,
*' I begin to understand vyJiom

you mean. Your friend undoubtedly resides in the hot^, but

she is just now from home."
I handed him our cards for her and her husband- 0" read'

ing
' Le Chivalier et Milady,

^^ the man looked more respect-

ful, but apparently could not control his>ughter. When,
however, he at length recovered himself^ fie bowed very low,

"^'ql. II. 22
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begged pardon again, and said he thought we had been inquir-

ing for some vraic Madame. The word stimulated my curio-

sity, and I hastily demanded its meaning ; when it turned out

tliat Monsieur was the maitre d'hotel, and Madame, his wife,
looked to the linen, china, &c. in quality of confidential house-

keeper !

We waited to hear no more. I took up our cards and away
we went ;

and my suspicions as to that lady's rank were thus

set at rest. I did not say one word of the matter at Dr. Mar-
shall's, but I suppose the porter told the lady, as we never
saw her afterward, nor her husband at all.

I now began to perceive my way more clearly, and redoubled

my assiduity to decipher the events which passed around me.
In this I was aided by an increased intimacy with Colonel Ma-
cirone, whom closer acquaintance confirmed as an agreeable
and gentlemanly man, and who in my opinion was very badly
selected as an e5/)i07i ; I believe his heart was above his de-

grading occupation.
I perceived that there was some plot going forward, the

circumstances of which it wasTieyond my power to develope.
The manner of the persons I lived amongst was perpetually
undergoing some shade of variation

; the mystery thickened :

and my curiosity increased with it.

In the end this curiosity was most completely gratified ;

but all I could determine on at the moment was, that there
existed an extensive organised system of deception and treach-

ery, at the bottom of which was undoubtedly Fouche himself:

whether, however, my employe acquaintances would ultimate-

ly betray the Emperor or his minister, seemed, from their

evidently loose political principles, quite problematical. I

meanwhile dreaded every body, yet affected to fear none, and
listened with an air of unconcern to the stories of my valet,

Henry Thevenot, though at that time I gave them no credit :

subsequent occurrences, however, rendered it manifest that

this man procured, somehow or other, sure information.

Amongst other matters, Thevenot said he knew well that

there was an intention, if opportunity occurred, of assassinat-

ing Napoleon on his road to join the army in Belgium.* I

did not much relish being made the depository of such dan-

*
I have ofteii thought that the ultimate desertion of the Mameluke who

had always been rt^ained by Napoleon about his person had some very deep
reason for it ; and to this jDoment, tUat circumstance appears to require clear-

ing up.
'
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gerous secrets, and ordered my servant never to mention be-

fore me again
"
any such ridiculous stories," otherwise I

should discharge him as an unsafe person. Yet I could not

keep his tongue from vvagging, and I really dreaded dismissing
him. He said " that Fouche was a traitor to his master ; that

several of the cannon at Mont-martre were rendered unser-

viceable ;
and that mines had been charged with gunpowder

under various parts of the city, preparatory to some attempt
at counter-revolution."
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INAUGURATION OF THE EMPEROR.

The peers and deputies summoned for the 8th of June Abduction of the regalia

by the royalists Author obtains a ticket of admission to the gallery of the

Chamber of Deputies, to witness the ceremony Grenadiers of the Old Guard

Enthusiasm of the military, and comparative quiesenoe of the other ranks

Entrance of Napoleon into the Chamber Sketch of his appearance and that

of Madame Mere Administration of the oath of allegiance The Duke of

Otranto and Count Thibaiideau Tlie imperial speech and its ineflfeetive de-

livery.

The days rolled on, and in their train brought summer and
the month of June on the Sth day of which., the peers and

deputies of the legislative body were summoned to attend col-

lectively at two o'clock in the Chamber of Deputies, to receive

the emperor, and take the oath of fidelity to him and to the

constiiution, in the midst of all the splendor which the bril-

liant metropolis of France could supply. The abduction of the

regalia by some friends of King Louis, when the}- ran away
to Ghent, had left Napoleon without any crown wherewith to

gratify the vanity of a people at all times devoted to every

species of spectacle; he had only a button and loop of brilliants

which fastened up his Spanish hat, over the sides whereof an

immense plumage hung nodding. But this was such a scene,
and such an occasion, that a wreath of laurel would have be-

come the brow of Napoleon far better than all the diamonds

in the universe! The whole of the imperial family were to

be present.
The number of persons who could be admitted as spectators

into the gallery was necessarily very limited: and in a great

metropolis where every body is devoted to show, the difficulty

of procuring admission would, I conceived, be of course pro-

portionably great. It may be well imagined that I was inde-

fatigable in seeking to obtain tickets, as this spectacle was cal-

culated to throw every thing besides that 1 had witnessed in

Paris completely into the back-ground; and what Tended still

more to whet the edge of my curiosity, was the reflection that

it would, in all probability, be the last opportunity I should

have of deliberately viewing the Emperor, whose departure
from Paris to join the army was immediately contemplated.
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I therefore made Interest with every body I knew; I even

wrote to the authorities; and, in short, left no means whatever

untried which suggested themselves to me. At length, when
1 began to think my chance but a very poor one, on the day

actually preceding the ceremony, to my unspeakable gratifica-

tion, I received a note from the Chamberlain, enclosing an ad-

mission for one, which the difficulty I had every where en-

countered led me to esteem a great favour. I did not think

that, at my age, I could possibly be so anxious about any thing;
but I believe there are few persons who will not admit that the

excitement was great, occasioned by the prospect of contem-

plating, for a length of time and in a convenient situation, the

bodily presence of a man to whom posterity is likely to award

greater honours than can be conceded to him by the prejudices
of the present race.

The programme announced that all Napoleon's marshals and

generals, together with the veterans of his staff and the maid
branches of his family, were to be grouped around him

; as

were likewise several of those statesmen whose talents had

lielped originally to raise him to the throne, and whose trea-

chery afterwards succeeded in hurling him a second time from
it. The peers and deputies, in their several ranks and costumes,
were each, individually and distinctly, on that day, to swear
new allegiance to their Emperor, and a lasting obedience to the

constitution.

The solemnity of Napoleon's inauguration, and that of his

promulgating the new constitution at the Champ de Mars, made

by far the greatest impression on my mind of all the remarka-
ble public or private occurrences I had ever witnessed. The
intense interest the incalculable importance, not only to

France but to the world, of those two great events, generated
reflections within me moje weighty and profound than any I

had hitherto entertained: whilst the variety of glittering dress-

es, the novelty and the ever-changing nature of the objects
around me, combined to cheat me almost into a belief that I had

migrated to fairy-land, and in fact to prevent me from fixing
lay regards on any thing.
The first of those days was the more interesting to France

the second to Europe at large. Though totally unparalleled in

all their bearings, and dissimilar from every other historical

incident ancient or modern, yet these solemnities seem to have
been considered by most who have written upon the subject as

little more than ordinary transactions. Were I to give my
feelings full play in reciting their effect on myself, I should at
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this calmer moment be perhaps set down as a visionary or en-

thusiast. I shall, therefore, confine myself to simple narrative.

The procession of the Emperor from the Tuiileries to the

Chambers, though short, was to have been of the most impo-

sing character. But, much as I wished to see it, I found that

by such an attempt 1 might lose my place in the gallery of the

Chamber, and, consequently, the view of the inauguration
scene. At 11 o'clock, therefore, I brought my family to a

^ house on the Quay, for which I had previously paid dearly;

and where having placed them at a window, I repaired myself
to the Chamber of Deputies, in company of a French colonel,

who had been introduced to us by Colonel Govven, and who

kindly undertook to be my usher, and to point out to me the

most celebrated warriors and generals of the guard and army,
who in groups promenaded the courts and gardens of the Se-

nate-house, awaiting the appointed hour for parading to receive

the Emperor. This gentleman, in fact, introduced me to seve-

ral officers and persons of rank; and though at that moment

war, attended by all its horrors, was deemed inevitable, I was

addressed with, a courtesy and gentlemanly frankness, which,
under similar circumstances, would in any other country, I fear,

have been wanting. They spoke without reserve of the tre-

mendous struggle about to be commenced ;
but not a man of

them appeared to me to have a single doubt of triumphing; and

had ray own country been neutral or uninterested, I certainly

should have preferred the brilliance of Napoleon's despotism
to the contracted, glimmering tyranny of his continental ene-

mies. But I knew that Great Britain was implicated. Napo-
leon and England might coalesce for a moment; but I felt that

the ascendancy of the former was incompatible with the power
of the latter, and I was chilled by the reflection, which in some

degree abated my relish for the striking scene before me.

Amongst other individuals of note presented to me by the

colonel, was Labedoyere, who was destined so soon to atone

with the forfeiture of his life for his fidelity to his first patron.

I had heard then nothing particular of this man, and consequent-

ly took but little notice of him. There was not one whom I

remarked more than Ney, then prince of Moskwa. <'That,"

said the colonel, as he pointed him out to me, "is the greatest

sabreur in Europe:" and Ney's rough, manly, sun-burnt coun-

tenance, well set off by his muscular, warlike figure, confirm-

ed the character. ''There," continued my informant, point-

ing to a civilian in full dress,
" is one of the truest partisans

the Emperor has in France Count Thibaudeau." I had pre-
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viously remarked the person to whom my attention was thus

directed, as one not formed of common materials, and had OC'

casion soon after to observe him still more particularly.
So many of the objects of that day have been sketched in

various publications, that I shall not endeavour to give any
thing in the shape of a list of them, but content mj^self with
the mention of those which struck me most forcibly at the mo-
ment.

Whoever was in Paris during the Hundred Days, must have
seen the old guard of Napoleon. Such a body of soldiers (all

appearing of the self-same character) I believe never was col-

lected! Their Herculean vigour, more than the height of their

persons, was remarkable
;
and their dark, deep-furrowed visa-

ges, (enveloped in mustaches and surmounted by the bear's

skin of their lofty caps, glittering with ornaments,) combined,
together with their arms, their clothes, and more particularly
their steadiness, to exhibit to me the most complete model of

genuine soldiers. Their looks, though the very emblem of gra-

vity and determination, were totally devoid of ferocity; and I

could fancy the grenadiers of the old guard to be heroes uni-

ting the qualities of fidelity, of valour, and of generosity :

their whole appearance indeed was most attractive.

The cavalry had dismounted, and were sitting around on the

steps and parapets of the edifice, mostly employed in sharpen-
ing their sabres with small hones

;
and the whole seemed to

me as if actuated only by an ardent wish to proceed to action.

One officer asked me in English, rather more freely than the

rest, if I knew the British Commander (Lord Wellington }) I

said I did. <' Well," replied he,
" we shall have a brush with

him before the week is over!" and turned away with an ex

pression strongly indicative of contempt. I believe Lord Wel-

lington did not quite anticipate the short time that would be

given him by his opponents. My observations and introduc-
tions were however at length interrupted by the first cannon,
which announced that the Emperor had commenced his passage
from the Tuilleries. All was in immediate bustle

; the drums
beat, the trumpets sounded, the deputies and officials flocked
into their halls, the cuirassiers v/ere mounted, the grenadiers in

line, the officers at their stations
;

and in five minutes the

mingled and motley crowd was arranged in order so regular
and so silently assumed, that it was almost impossible to sup-

pose they had ever been in confusion. The diffisrent bands
struck up ; they had received orders respecting the airs that

should be pbved as the Emnercr aooroached, which thev be-
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gan to practise and the whole scene, almost in a moment,
wore an aspect entirely new.
The firing of cannon continued

;
the Emperor had advan-

ced along the quays, and passed over that very spot where the

last French monarch had, twenty years before, been immolated

by his subjects. The word enthusiasm, strong as its mean-

ing is generally held to be, really failed, on this occasion, to

express as much as the military seemed to feel. The citizens

who thronged around did not however, it is true, appear to

partake in this sentiment to any thing like a corresponding ex-

tent. Whether it was that they felt it not, or that they were
conscious of acting a subordinate part in the pageant, (which
unquestionably bore to much of a military character,) I do not

know.
I proceeded without delay to the stairs which led to my

loge, as noted on my admission ticket. This loge, however,
it turned out to be no easy matter to find. My heart began to

sink ;
I inquired of every body ; some did not understand,

others looked contemptuously; nobody would pay the least at-

tention to my solicitations. Thus I seemed likely, after all, to

lose the benefit of my exertions. Meanwhile every new dis-

charge of cannon seemed as if announcing, not only the Em-
peror's approach, but my seclusion from the chamber ; and I

was getting fast into a state of angry hopelessness, when an

oflicer of the guard, who saw that I was a foreigner, addressed

me in English. I explained to him my embarrassments and

fears, and showed him my ticket. He told me I was on the

wrong side, and was so good as to send a soldier with me to

the door of the box. I rapped, and was instantly admitted.

There were two rows of chairs, and accommodation for three

persons to stand behind. I was one of the latter
;
and it was

impossible to be better situated for hearing and seeing every

thing. My loge exactly faced the throne; and in the next sat the

Emperor's mother, and all the females, with their attendants.

I knew nobody: I saw no English there : there was one per-
son in full dress, who was said to be un Chevalier Ecosse, and
who having distinguished himself and announced his natioa by
making an abominable disturbance about something or other,
was verj' properly turned out.

' We sat in silent expectation of

the Emperor's arrival, which was to be announced by the ces-

sation of the repeated salutes of artillery. The moments were
counted : the peers and deputies were seated in their places,
all in full dress the former occupying the front benches, and
the deputies ranged behind them. Servants of the chambero.
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in the most splendid li%'enes that can be conceived, were seen

busy at all the side doors : the front door was underneath our

loge ; it was therefore impossible for me to see the effect of the
first appearance of the Emperor, who at length, followed by a

numerous retinue, crossed the chamber not majestically, but
with rather hurried steps : having slightly raised his hat, he
seated himself abruptly on the throne, and wrapping himself
in his purple cloak, sat silent.

The scene was altogether most interesting ;
but there was no

time for contemplation. The whole assembly immediately
rose

; and if a judgment might be formed from the outward

expression of their feelings, it would be inferred that Napole-
on was enthroned in the heart of almost every peer and deputy
who that day received him. A loud, continued, and unani-
mous burst of enthusiastic congratulation proceeded from every
quarter : it echoed throughout the whole chamber, and had all

the attributes of sincerity. One circumstance I particularly
remarked : the old cry of " Vive PEmpereur," was discon-

tinued, and, as if the spectators' hearts were too full to utter

more, they limited themselves to a single word, " VEmpa-
reur ! VEmpereur .'" alone bursting from the whole assembly.
I found afterwards that there was a meaning in this : inasmuch
as the ceremony was not a mere greeting it was an inaugu-
ration of the Emperor, It was this solemnity which in fact

re-created his title after his formal abdiction, and the assembly
thus noted the distinction.

Meanwhile, Napoleon sat apparently unmoved ;
he occasion-

ally touched his hat, but spake not. I stood immediately in

front of, and looking down on, the throne
;
and being in the

back row, could use my opera-glass without observation. Na-

poleon was at that moment, all circumstances considered, the
most interesting personage in existence. His dress, although
rich, was scarcely royal ; he was not, as a king should be by-

prescription, covered with jewels : he had no crown, and
wore the same dress exactly as he afterwards did on his visit

to the Champ-de-Mars namely, a black Spanish hat, fastened

up in front with a diamond loop and button ; heavy plumes of
ostrich feathers, which hung nodding over his forehead ; and
rather a short cloak of purple velvet, embroidered with golden
bees. The dimensions of his person were thus concealed ; but
his stature, which scarcely attained the middle height, seemed
still low^er on account of his square-built form and his high and

ungraceful shoulders,: he was, in fact, by no means a msjestic
figure. I watched his eye ; it was that of a hawk, and struck

me as being peculiarly brilliant. Without moving his head,
Vol. II, 23
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or a sin*2jle muscle of his countenance, his eye was every
where, and really seemed omniscient : an almost imperceptible
transition moved it from place to place, as if by magic ; and it

was fixed steadily upon one object before a spectator could ob-

serve its witbJrawal from another.

Yet even at this moment, powerful as was the spell in which

Napoleon's presence bound the spectator, my attention was
drawn aside by another object which seemed to me to afford

much scope for contemplation : this was the Emperor's mo-
ther. I stood, as I have already said, in the next loge of the

gallery to that occupied by the imperial family. The dutiful

and affectionate regard of Napoleon to his mother is universal-

ly authenticated : and as his nature was not framed either to

form or perpetuate mere attachments of course, it was natural

to conclude that this lady's character had something about it

worthy of remark. I was therefore curious to trace, as far as

possible, the impressions made upon her by the passing scene.

Madame Mere (as she was then called) was a very fine old

lady, apparently about sixty, but looking strong and in good
health. She was not, and I believe never had been a beauty ;

but was, nevertheless, well-looking, and possessed a cheerful,

comfortable countenance. In short, I liked her appearance :

it was plain and unassuming, and I set my mind to the task of

scrutinizing her probable sensations on that important day.
Let us for a moment consider the situation of that mother,

who, whilst in an humble sphere of life, and struggling with

many difficulties, had born, nursed, and reared a son, who, at

an early age, and solely by his own superior talents, became ru-

ler of one of the fairest portions of the civilized creation ; to

whom kings and princes crouched and submitted, and transfer-

red their territories and their subjects, at his will and pleasure;
to whom the whole world, except England, had cringed ;

whom one great emperor had flattered and fawned on, handing
over to him a favourite daughter even whilst the conqueror's
true wife was still living ;

and whom the same bewildered em-

peror had afterwards assisted in rousing all Europe to over-

throw thus dethroning his daughter, disinheriting his grand-
son and exposing himself to the contempt and derision of the

universe, only that he might have the gratification of ensla-

ving six millions of the Italian people! The mother of Napo-
leon had seen all this ; and had, no doubt, felt bitterly that re-

verse of fortune whereby her son had been expelled and driven

into exile, after his long dream of grandeur and almost resist-

less influence. What then must be the sensations of that mo-
ther at the scene we are describing! when she bebeld the samo
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son again hailed Emperor of the French, restored to power
and to his friends by the universal assent of a great nation and

the firm attachment of victorious armies! He remounted his

throne befere her eyes once more, and without the shedding of

one drop of blood was again called to exercise those functions,

of royalty from which he -had been a few months before ex-

cluded.

It was under these impressions that I eagerly watched the

countenance of that delighted lady: but her features did not

appear to me sufliciently marked to give full scope to the indi-

cation of her feeling. I could judge, in fact, nothing from any
other feature except her eye, to which, when I could catch it,

I looked for information. At first I could see only her profile :

but as she frequently turned round, her emotions were from
time to time obvious : a tear occasionally moistened her cheek,
but it evidently proceeded from a happy rather than a painful

feeling it was the tear of parental ecstasy. I could perceive
no lofty sensations of gratified ambition

;
no towering pride ;

no vain and empty arrogance, as she viewed underneath her

the peers and representatives of her son's dominions. In fact,

I could perceive nothing in the deportment of Madame Mere
that was not calculated to excite respect for her as a woman,
and admiration of her as the person who had brought into the

world a man for many years the most successful of his species.

From observation of this interesting lady I was called ofi'by
the scene which followed. After the Emperor had been awhile

seated, (his brothers and the public functionaries around him,
as expressed in a printed programme,) the oath was administer-

ed to the peers and deputies individually, so that each was dis-

tinctly marked by name ; and what I considered most fortunate

was, that a French gentleman, who sat ijnmediately before me
(I believe some public officer,) was assiduous in giving the two

ladies who accompanied him, not only the name of each peer
or deputy, as he took the oath, but also some description of him.

I took advantage of this incident, and in a little tablet copied
down the names of such as I had heard spoken of as remarka-

ble persons, and particularly the generals and marshals.

Their manner of administering and taking the oath was very
different from ours.* The French had, from the period of

* One of the devices to prevent the accumulation of petty larceny, ia the

Court of Common Pleas of Ireland, was very amusing. Lord Norbury's register,

Mr. Peter Jack'-on, complained grievously to his Lordshi^i that he really cbald

not aflford to supply the court with Gospels or Prayer-books, as witnesses, after

they had taken their oaths, were in the constant habit of stealing the book. " Pe-

ter," said Lord Norbui^,
"

if the rascals read the book, it will do them more good
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the revolution, very justly conceived that an oath of any de-

scription would not be one atom more binding on the party if

taken upon a book than if trust were reposed in their mere
word of honour. On the present occasion, each person, as

his name was called over, arose, and holding out his right arm
to its extent, (the palm of the hand uppermost) deliberately

pronounced,
" Je jure fidelitS a VEynpereur, et obedience a

la Constitution.^^ The reader will easily believe that it was
a source of the utmost interest to watch the countenances of
these dignitaries of France whilst they were engaged in per-

forming this important ceremonial. My physiognomical ob-

servation was kept fully on the stretch, and was never, before

or since, so sated with materials to work upon. The Emperor,
meanwhile, as I have already mentioned, sat almost immove-
able. He did not appear exhilarated : indeed, on the other

hand, I think he was indisposed. His breast heaved at times

very perceptibly ;
an involuntary convulsed motion agitated

his lip ; but never did I see an eye more indefatigable and pe-

netrating! As each man's name was called, and the oath ad-

ministered, its regard was fixed upon the individual
;
and

nothing could be more curious to the spectator than to transfer

his gaze alternately from the party taking the oath to the Em-
peror himself Some of the peers and deputies, Napoleon's
eye passed over with scarcely a look

;
whilst others he regard-

ed as. though disposed to penetrate their very souls, and search

there for proofs of a sincerity he considered doubtful. Some
seemed to excite a pleasurable, others a painful sensation with-

in him
; though this was difficult to recognise, inasmuch as

his features seldoin, and never more than slightly, changed
their entire expression. The countenances of the members
themselves were more easily read, and afforded in many in-

stances good clews, whereby, if not the real feelings, at least

the tendency of the parties might be deciphered. Some stood

boldly up, and loudly, and without hesitation, took the oath
;

whilst others, in slow, tremulous voices, pledged themselves

than the petty larceny may do them mischief." " Read or not read," urged
Peter,

"
they are rogues, that's plain I have tied the book fast, but nevertheless

they have contrived to loosen and abstract it."
"
Well, well !" replied my Lord,

"
if tliey are not afraid of the cord, hang your Gospel in chains, and that perhaps,

by reminding the fellows of the fate of their fathers and grandfathers, may make
them behave themselves." Peter Jackson took the hint : provided a good-look-

ing, well-bound New Testament, which he secured with a strong jack-chain that

had evidently done duty before the kitchen-fire, and was made fast to the rail of

the jury gallery. Thus, the holy volume had free scope to swing about and clink

as much as it chose, to the great terror of witnesses, and good order of the jurors
hemselveis.
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to what they either never meant, or were not quite certain of

their ability, to perform ;
and a few displayed manifest symp-

toms of repugnance in their manner : but the scene was of

that nature, so splendid so generally interesting, that few

persons, except those whose habits had long led them to the

study of mankind, or such as might have some especial interest

in the result, would have attended to these indications, which

were of course not suffered in any instance to become promi-
nent.

One of the first persons who took the oath was Fouche,
Duke of Otranto. I had been in this nobleman's office on my
first arrival in Paris, and had marked his countenance. He
had originally been a monk, (I believe a Jesuit,) and was on

all hands admitted to be a man of the utmost talent, but at the

same time wholly destitute of moral principle ; a man who,
in order to attain his ends, would disregard justice, and set

opinion at insolent defiance. But, above all, Fouche's reign-

ing character was duplicity : in that qualification of a states-

man, he had no rival. Napoleon knew him thoroughly ; but,

circumstanced as he was, he had occassion for such men.

Yet even Fouche I really think was, on this day, off his

guard. He was at the time, there can be little doubt, in actu-

al communication with some of Napoleon's enemies
;
and he

certainly appeared, whether or no from "
compunctious visit-

ings of conscience," to be ill at his ease. I kept my eye
much on him ; and it was quite obvious to me that some pow-
erful train of feeling was working within his breast. On his

name being called, there was nothing either bold, frank, or

steady in his appearance or demeanor. He held out his hand

not much higher than his hip, and, in a tone of voice languid^
if not faltering, swore to a fidelity which he was determined,
should he find it convenient, to renounce. I really think,

(and my eye and glass were full upon him,) that Fouche, at

the moment, feli his own treachery : a slight hectic flush pass-

ed over his temples, and his tongue seemed to cleave to his

mouth. I cannot account for my impression further than this,

but from that instant I set down the man as a traitor! Napo-
leon for the first time turned his head as Fouche tendered his

allegiance. I could perceive no marked expression in the Em-

peror's countenance, which remained placid and steady; but I

could not help thinking that even that complacent regard,

(which certainly indicated no confidence, if it was free from

agitation,) seemed to say, "^I know you!" The ceremony

proceeded; and after awhile the name was called of a person
whom I had before seen Count Thibaudeau. The contrast
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between this gentleman and Fouche was very remarkable. He
stood up quickly, and with great firmness stepped a little for-

ward, and held his arm higher than his shoulder: ^'Jejure,"
exclaimed Count Thibaudeau. " Je jure,'^ repeating the

words with emphasis,
^^
Jidelite a mon Enipereur et obedience

a la Constitution!" I watched Napoleon's look: it was still

serene, but a ray of gratification was not absent, and shot ra-

pidly across his features. The business at length terminated. I

treasured up in my mind the impressions made upon it that day,
and in very few of my forebodings was I eventually mistaken.

The inauguration of the Emperor was now complete, and
the reflection was extremely solemn, that all the powers of

Europe were armed to overthrow the business of that morn-

ing. Neither peace nor truce was to be made with Napoleon,
who was, on his part, about to try the strength of France alone

against a union of inveterate and inexorable foes. He was
now about to inform his assembled legislators of this decision,
and to make a declaration that should at once rouse the French

people generally, and instil into the legislature a portion of his

own energy.
I was all expectation; the critical moment arrived: the oc-

casion the place tlie subject, and more especially the effect

expected to be produced all combined in leading me to antici-

pate some speech more impressive than any I had ever heard.

The Emperor rose from his throne rather quickly, raised

his hat for a moment, and looked round him with a glance

which, though probably meant to imply confidence, had to me
the expression of scrutiny. Having done this, he re-seated

himself, and commenced his speech. In language it was well

adapted to the French soldiery; as a proclamation it might be

considered admirable; but to a legislative assembly, it seemed
to me (perhaps erroneously) ill adapted. I did expect, at all

events, that it would be pronounced with that energy which
was indicative of the speaker's character ; but miserably was I

disappointed! Napoleon read it distinctly, but, to my mind,

utterly without effect: there was no ardour no emphasis no
modulation of voice no action, to enforce the sentiment.

The delivery was monotonous and unimpressive; nor can I yet
conceive how it was possible such a man could pronounce such

a speech without evincing that warmth of feeling which the

words, as well as the great subject itself, (to say nothing of his

own situation,) were calculated to inspire. The French in ge-
neral read extremely ill; and Napoleon's style of elocution was
a very humble specimen even of theirs. He ran the sentences

into each other: in short, seemed to view the whole thing as a
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mere matter of course, and to be anxious to get through it.

It put me more in mind of a solicitor reading a marriage-set-
tlement than any thing else. Here and there, indeed, he ap-

peared somewhat touched by the text, and most probably he

himself felt it all; but he certainly expressed nothing in a man-
ner that could make others feel it. The concluding words of

the speech
" This is the moment to conquer or to perish,"

though pronounced by Napoleon with little more energy than

the preceding parts, (much as if he had been saying,
" And

your petitioner will ever pray,") made a strong and visible

impression upon the entire auditory. Two or three of the de-

puties, I observed, by (to all appearance) an involuntary move-

ment, put their hands on their sword-hilts, and whispered to

those who sat next them; and amongst the military officers who
were in the assembly, there was evidently a very gallant feel-

ing. I cast my eye at this moment on Fouche: he was looking

upon the ground, seemingly in contemplation, and moved not

a muscle.

At the conclusion of his speech, Napoleon, whose vapid
manner had considerably damped my previous excitement, im-

mediately descended from the throne, and, in the same state and
amidst redoubled applauses, returned to the palace to make his

last preparations to put into execution what I have since heard

denominated by English generals the finest military manoeuvre
of his whole life. Two things seem to be universally admit-

ted: that the first object of that train of movements, namely the

surprise and division of the allied troops was completely suc-

cessful; and that its second object the defeat of those troops
in 3 general engagement was so near its accomplishment, that

its failure may almost be regarded as miraculous.

I returned home full of reflection. I soon recounted all my
impressions (particularly with respect to Fouche and Napoleon)
to my family and two or three friends who dined with us. I

did not hesitate to speak frankly my opinion of the game play-

ing by the Duke of Otranto nor did any long period elapse
before my predictions were verified.
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PROMULGATION OF THE CONSTITUTION.

Apathy of the people Temporary building in front of the Hotel des Invalides

Pont de Jena Policy of Napoleon regarding Fouche Procession to the Champ
de Mars Peculiar accoutrements of a regiment of cavalry Reflections on some

points in the history of Napoleon His mistake in changing the republican into

a monarchical government Coaches of ceremony of the French noblesse and

officers of state The Emperor's liberality to various members of his court

His personal dejection on this day Rejoicings succeeding the Promulgation-

Superiority of the French in matters of embellishment Gratuitous distribution

of provisions and wine Politeness of the lower orders of French Display of

fire-works Mr. Hobhouse's Second Reign of Napoleon.

The promulgation of the new Articles of the Constitution

by Napoleon, at the Champ de Mars, promised to elicit much
of the public sentiment. For my own part, I conceived that

it would be the true touchstone of Parisian political feeling j

but in that idea I was greatly disappointed.
It was natural to suppose that the modification of a constitu-

tion, by a nearly depotic monarch, whereby his own power
would be greatly contracted, would, even under Napoleon's
circumstances, be considered one of the measures best calcula-

ted to propitiate a long-tramelled population. But, in fact, the

thing assumed no such character ; the spectacle seemed, in-

deed, of the utmost value to the Parisians ; but the constitu-

tion of little, if any. They had never possessed any regular
constitution, and, I really think, had no settled or digested
ideas upon the subject.
The extraordinary splendour of the preparations for this cer-

emony, and the admixture of civil and military pomp, were to

me very interesting. The temporary buildings thrown up for

the occasion might, it is true, be denominated tawdi^y; yet,

strangely enough, there is no other people except the French
who can deck out such gewgaws with any thing like corres-

ponding taste and effect.

The scene was on an immense scale. In an inconceivably
short time, and almost as if by the effect of magic, a sort of

amphitheatre was constructed in front of the Hotel des Inva-

lides, and which was of magnitude sufficient to contain about
1 5,000 persons. In the centre arose an altar similar to those
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provided, in ancient sacrifices, for the sacred fire to descend

upon ;
and at this altar, Cardinal Cambaceres presi'led. A

great proportion of tlie front of the hospital was covered with
crimson velvet, and the imperial throne was placed on the plat-
form of the first story, facing the altar: around it were seats for

the princes. I was not present at the actual ceremony within
the great temporary edifice.

I had on the occasion of the inauguration, (as already stated)

fully satisfied myself as to the demeanour both of the Empe-
ror and the senators; but I had not seen the grand cortege
which had preceded; and on this occasion, as it was to be much
more of a military procession, and the Emperor's last public

appearance before he joined the army to decide the fate of Eu-

rope, I was (lesirous of witnessing the spectacle, and acco}'d-

ingly engaged a window on the quay for my famiJ}', in a iiouse

close to the Pont de Jena, over which the whole must pass on
its way to the Hotel des Invalides. We had thence a closs
and full view of the Champ de Mars, of the Amphitheatre, and
of the artificial mount whence the Constitution was to be pro-
claimed by the Emperor in person to the people.

Napoleon well knew the great importance of leaving a strono*

impression on the public feeling. His posting from the coast
to the Tuilleries without interruption was the most extraordi-

nary event in history, ancient or modern: but it was not hn-

onediately followed up by any unusual circumstance, or any
very splendid spectacle to rouse or gratify Parisian

volatility.
The retired official life of the Emperor after his return (neces-

sarily absorbed in business night and day) had altogether exci-

ted little or no stir, and still less expression of public feeling
in the metropolis: in fact, the Parisians did not seem to feel so
much interest about the state of affairs as they would have done

upon the most unimportant occurrences : they made light of

every thing except their pleasure^ which always was and al-

ways will be the god of Paris: and never was any deity more
universally and devoutly worshipped! The King's flight to

Ghent was then as little thought of or regarded as if he bad

gone to St. Cloud; and Napoleon's arrival made as little stir as

Louis's departure. But the Emperor was now about to go to

battle; was well aware of the treachery which surrounded him,
and that on his success or discomfiture depended its explosion.
He determined, therefore, as he had not time to counteract, to

dissemble: and I have no doubt that to this circumstance alone

Fouche knew he owed his existence. The month preceding
Napoleon's departure from Paris, he became thoroughly ac-

quainted with the intrigues of his minister j
and I firmly be-

Vol. ii> 24
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lieve that each was determined oa the destruction of the other

upon the first feasible opportunity, as the only means of secu-

ring himr^elf. I do believe that Fouche would not have survi-

ved Bonaparte's successful return more than four-and-tvventy
hours, and I equally believe that Fouche had actually medita-

ted, and made some progress in providing for, Napoleon's as-

sassination. I made up my mind on these points, not from

any direct information, but from a process yclept by our great

grandmother's spelling and jnitting together ; and if the rea-

der will be good enough to bear in mind what I told him re-

specting the society at Dr. Marshall's, as well as the intelligence

acquired by my servant Thevenot, he will not be at a loss to

understand how I got at my materials.

In truth, the army alone, I suspect, was sincerely attached

to the reinstated monarch. By his soldiers Bonaparte was, in

every part of his career, almost worshipped. They seemed to

regard him rather as a demigod; and nobody could be deceived

as to their entire devotion to the divinity vi^hich they had set

up. But it was not so with the civil ranks of Paris.

I should tire myself and readers, were I to describe the al-

most boyish anxiety which I felt when the firing of the ord-

nance announced the first movement of the Emperor from the

Tuilleries to the Champ de Mars. I shall leave to the suppo-
sition of the reader the impression I received from the passing
of the cortege. Let him picture to himself an immense army
pouring along the spacious quays of Paris, in battalions and

squadrons: the enthusiasm of the soldiers, the bright cuiras-

ses, the multitude of waving plumes, the magnificence of the

marshals and their staflf : these, set off by the glowing sun,
combined to implant in the mind of a person unaccustomed to

such a sight the idea of almost certain victory.
What struck me most, was the appearance of a splendid, but

not numerous regiment, in the costume of Turkish cavalry,
mounted upon small barbs and dashingly accoutred : their offi-

cers rode, for the most part, piebald horses, many of which
were caparisoned with breast armour, and decked with gaudy
trappings. The uniform of the men was scarlet, with green
cossack trowsers, immense turbans, and high pluraes of fea-

thers; the whole ornamented and laced in as splendid and glit-

tering a style as ingenuity could dictate : their stirrups were

foot-boards; and they had very crooked sabres and long lances.

I believe these men were accoutred en Mameluck, and I men-
tion them the more particularly, because I believe they did

not go to Waterloo at least not in that uniform. In calling
to my recollection this superb scene, the hundred bands of
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martial music seem even at this moment to strike my ear. It

seemed as if every instrument in Paris was in requisition!
The trumpets and kettle-drums of tiie gaudy heralds; the deep
sackbuts ;

the crashing cymbals; and the loud gongs of the

splendid Mamelukes, bewildered both the ear and the imagi-
nation: at first they astonished, then gratified, and at length fa-

tigued me. About the centre of this procession, appeared its

principal object who, had he lived in times of less fermenta-

tion, would, in my opinion, have been a still greater statesman

than he was a warrior. It is indisputable that it was Bonaparte
who definitively freed the entire continent of Europe from that

democratic mania, of all other tyrannies the most cruel, sa-

vage, and unrelenting; and which was still in full, though less

rapid progress, when he, by placing the diadem of France on
his own brow, restored the principle of monarchy to its vi-

gour, and at one blow overwhelmed the many-headed monster
of revolution.

It has been the fashion, in England, to term Napoleon a
*' Corsican usurper." We should have recollected Paoli before

we reproached him for being a Corsican, and we should have
recurred to our own annals before we called him a usurper.
He mounted a throne which had long been vacant; the decapi-
tation of Louis, in which he could have had no concern, had

completely overwhelmed the dynasty of Bourbon, and Napo-
leon in a day re-established that monarchical form of govern-
jnent which loe had, with so much expense of blood and trea-

sure, been for many years unsuccessfully attempting to restore.

I cannot avoid repeating this pointed example of our own in-

consistency. We actually made peace and concluded treaties

with Napoleon Bonaparte when he was acting as a republican

(the very species of government against vvhich we had so long
combated;) and we refused to listen to his most pacific demon-
strations when he became a monarch!* *

This has I confess been a sad digression : but when I call to

mind that last scene of Bonaparte's splendour, I cannot altoge-
ther separate from it the prior portion of his history and that

of Europe. I have mentioned, that about the centre of the

cortege the Emperor and his court appeared. It was the cus-

tom in France for every person of a certain rank to keep a

sort of state-coach gaudily gilded and painted, and, in addition

* Another observation I cannot but make o". this subject As events have
turnec! out, Nnpoleon only sat down on the throne of Fr<^.uce to heep it for the

Bourbons. Had he remained a republican, as when we acknowledged and made
peace with hirn, the names of the whole family of Louis Capet would still have

appeared oi\ the pension list of England.
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to the footmen, a chasseur to mount behind, dressed en grands
toilette, with huge mustaches, immense feathers in his hat,

and a large sabre depending from a broad-laced belt, which

crossed his shoulder: he was generally a muscular, fine-look-

ing man, and always indicated rank and affluence in his mas-

ter. Napoleon liked this state to be preserved by ail his minis-

ters, &.C. He obliged every man in oifice to appear at court

and in public according to the station he held
; and instances

were not wanting where the Emperor, having discovered that

an officer of rank had not pecuniary means to purchase a coach

of ceremony, had made him a present of a very fine one. He

repeatedly paid the debts of several of his marshals and gene-

rals, when he thought their incomes somewhat inadequate ;

and a ease has been mentioned, where a high officer of his

household had not money to purchase jewels for his wife, of

Napoleon ordering a set to be presented to her with an injunc-

tion to wear them at Court.

On this day he commanded the twelve mayors of Paris to

appear in their carriages of ceremony ; and, to do them jus-

tice, they were gilt and caparisoned as finely as time and cir-

cumstances could admit. Bonaparte himself sat alone, in a

state coach with glass all round it: his feathers bowed deeply
over his face, and consequently little more than the lower

parts of it were quite uncovered. Whoever has marked the

countenance of Napoleon must admit it to have been one of

the most expressive ever created. When I say this, I beg to

to be understood as distinguishing it entirely from what is ge-

nerally called an expressive countenance namely, one invo-

luntarily and candidly proclaiming the feelings whereby its

proprietor is actuated: the smile or the look of scorn the

blush, or the tear, serving not unfrequently to communicate

matters which the lips would have kept secret. Though that

species of expressiv^ countenance may be commonly admired,

it is often hicofivenient, and would be perfectly unbefitting a

king, a courtier, a gambler, an ambassador, or, in short, a man
in any station of life which renders it incumbent on him to

keep hi<i corinieyiance. The lov>er portion of Bonaparte's
face (as I have mentioned in speaking of niy first glance at it)

was the finest I think I ever saw, and peculiarly calculated to

set the feelings of others on speculation, without giving any
decided intimation of his own. On the day of the promulga-
tion it occurred to me, and to my family likewise, as we saw

him pass slowly under our windo-vv, that the unparalleled splen-

dour of the scene failed in arousing him from that deep dejec-

tion which had apparently seized him ever since his return to
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Paris, and which doubtless arose from a consciousness of his

critical situation, and the hollow ground whereon he trod.

There was ill-timed languor in his general look : he smiled

not, and took but little notice of any surrounding object. He
appeared in fact loaded w'lih some presentiment, confined how-
ever to himself; for of all possible events, his approaching and

sudden fate was last, 1 believe, in the contemplation of any per-
son amongst that prodigious assembly. I apprehend the in-

telligence of Murat's defeat in Italy had reached him about
that time.

Two marshals rode on each side of Napoleon's coach, and
his three brothers occupied the next : I thought these men all

appeared cheerful ;
at any rate, no evil presentiments were vi-

sible in their countenances. After the Emperor had passed,

my interest diminished. I was absorbed by reflection, and my
mind was painfully diverted to the probable result of the im-

pending contest, which would most likely plunge into a gory
and crowded grave thousands of the gay and sparkling warri-

ors who, full of the principle of life and activity, had that mo-
ment passed before me.

The crowds in the Champ de Mars
;

the firing of the artil-

lery; the spirited bustle of the entire scene
;
and the return of

the same cort'-ge after the Constitution had been proclaimed,
left me in a state of absolute languor every fresh idea sup-

planting its predecessor in my mind
;
and when I returned to

my hotel, it required more than a single bottle of Chateau

Margot to restore the serenity of my over-excited nerves.

The rejoicings which followed the promulgation of the Con-
stitution were in a style of which I had no previous concep-
tion. I have alread}' observed, and every person who has been

much on the continent will bear me out in the remark, that no

people are so very adroit at embellishment as the French. Our

carpenters, paperhangers, &c., know no more about Parisian

embellishments than our plain cooks do of the hundred and

twenty-six modes of dressing a fresh egg, whereof every
French cuisinier is perfectly master.

Many temporary stands had been erected in the Champs
d'Elysee, whence to toss out all species of provisions to the

populace. Hams, tui'keys, sausages, &c. &c. were to be had

in abundance by scrambling for them. Twenty fountains of

wine were set playing into the jars, cups, and pails of all who
choose to adventure getting near them. A number of tempo-

rary theatres were constructed, and games started throughout
the green. Quadrilles and waltzes were practised every where
around : all species of music singing ;|uggHng in fine, eve-
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ry thing that could stamp the period of the Emperor's depar,->

ture on the minds of the people, were ordered to be put in

requisition ;
and a scene of enjoyment ensued which, notwith-

standing the bustle necessarily attendant, was conducted with
the politeness and decorum of a drawing-room ; with much
more, indeed, than prevails at most of our public assemblies.

No pick-pockets were heard of; no disputes of any description
arose ;

the very lowest orders of the French canaille appear
on such occasions cleanly dressed, and their very nature ren-

ders them polite and courteous to each other. They make
way with respect for any woman, even from a duchess to a

beggar-woman.
Stretching across the whole of the Place Louis Quinze, was

a transparent painting of Napoleon's return from Elba, the

mimic ship being of equal dimensions with the real one. Na-

poleon appeared on the deck, and the entire effect was most

impressive.
The rejoicings concluded with a display of fire-works, a

species of entertainment, by-the-by, wherein I never delight-
ed. It commenced with a flight of five thousand rockets, of
various colours, and was terminated by the ascent of a balloon

loaded with every species of fire-work, which, bursting high
in the air, illuminated with overpowering blaze the whole at-

mosphere. By midnight, all, like an " unsubstantial pa-

geant," had faded, leaving the ill-starred Emperor to pursue
his route to partial victory, final defeat, and ruin.*

One remark in conclusion ; it was really extraordinary to

witness the political apathy wherein the entire population, save

*
I have read with pleasure many parts of "

Napoleon's Second Reign," by-

Mr. Hobhouse. Though I do not coincide with that gentleman in all his views of

the subject, (differing from him in toto as to some,) I admit the justice of a great

portion of his observations, and consider the work, on the whole, as a very cle-

ver performance. In several matters of description and anecdote- he has antici-

pated me ;
and I really think has treated them with as much accuracy, and in a

much more comprehensive manner, than I should, or perhaps could have done.

IMine in fact is but a sketch : his a history. In some matters of fact he appears
to have been imperfectly informed : but they are not errors of a sufficiently im-

portant nature to involve any charge of general inaccuracy. I m.j'self kept an

ample diary of the events of the Hundred Days, (of so much of them at least as

I spent in Paris,) and until the re-entry of Louis ;
and in fact subsequently, though

less regularly. From these documents, I have extracted what I now publish; but

the whole may perhaps hereafter appear in its original shape
I cannot but express my regret that Mr. Hobhouse did not remain in Paris until

after Napoleon's return from Belgium, when there was a far wider and fairer field

presented for the exercise of his pen. I really conceive it wil! be a ioss to litera-

ture if he does not recur to that period (materials cannot be wanting;) take up his

own work where he finished, and continue it until the evacuation of Paris by the

allied forces. The events of that interval are richly worth recording ; and it

would fill up what is, as yet, nearly a blank in the history of Europe.
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the military, was bound. Scarce a single expression or indi-

cation of party feeling escaped in any direction. All seemed
bent on pleasure, and on pleasure alone ; careless whether the

opportunity for its indulgence were afforded them by Napole-
on or Louis by preparations for peace or war by the esta-

blishment of despotism or liberty. They were, I sincerely be-

lieve, absolutely weary of politics, and inclined to view any
suggestion of that nature with emotions of bitterness. At all

times, indeed, the Parisians prefer pleasure to serious specula-
tion

;
and the ivisest king of France will ever be that one who

contrives to keep his good citizens "
constantly amused.^^
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LAST DAYS OF THE IMPERIAL GOVERNMENT.

Rejoicings on Napoleon's victory over Blucher and surprise of Lord Wellington
Bulletin issued at St. Cloud Budget of neves communicated by a French

cockney Author's alarm on account of his family Proposes quitting Paris

Inforiftation of Henry Thevenot : confirmed at Lafitte's Napoleon's return

from Waterloo The author's sources of intelligence His visits to the Cham-

ber of Deputies Garat, Minister of Justice at the period of Louis's decapita-

tion The Rousseau MSS. and their peculiar utility to the author Fouche's

treachery Vaci'lating plan to inform Napoleon thereof, through Count Thi--

baudeau Observations on the vicissitudes and pohtical extinction of Bona-

parte.

The Emperor having left Paris to take command of the

army in Belgium, the gai'rison left in that city was necessarily

very inconsiderable. It was the universal belief, that the allies

would be surprised by a simultaneous attack, and the event
warranted this supposition. The result was a double defeat

of Blucher
;
the separation of the Prussian and British armies;

the retreat of Lord Wellington upon Brussels
;
the march of

Grouchy upon that city ; and the advance of Napoleon. The

impatience of the Parisians for news may be easily conceived ;

nor were they kept long in suspense. Meanwhile, there ran

through the whole mass of society a suspicion that treachery
was on foot, but nobody could guess in what shape it would

explode. The assassination of Napoleon was certainly regard-
ed as a thing in contemplation, and the disaffectation of sundry

general officers publicly discussed at the Palais Royal ;
but no

names were mentioned except Fouche's.

On Sunday, the 18th of June, at day-break, I was roused by
the noise of artillery. I rose and instantly sallied out to in-

quire the cause : nobody could at the moment inform me ; but

it was soon announced that it was public rejoicings on account

of a great victory gained by Napoleon over the Prussians,
commanded by Blucher, and the English, by the Duke of

Wellington : that the allies had been partly surprised, and
were in rapid retreat, followed by the Emperor and flanked

by Grouchy : that a lancer had arrived as courtier, and given
many details one of which was that our light dragoons, un-

der Lord Anglesea, had been completely destroyed.
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I immediately determined to quit Paris for the day. It was

Sunday: every body was a-foot, the drums were beating in all

directions, and it was impossible to say how the canaille

might, in exultation at the victory, be disposed to act by the

English in Paris. We therefore set out early and breakfasted

at St. Cloud : the report of the victory had reached that village,
but I perceived no indication of any great feeling on the sub-

ject. We adjourned to Bagatelle, in the very pretty gardens
of which we sauntered about till dinner-time.

This victory did not surprise me ; for vvhen I saw the mag-
nificent array of troops on the occasion of the Promulgation,
I had adopted the unmilitary idea that they must be invinci-

ble. As yet we had heard no certain particulars: about elevea

o'clock, however, printed bulletins were liberally distributed,

announcing an unexpected attack on the Prussian and English
armies with the purpose of dividing them, which purpose was
stated to be fully accomplished ; the Duke of Brunswick kill-

ed
; the Prince of Orange wounded

;
two Scotch regiments

broken and sabred
;
Lord Wellington in full retreat

;
Biucher's

army absolutely ruined
;
and the Emperor in full march for

Brussels, where the Belgian army would join the French, and
march unitedly for Berlin. The day was rather drizzling : we
took shelter in the grotto, and were there joined by some Pa-

risian shopkeeper and his family, who had come out from the

capital for their recreation. This man told us a hundred inci-

dents, which were circulated in Paris with relation to the bat-

tle. Among other things, it was said, that if the Emperor's
generals did their duty, the campaign might be already consi-

dered over, since every man in France and Belgium would
rise in favour of the Emperor. He told us news had arrived,
that the Austrians were to be neutral, and that the Russians

durst advance no further ; that the King of Prussia would
be dethroned, and that it was generally believed, Lord Wel-

lington would either be dead or in the Castle of Vincennes by
Wednesday morning! This budget of intelligence our inform-

ant comm.unicated himself in a very neutral way, and without

betraying the slightest symptom either of gratification or the

reverse ;
and as it was impossible to doubt-the main point (the

defeat,) I really began to think all was lost, and that it was

high time to consider how we should get out of France forth-

v^ith ; more particularly as the Emperor's absence from Paris

would, by leaving it at the mercy of the populace, render that

city no longer a secure residence for the subjects of a hostile

kingdom. How singular was the fact, that, at the very moment
I was receiving this nev\'Sj at the very instant when I coe-

VoL. ir, 25
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ceived Napoleon again the conqueror of the world, and the

rapidity of his success as only supplementary to the rapidity
of his previous return, and a prelude to fresh achievements

;

that bloody and decisive conflict was actually at its height,
which had been decreed by Rrovidence to terminate Napoleon's

political existence ! What an embarrassing problem to the

mind of a casuist must a speculation be,, as to the probable re-

sults, at this day, of a different dispensation!
Our minds were now made up to quit Paris on the follow-

ing Thursday ; and, as the securest course, to get down to St.

Maloes, and thence to Jersey, or some of the adjacent islands:

and without mentioning our intention, I determined to make

every preparation connected wiih the use of the sauf conduit

which I had procured on my first arrival in Paris. But Fate

decreed it otherwise. Napoleon's destiny had been meantime

decided, and my flight became unnessary.
On returning t'- Paris, we found every thing quiet. On that

very Sunday night, my servant, the Henry Thevenot, told

ine that he liad heard the French had got entangled in a forest,

and met a repulse. He said he had been told this at a public
house in Rue Mont Blanc.

I feared the man: I suspected him to be on the espionnage
establishment, and therefore told him to say no more to me about

the war, and that I wished much to be in England.
About nine on Thursday morning, as soon as I rose, Theve-

not again informed me, with a countenance which gave no

indication of his oun sentiments, that the French were totally

defeated, that the Emperor had returned to Paris, and that the

English were in full march to the capital.

i always dreaded lest the language of my servant might be

in some way implicate me, and I now chid him for telling me so

great a falsehood.
'^ It is true," returned he.

Still I could not believe it ; and I gave him notice, on the

spot, to quit my service. He received this intimation with

much seeming indifference, and his whole deportment impress-
ed me with suspicion. I went immediately, therefore, to

Messrs. Lafitte, my bankers, and the first person I saw was

my friend, Mr. Phillips, very busily employed at his desk in

the outside room.
" Do you know, Phillips," said I,

'' that I have been oblig-
ed to turn off my servant for spreading a report that the French
are beaten and the Emperor returned ?"

Phillips, without withdrawing his eyes from what he was

engaged on, calmly and concisely replied,
'< It is true enough."
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I was particularly made known to Garat, who had been minis-

ter of justice at the time Louis XVI. was beheaded, and had

read to him his sentence and conducted him to the scaffold.

Although he had not voted for the king's death, he durst not

refuse to execute his official functions
;

his attendance there-

fore could not be considered as voluntary. He was at this

time a member of the Deputies. His person would well an-

swer the idea of a small, slight, sharp-looking, lame tailor ;

but his conversation was acute, rational, and temperate. He

regarded Napoleon as lost beyond all redemption ; nor did he

express any great regret hereat, seeming to me a man of much
mental reservation. I suspect he had been too much of a ge-
nuine republican, and of too democratic and liberal a policy,

ever to have been any great admirer even of the most splen-
did of iraperators. I think he was sent out of Paris on the

king's restoration.

My friend having introduced me to the librarian of the

Chamber of Deputies, I was suffered to sit in the ante-room,
or library, whenever I chose, and had consequently a full op-

portunity of seeing the ingress and egress of the deputies, who

frequently formed small groups in the ante-room, and entered

into earnest although brief conferences. My ready access to

the gallery of the House itself enabled me likewise to know
the successive objects of their anxious solicitude.

The librarian was particularly obliging, and suffered me to

see and examine many of the most curious old documents.

But the original manuscript of Rousseau's "
Confessions," and

of his "
Eloisa," produced me a real treat. His writmg is as

legible as print: the "Eloisa," a work of mere fancy, with-

out one obliteration ;
whilst the *'

Confessions," which the au-

thor put forth as matter of fact, are, oddly enough, full of al-

terations in every page.
When I wished for an hour of close observation, I used to

draw my chair to a window, get Rousseau into my hand, and,
whilst apparentl}"^ rivetted on his *'

Confessions," watch from

the corner of my eye the earnest gesticulation and ever-vary-

ing countenances of some agitated group of deputies : many of

them, as they passed by, cast a glance on the object of my at-

tention, of which I took care that they should always have a

complete view.

Observing one day a very unusual degree of excitement

amongst the members in the Chamber, and perceiving the sally

of the groups into the library to be more frequent and earnest

than ordinary, I conceived that something very mysterious
was in agitation. I mentioned my suspicions to a well-in-
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formed friend : he nodded assent, but was too wise or too tim-

orous to give any opinion on so ticklish a subject. I well

knew that Napoleon had been betrayed, because I had learned

from an authentic source that secret despatches had been actu-

ally sent by Fouche to the allies, and that the embassy to the

Emperor of Russia, from M. Lafitte, &c. had been some hours

anticipated and counteracted by the chief commissioner of go-
vernment.

It was clear to every body that Napoleon had lost his forti-

tude : in fact, to judge by his conduct, he seemed so feeble and

irresolute that he had ceased to be formidable, and it occurred to

me that some sudden and strong step was in the contemplation
of his true friends, to raise his energies once more, and stimu-

late him to resistance. I was led to think so, particularly, by
hearing some of his warmest partisans publickly declare that,

if he had not lost all feeling both for himself and France, he

should take the alternative of either reigning again or dying in

the centre of his still-devoted army.
The next day confirmed my surmises. I discovered that a

letter had been written without signature, addressed to Count

Thibaudeau, but not yet sent, disclosing to him, in detail and
with proofs, the treachery of Fouche, &c. and advising the

Emperor instantly to arrest the traitors, unfold the treason to

the chambers then put himself at the head of his guards, re-

assemble the army at Yilette, and, before the allies could unite,

make one effort more to save France from subjugation. This

was, I heard, the purport of the letter
;
and I also learned the

mode and hour determined on to carry it to Count Thibaudeau.

It was to be slipped into the letter-box in the ante-room of the

Chamber, which was used, as I have already mentioned, as a

library. I was determined to ascertain the fact
; and, seated

in one of the windows, turning over the leaves and copying

passages out of my favourite manuscripts, I could see plainly
where the letter-box was placeijjjfcnd kept it constantly in my
eye. The crowd was always considerable ; groups were con-

versing ;
notes and letters were every moment put into the box

for delivery; but I did not see the person who had been descri-

bed to me as about to give Count Thibaudeau the information.

At length, however, 1 saw him warily approach the box : he

was obviously agitated so much so indeed, that far from

avoiding^ his palpable timidity would have excited observa-

tion. He had the note in his hand : he looked around him,

put his hand toward the box, withdrew it, changed colour,

made a second effort and his resolution again faltering, walk-

ed away without effecting his purpose. I afterwards learned
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that the letter had been destroyed, and that Count Thibaudeau

received no intimation till too late.

This was an incident frau<;ht with portentous results : had

that note been dropped, as intended, into the box, the fate of

Europe might have remained long undecided
; Fouche, the

most eminent of traitors, would surely have met his due re-

ward ; Bonaparte would have put himself at the head of the

army assembling at Vileite numeious, enthusiastic, and des-

perate. Neither the Austrian nor ttie Russian armies were

within reach of Paris ;
whilst that of the French would, I be-

lieve, in point of numbers, have exceeded the English and

Prussian united force: and it is more than probable, that the

most exterminating battle which ever took place between two

great armies, would have been fought next day in the suburbs,

or perhaps in the Boulevards of Paris.

Very different indeed were the consequences of that sup-

pression. The evil genius of Napoleon pressed down the

balance ;
and instead of any chance of remounting his throne,

he forfeited both his lofty character and his life ; and Fouche,

dreading the risk of detection, devised a plan to get the Em-

peror clear out of France, and put him at least into the power
of the British government.

This last occurrence marked finally the destiny of Napoleon.
Fortune had not or\\y forsaken, but she 7nockedh\vn\ She

tossed about, and played with, before she destroyed her victim

one moment giving him hopes which only rendered despair
more terrible the next. After what I saw of his downfall, no

public event, no revolution, can ever exite in my mind one

moment of surprise. I have seen, and deeply feel, that we are

daily deceived in our views of every thing and every body.

Bonaparte's last days of power were certainly full of tre-

mendous vicissitudes: on one elated by a great victory on

the next overwhelmed by a fatal overthrow. Hurled from a

lofty throne into the deepe^ profundity of misfortune ; be-

reft of his wife and only child ; persecuted by his enemies ;

abandoned by his friends ; betrayed by his ministers ; hum-

bled, depressed, paralyzed ;
his proud heart died within him j

his great spirit was quenched ; and, after a grievous struggle.

Despair became his conqueror, and Napoleon Bonaparte dege-
nerated into an ordinary mortal.
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DETENTION AT VILETTE.

Negotiation between the provisional government of Paris and the Allies Col.

Macirone's mission The author crosses the barrier of the French army, misses

the colonel, and is detained on suspicion Led before Marshal Davoust,
Prince d'Eckmuhl and Commander-in-Chief of the forces at Vilette The mar-

shal's haughty demeanour, and the imprecations of the soldiery A friend in

need: or, one good turn deserves another Remarks of a French officer on the

battle of Waterloo Account of the physical and moral strength and disposi-

tion of the army at Vilette Return of the parlenientaires Awkward mis-

take of one of the sentries Liberation of the author Marshal Davoust's ex-

pressions to the negotiators.

In the moiith of July, 1815, there was a frequent intercourss

o^ parlementaires between the commissioners of the French

government and the allies, Davoust, Prince d'Eckmuhl, com-
manded the French army assembled at Vilette and about the

Canal d'Ourk, a neic^hbourhood where many thousand Rus-
sians had fallen in the battle of the preceding summer. I had
the greatest anxiety to see the French army; and Col. Maci-
roue being sent out with one of Fouche's despatches to the

Duke of Wellington, I felt no apprehension, being duly arm-
ed with my saitf conduit, and thought I would take that op-

portunity of passing the Barrier de Roule, and strolling about

until Macirone's carriage should come up. It, however, by
some mischance, drove rapidly by me, and I was consequently
left in rather an awkward situation.

I did not remain long in suspense, being stopped by two of-

ficers, who questioned me somewhat tartly as to my presump-
tion in passing the centuries, '*who," said they,

*' must have
mistaken you for one of the Commissaries' attendants." I

produced my passport, which stood me in no further advan-

tage than to ensure a very civil arrest. I was directly taken
to the quarters of Marshal Davoust, who was at the time break-

fasting on grapes and bread in a very good hotel by the side

of the canal. He showed at first a sort of austere indifference

that was extremely disagreeable to me: but on my telling him
who I was, and every thing relating to the transaction, the mani-
festation of my candour struck him so forcibly, that he said I

was at liberty to walk about, but not to repass the lines till the

return of the parlcmcntaireSj and further inquiry made about
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me. I was not altogether at my ease : the Prince was now
very polite, but I knew nobody, and was undoubtedly a suspi-
cious person. However, I was civilly treated by the officers

who met me, and on the contrary received many half-English
curses from several soldiers who, I suppose, had been prisoners
in England. I was extremely hungry and much fatigued, and

kept on the bank of the canal, as completely out of the way of

the military as I could.

I was at length thus accosted in my own language by an eld-

erly officer:

"
Sir," said he,

'' I think I have seen you in England?"
*'I have not the honour to recollect having met you, Sir,"

replied I.

" I shall not readily forget it," rejoined the French officer:
*' do you remember being, about two years since, in the town
of Odiham ?"

"
Very well," said I.

" You recollect some French officers who were prisoners
there ?"

These words at once brought the circumstance to my mind,
and I answered, *' I do now recollect seeing yon, perfectly.'*
" Yes," said my interlocutor,

" I was one of the three fo-

reigners who were pelted with mud by the gar^ons in the

streets of Odiham; and do you remember striking one of the

arg.nns who followed us, for their conduct ?"
*< I do not forget it."
*' Come with me. Sir," pursued he, "and we'll talk it over

in another place."
The fact had been as he represented. A few French offi-

cers, prisoners at Odiham, were sometimes roughly treated by
the mob. Passing by chance one day with Lady Earrington
through the streets of that town, I saw a great number of boys
following, hooting and hissing the French officers. I struck
two or three of these idle dogs with my cane, and rapped at

the constable's door, who immediately came out and put them
to flight, interfering, however, rather reluctantl}' on the part
of what he called the "d d French foreigners.'^ I express-
ed and felt great indignation; the officers thanked me warmly,
and I believe were shortly after removed to Oswestry."
My friend told me that his two comrades at Odiham were

killed the one at Waterloo, and the other by a wagon passing
over him at Charleroi, on the 16th of June; and that scarcely
an officer who had been prisoner at his first depot at Oswestry
had survived the last engagements. He gave me in his room
at Vilette wine, bread, and grapes, with dried sausages wel!

Vol. ir, '26
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seasoned with garlick, and a ^]ass of eau-de-vie. I was hiojhly

pleased at this rencontre. M}'^ companion was a most intelli-

e;ent per^son, and communicative to the utmost extent of my
curiosity. His narrative of many of ihe events of the battles

of the 16th and 18th ult. was most interestins;, and carried with

it every mark of candour. Tiie minutes rolled awaj' speedily
in his company, and seemed to me indeed far too fleetina;.

He had not been wounded, though in the heat of both en-

sjagements. He attributed the loss of the battle to three cau-

ses: the wanton expenditure of the cavalry; the negligent
uncovering of the right wing by Grouchy; and the impetuo-

sity of Napoleon, in ordering the last attack by the Old Guard,

which he should have postponed till next day. He said he had
no doubt that the Belgian troops would all have left the field

before morning. He had been engaged on the left, and did

not see the Prussian attack; but said, that it had the effect of

consolidating all the different corps of the French ^rmy.
He told me that Napoleon was forced off the field by the ir-

resistible crowds which the advance of the English cavalry
had driven into disorder, whilst there was not a possibility of

rallying a single squadron of their own. His episodes respect-

ing the occurrences of that day were most affecting, and I be-

lieve true.

In this agreeable society, my spirits mounted again, and I

soon acquired courage sufficient to express my great anxiety to

see the army, adding, that I durst not go alone. My friend

immediately took me under his arm, and walked with me
through the whole lines, introducing me to several of his com-

rades, and acting throughout in the kindest and most gentle-

manly manner. This was precisely the opportunity I had so

long wished for of viewing the French troops, which were
then full of impetuosity and confidence, and eager for battle.

Neither the Russians nor Austrians had reached Paris, and it

was supposed Davoust would anticipate the attack of the oth-

er allies, who only waited for the junction of these powers and
their heavy artillery to recommence operations. The scene

was so new to me_, so impressive, and so important, that it was

only on my return home my mind got steady enough to orga-
nize its ideas, and permit me to take coherent notes of what
I had witnessed.

The battle of Waterloo was understood to have dispersed so

entirely the French army, that powerful and glorious display
of heroes and of arms which a very few days previously had

passed before my eyes, that scarcely ten men (except Grou-

chy's division) returned in one body to Paris; and those who
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did return were in such a state of wretchedness and depression,
that I took for granted the spirit of the French army had been

exihignished their battailions never to be rallied their cour-

age thoroughly cooled! I considered that the assembly at Vi-

Jette could not be numerous, and was more calculated to make
a show for better terms than to resist the conquerors. How
great then must have been my astonishment when the even-

ing parade turned out, as the officers informed me, above sixty-

five thousand infantry, which, with artillery and cavalry,
reached together near 80,000 men. I thought several qf the

privates had drunk rather too much: but whether sober or not,

they seemed to be all in a state of wild, enthusiastic excite-

ment little removed from insubordination, but directly tend-

ing to hostility and battle. Whole companies cried aloud, as

the superior officers passed by them,
"= Mori General li Pai-

taqiie! l^ennemi! I'eimemi! allons! allonsP'' others shout-

ed '^ Nous sommes trahis! trahison! truhison! a la bataille!

a la bataille P^ Crowds of them, as if by instinct or for past-

time, would rush voluntarily together, and in a moment form

a long column, then disperse and execute some other manoeu-

vre ; whilst others, dispersed in groups, sang in loud chorus

sundry war songs, wherein les Frusses and les ^^nglais were
the general theme.

I had no conception how it was possible that, in a few days
after such a total dispersion of the French army, another could

be so rapidly collected, and which, though somewhat less nu-

merous, the officer told me evinced double the enthusiasm of

those who had formed the defeated corps. They had now it

is true the stimulus of that defeat to urge them desperately on
to retrieve that military glory which had been so awfully ob-

scured ; their artillery was most abundant ; and we must never

forget that the French soldier is always better informed, and

possessed of more morale than our own. In truth, I really
do believe there was scarcely a man in that army at Vilette

who would willingly have quitted the field of battle alive, un-

less victorious.

Though their tumultuous excitement certainly at this time
bore the appearance of insubordination, my conductor assured

me, I was mistaken in forming such a judgment: he admitted

that they durst not check that exuberant zeal on the instant
;

but added, that when the period arrived to form them for bat-

tle, not a voice would be heard not a limb move, till the at-

tack commenced, except by order of their leaders ; and that if

the traitors in Paris suffered them once more to try theiribr-
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tune, he did not think there was an individual in that army
who entertained a doubt of the result.

In the production of this confidence, party spirit doubtless

was mixed up: but no impartial observer could deny, that, if

the troops at Vilette had been heartily joined by forty thou-

sand of the national ;uards and country volunteers then within
the walls of Paris, the consequence would have been at least

extremely problematical.
The day passed on, and I still strolled about with my polite

conductor, whom I be^cged to remain with me. He was not
an officer of high rank : I believe a captain of the eighty-first

infantry tall, very thin, gentlemanly, and had seen long ser-

vice.

From this crowd of infuriated soldiers, he led me farther to

the left, whither a part of the Old Guard, who had been I be-

lieve quartered at Mont-martie, had for some cause or other

been that evening removed. I had, as the reader will perhaps
recollect, a previous opportunity of admiring that unrivalled

body of veteran warriors
;
and their appearance this evening

interested me beyond measure. Every man looked like an

Ajax, exhibiting a firmness of step and of gesture at once for-

midable and even graceful. At the same time, I fancied that

there vvas a cast of melancholy over their bronzed counte-

nances. When I compare what I that day witnessed to the

boyish, ordinary-looking corps now generally composing the

guardians of that once military nation, I can scarcely avoid

sighing whilst I exclaim tempora niiitantur!

I grew, however, at length impatient ; evening was closing,

and, if detained, I must I suppose have bivouacked. To be

sure, the weather was so fine that it would have been of no

great consequence : still my situation was disagreeable, and the

rnore so, as my famil)'^, being quite ignorant of it, must neces-

sarily feel uneasy. I was therefore becoming silent and ab-

stracted, (and my friend had no kind of interest to get me
released,) when two carriages appeared driving towards the

barrier where we stood. A shot was fired by the advanced

sentry at one of them, which immediately stopped. A party
was sent out, and the carriage entered

; there were two gen-
tlemen in it, one of whom had received the ball, I believe, in

his shoulder. A surgeon instantly attended, and they proceed-
ed within the lines. They proved to be two of the parleme?!-
iaires who had gone cut with despatches. The wound vvas

not niortal ;
and its infliction arose from a mistaken construc-

tion, on the part of the sentinel, of his orders.
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The other carriage (in which was Col. Macirone) drove on
\vithout stopping at the head-quarters of Davoust. My kind

companion said he would now go and try to get me dismissed :

he did so, and procured an order for my departure, on sign-

ing my name, address, and occupation, and the name of some

person who. knew me in Paris. I mentioned Mr. Phillips, of

Lafitt's, and was then suffered to depart. It will be imagined
that I was not dilatory in walking home, where, of course, I

was received as a lost sheep, no member of my family hav-

ing the slightest idea whither I had gone.
The officer, as he accompanied me to the barrier, described

to me the interview between the parlementaires and Davoust.

They had, it seems, made progress in the negotiation, very
much against the Marshal's inclinations. He was confident of

victory, and expressed himself, with great warmth, in the fol-

lowing emphatic words: "Begone! and tell your employer,
Fouche, that the prince of Eckmuhl will defend Paris till its

flames set this handkerchief on fire!" waving one as he spoke.
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PROJECTED ESCAPE OF NAPOUEON.

Attack on the bridge of Charenton by the Russians Fouche's arrangements for

the defence of Paris Bonaparte's retirement to Malmaison His want of moral

courage Comparison between Napoleon and Frederick the Great Extraordi-

nary resolution of the Ex-Emperor to repair to London Preparations for his

undertaking the journey as secretary to Dr. Marshall The scheme abandoned

from dread of treachery on the road to the coast Termination of the author's

intercourse with Dr. Marshall and the cause thereof Remuneration of Col.

Macirone by the arch-traitor, Fouche.

It was the received opinion that the allies would form a

blockade rather than venture an assault on Paris. The numer-

ical strength and morale of the French army at Vilette the

reader has already seen. The English army was within view

of, and occupied St. Denis
;
the Prussians were on the side of

Sevres ;
and the Russians were expected in the direction of

Charenton, along the Marne. That Paris might have been ta-

ken by storm is possible ; but if the French army had been

augmented by one-half of the national guard, the effort would

surely have been most sanguinary, and the result most doubt-

ful. Had the streets been intersected, mines sunk, the bridges

broken down, and the populace armed as well as circumstances

would permit (the heights being at the same time duly defend-

ed,) though I am not a military man, and therefore very liable

to error on such a subject, I have little doubt, instead of mere

negotiation, it would have cost the allies more than one half of

their forces before they had arrived in the centre of the French

metropolis. The defence of Saragossa by Palafox (though but

a chieftain of Guerilla) proved the possibility of defending an

open town against a valorous enemy.
I was breakfasting in Dr. Marshall's garden when we heard

a heavy firing commence : it proceeded from Charenton, about

three miles from Paris, where the Russian advanced-guard had

attacked the bridge, which had not Ipen broken up, although
it was one of the leading avenues to the Castle of Vincennes.

Fouche indeed had contrived to weaken this post effectually,

so that the defence there could not be long protracted ;
and he

had also ordered ten thousand stand of arms to be taken secret-
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]y out of Paris and lodged in the Castle of Vincennes, to pre-
vent the Parisians from arming.
The discharges continuing in occasional volleys, like a sort

of running fire, I was most anxious to go to some spot which
would command that part of the country ;

but the Doctor dis-

suaded me, saying it could not be a severe or lengthened strug-

gle, as Fouche had taken care of that matter. I led him gra-

dually into conversation on the business, and he made known
to me, though equivocally, much more than I had ever sus-

pected. Every despatch, every negotiation, every step which
it was supposed by such among the French as had their coun-

try's honour and character at heart, might operate to prevent
the allies from approaching Paris after the second abdication,
had been either accompanied by counter-applications, or de-
feated by secret instructions from Fouche.
While mock negotiations were thus carrying on at a distance,

and before the English army had reached St. Denis, Bonaparte
was already at Malmaison. It had become quite clear that he
was a lost man ;

and this most celebrated of all soldiers on re-

cord proved by his conduct, at that crisis, the distinction be-

tween animal and mental courage ;
the first is an instinctive

quality, enjoyed by us in common with many of the brute cre-

ation ;
the latter is the attribute of man alone. The first, Na-

poleon eminently possessed ;
in the latter he was certainly de-

fective. Frederick the Great, in mental courage, was altogether

superior to Napoleon. He could fight and fly, and rally and fight

again ;
his spirit never gave in

;
his perseverance never flag-

ged : he seemed, in fact, insusceptible of despondency, and
was even greater in defeat than in victory: he never quitted
his army whilst a troop could be rallied

;
and the seven years'

war proved that the king of Prussia was equally illutrious,
whether fugitive or conqueror.

Napoleon reversed those qualities. No warrior that history-
records ever was so great xvhilst successful : his victories were
followed up with the rapidity of lightning ;

in overwhelming
an army, he in fact often subdued a kingdom, and profited
more by each triumph than any general that had preceded him.
But he could not stand up under defeat!

The several plans for Napoleon's escape, I heard as they
were successively formed : such of them as had an appearance
of plausibility, Fouche found means to counteract. It wotild

not be amusing to relate the various devices which were sug-

gested for this purpose. Napoleon was meanwhile almost pas-
sive and wrapped in apathy. He clung to existence with even
a mean tenacity; and it is difficult to imagine but that his in-
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tellect must have suffered before he was led to endure a life of

ignominious exile.

At Doctor Marshall's hotel one morning, I remarked his

travelling carriage as if put in preparation for a journey, hav-

ing candles in the lamps, &c. A smith had been examining
it, and the servants were all in motion. I suspected some
movement of consequence, but could not surmise what. The
Doctor did not appear to think that I had observed these pre-

parations.
On a sudden, whilst walking in the garden, I turned short

on him.
" Doctor," said I, at a venture,

"
you are going on an im-

portant journey to-night."
<< How do you know ?" said he, thrown off his guard by

the abruptness of my remark.

"Well!" continued I, smiling, "I wish you well out of
UP'

Gut of what ?" exclaimed he, recovering his self-posses-

sion, and sounding me in his turn.
" Oh, no matter, no matter," said I, with a significant nod,

as if I was already acquainted with his proceedings.
This bait took in some degree ;

and after a good deal of fen-

cing, (knowing that he could fully depend on my secrecy,) the

Doctor led me into his study, where he said he would commu-
nicate to me a very interesting and important matter. He then

unlocked his desk, and produced an especial passport for him-

self and his secretary to Havre de Grace, thence to embark for

England ;
and he showed me a vety large and also a smaller

bag of gold, which he was about to take with him.

He proceeded to inform me, that it was determined Napole-
on should go to England ;

that he had himself agreed to it ;

and that he was to travel in Dr. Marshall's carriage, as his se-

cretary, under the above-mentioned passport. It was arranged

that, at twelve o'clock that night, the Emperor with the Queen
(5f Holland were to be at Marshall's house, and to set off thence

immediately; that on arriving in England he was forthwith to

repair to London, preceded by a letter to the Prince Regent,

stating that he threw himself on the protection and generosity
of the British nation and required permission to reside therein

as a private individual.

The thing seemed to me too romantic to be serious : and the

Doctor could not avoid perceiving my incredulit)^ He how-

ever enjoined me to secrecy, which by-the-by was unnecessa-

ry: I mentioned the circumstance, and should have mentioned

it, only to one member of my family, whom 1 knew to. be as
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cautious as mjself. But I determined to ascertain the fact
; and

before twelve o'clock at night repaired to the Rue Pigale, and
stood up underneath a door somewhat further on the opposite
side of the street to Dr. IVIarshall's house.

A strong light shone through the curtains of the first floor

windows, and lights were also moving about in the upper sto-

ry. The court meantime was quite dark, and the indications

altogether bespoke that something extraordinary was going for-

ward in the house. Every moment I expected to see Napole-
on come to the gate. He came not : but about half after

twelve, an elderly officer buttoned up in a blue surtout rode up
to the porte-cochere^ which, on his ringing, was instantly

opened. He went in, and after remaining about twenty mi-

nutes, came out on horseback as before, and went down the

street. I thought he might have been a precursor, and still

kept my ground until, some time after, the light in the first

floor was extinguished ;
and thence inferring what subsequent-

ly proved to be the real state of the case, I returned home-
wards disappointed.
Next day Dr. Marshall told me that Napoleon had been dis-

suaded from venturing to Havre de Grace he believed by the

Queen of Holland : some idea had occurred either to him or

her that he might not be fairly dealt with on the road. I

own the same suspicion had struck me when I first heard of the

plot, though I was far from implicating the Doctor in any pro-

ceeding of a decidedly treacherous nature. The incident was

however, in all its bearings, an extraordinary one.

My intimacy with Doctor Marshall at length ceased, and ia

a manner very disagreeable. I liked the man, and I do not

wish to hurt his feelings ;
but certain mysterious imputations

thrown out by his lady terminated our connexion.

A person with whom I was extremely intimate happened to

be in my drawing-room one day when Mrs. Marshall called.

I observed nothing of a particular character except that Mrs.
Marshall went suddenly away; and as I handed her into her

carriage, she said,
" You pi'omised to dine with us to-morrow,

and I requested you to bring any friend you liket! : but do not

let it be that fellow I have just seen ;
I have taken a great

dislike to his countenance!" No further observation was made,
and the lady departed.
On the next morning I received a note from Mrs. Marshall',

stating that she had reason to know, some malicious person had

represented me as being acquainted with certain affairs very
material for the government to understand and as having pa-

pers in my possession which might be reqiiired from me by the

Vol. II. 27
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minister Fouche ; advising me therefore to leave town for

awhile, sooner than be troubled respecting business so disa-

greeable ;
and adding that, in the meantime, Colonel Macirone

would endeavour to find out the facts, and apprize me of them.

I never was more surpiised in my life, than at the receipt of

this letter. I had never meddled at all in French politics, save

to hear and see all T could, and say nothing, I neither held

nor had held any political paper whatever
;
and I therefore im-

mediately went to Sir Charles Stuart, our ambassador, made

my complaints, and requested his Excellency's personal inter-

ference. To my surprise. Sir Charles in reply asked me, how
I could chance to know such a person as Macirone? I did not

feel pleased at this, and answered somewhat tartly,
" Because

both the English and French governments, and his Excellency
to boot, had not only intercourse with, but had employed Ma-
cirone both in Italy and Paris ;

and that I knew him to be at

that moment in communication with persons of the highest re-

spectability in both countries.

Sir Charles then wrote a note to Fouche, informing him who
I was, &c. &c. and I finally discovered it was all a scheme of

Mrs. Marshall for a purpose of her own. This led me to other

investigations ;
and the result was, that further communication

with Dr. Marshall on my part became impossible. I certainly

regretted the circumstance, for he was a gentlemanly and in-

telligent man.
Colonel Macirone himself was soon taught by Fouch^ what

it is to be the tool of a traitor. Although the Colonel might
have owed no allegiance to Napoleon, he owed respect to him-

self ; and having forfeited this to a certain degree, he had the

mortification to find, that the only remuneration which the

arch-apostate was disposed to concede him, was public disgrace
and a dungeon.
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BATTLE OF SEVRES AND ISSy.

Afternoon ramble on the Boulevard Italian Interrupted by the report of artille-

ry Sangfroid of the fair sex Female soldiers The author repairs to a point

commanding the field of battle Scite of the projected palace of the King of

Rome Rapidity of the movements of the French as contrasted with those of

the Prussians Blowing-up of the bridge of St Cloud Visit of the author to

the encampment in the Champ de Mars The wounded soldier.

My anxiety to witness a battle, without being necessarily
a party in it, did not long remain ungratified. Whilst walk-

ing one afternoon on the I3ouIe\'ard Italien, a very heavy firing

of musketry and cannon burst upon my ear. It proceeded from

up the course of the Seine, in the direction of Sevres. 1 knew
at once that a military engagement was going forward, and my
heart bounded at the thought: the sounds appeared to me of all

others the most sublime and tremendous. One moment there

was a rattling of musketry, which appeared nearer or more
distant according to the strength of the gale which wafted its

volleys ; another, the heavy echo of ordnance rolled through
the groves and valley of Sevres, and the village ef Issy ;

again, these seemed surperseded by a separate firing, as of

small bodies of skirmishers
;
and the whole was mingled with

the shouts and hurras of the assailants and assailed. Altoge-
ther, my nerves experienced a sensation different from any
that had preceded it, and alike distinguished both from brave-

ry and fear.

As yet the battle had only reached me by one sense
;

al-

though imagination, it is true, supplied the place of all. Thougk-
my eyes viewed not the field of action, yet the sanguinary
conflict moved before my fancy in most vivid colouring.

I was in company with Mr. Lewines, when the fiisl firing
roused our attention. "^ A treble line" of ladies was seated in

front of Tortoni's, under the lofty arbours of the Boulevard

Italien, enjoying their ices and an early soiree, and attended

by a host of unmilitary chers-amis, who, together with men-
dicant songsters and musicians, were dispersed along that line

of female attraction which "
occupied" one side of the entire

boulevard, and with scarcely any interruption
" stretched
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away" fo llie Porte St. Martin, Strange to say, scarcely a

movement was excited amongst the fair part of the society by
the report of the ordnance and musketry ; not one beauty rose

from her chair, or checked the passage of the refreshing ice to

her pouting lips. I could not choose but be astonished at this

apathy, which was onl}' disturbed by the thunder of a tremend-

ous salvo of artillery, announcing that the affair was becoming
more general.

"M ! sacre Dieu ! ma chere /" said one lovely creature

to another, as they sat at the entrance of Tortoni's :
^^ sacre

Dieu ! qii^est-ce que ce svperbe conp-la V " C^est le canon.,

ma chere P'^ replied her friend :
" la bataille est a la poijite

de commencer.^' ^^ Jihl ouit oui ! c'est bien magnifiqiie!
ecotitez ! ecoutez !'^ *'./?//," returned the other, tasting with

curious deliberation her lemon-ice
;

" cette glace est tres ex-

ceUenteV

Meanwhile, the roar continued. I could stand it no longer ;

I was stung with curiositj', and determined to see the battle.

Being at a very little distance from our hotel, I recommended

Lady Barrington and my family to retire thither, (which ad-

vice they did not take,) and I immediately set off to seek a

good position in the neigbourhood of the fight, which I ima-

gined could not be far distant, as the sounds seemed every mo-
ment to increase in strength. I now perceived a great many
gendarmes singly, and in profound silence, strolling about the

boulevard, and remarking (though without seeming to notice)

every thing and every body.
I had no mode of accounting for the fortitude and indiffer-

ence of so many females, but by supposing that a great propor-
tion of them might have been themselves campaigning with

their husbands or their chers-amis a circumstance that, I was

told, had been by no means uncommon during the wars of the

revolution and of Napoleon.
One lady told me herself, she did not dress for ten years in

the attire of a female: her husband had acted, I believe, as com-

missary general. They are both living and well, to the best of

my knowledge, at this moment, at Boulogne Sur Mer, and the

lady is particularly clever and intelligent.
"
Nothing," said

she to me one day,
"
nothing, sir, can longer appear strange

to me. I really think I have witnessed an example of every

thing in human nature, good or evil!" and from the various

character of the scenes through which she had passed, I be-

lieve her.

A Jew physician living in Rue Richelieu, (a friend of Baron

Rothschild; who had a tolerable telescope, had lent it to me.
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I first endeavoured to gain admission into the pillar in the

Place Vendoine, but was refused. I saw that the roof of

Notre Dame was already crowded ;
and knew not where to

go. I durst not pass a barrier, and I never felt the tortures

of curiosity so strongly upon me! At length I got a cabrio-

let, and desired the man to drive me to any point from whence
I might see the conflict. He accordingly took me to the fur-

ther end of Rue de Bataille, at Chailloit, in the vicinity where-
of was the scite marked out for the palace of the King of Rome.
Here was a green plat, with a few trees; and under one of those

I sat down upon the grass and overlooked distinctly the entire

left of the engagement and the sanguinary combat which was

fought on the slopes, lawn, and about the house and courts of

Bellevue.

Whoever has seen the scite of that intended palace must re-

collect that the view it commands is one of the finest imagin-
able. It had been the hanging gardens of a monastery; the

Seine flows at the foot of the slope, and thence the eye wan-
ders to the Hill of Bellevue and onwards to St. Cloud. The
village of Issy, which commences at the foot of Bellevue,
stretches itself thinly up the banks of the Seine toward Paris

nearly to one of the suburbs leaving just a verdant border
of meadow and garden-ground to edge the waters. Extensive,

undulating hills rise up behind the Hotel de Bellevue, and from
them the first attack had been made upon the Prussians. In
front the Pont de Jena opens the entrance to the Champ de

Mars, terminated by the magnificent gilt dome of the Hotel
des Invalides, with the city of Paris stretching to the left.

It was a tranquil evening: the sun, in all his glory, piercing

through the smoke which mounted from the field of battle, and

illuminating its sombre flakes, likened it to a rich gilded cano-

py moving over the combatants.
The natural ardour of my mind was jjeouliarly stimulated

on this occasion. Never having witnessed before any scene of

a corresponding nature, I could not (and indeed sought not to)

repress a sensation of awe: I felt my breathing short or pro-
tracted as the character of the scene varied. An oW soldier

would no doubt have laughed at the excess of my emotion

particularly as the affair, although sharp, was not of a Very ex-

tensive nature. One observation was forcibly impressed on
me namely, that both the firing and manoeuvring of the

French were a great deal more rapid than those of the Prus-
sians. When a change of position was made, the Prussians
tnarched the French ran; their advance was quicker their

retreat less regular, but their ralh'ing seemed to me most ex-
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traordinary: dispersed detachments of the French reassociated

with the rapidity of lightning, and advanced again as if they
had never separated.
The combats within the palace of Bellevue and the courts

were of course concealed: but if I might judge from the con-

stant firing within the sudden rushes from the house the

storming at the entrance, and the battles on the lawn, there

must have been great carnage. In my simplicity, in fact, I

only wondered how any body could escape.
The battle now extended to the village of Issy, which was

taken and retaken many times. Neither party could keep pos-
session of it scouting in and out as fortune wavered. At

length, probably from the actual exhaustion of the men, the

fire of musketry slackened, but the cannon stilled rolled at in-

intervals around Sevres, and a Prussian shell fell into the cele-

brated manufactory of that place, whilst several cannon-shot

penetrated the handsome hotel which stands on an eminence
above Sevres, and killed fourteen or fifteen Prussian officers,

who were in a group taking refreshment. *

I now began to feel weary of gazing on the boisterous mo-

notony of the fight, which so far as any advantage appeared to

be gained on either side, might be interminable. A man ac-

tually engaged in battle can see but little and think less ; but a

secure and contemplative spectator has opened to him a field

of inexhaustible reflection: and my faculties were fast becom-

ing abstracted from the scene of strife, when a loud and un-

common noise announced some singular event, and once more
exited me. We could not perceive whence it came; but guess-

ed, and truly, that it proceeded from the demolition of the

Bridge of St. Cloud, which the French had blown up. A
considerable number of French troops now appeared with-

drawing from the battle, and passing to our side of the river,

on rafts, just under our feet. We could not tell the cause of

this movement, but it was reported by a man who came into

the field that the English army at St. Denis was seen in mo-

tion, and that some attack on oursideof the city itself might be

expected. I scarcely believed this, yet the retreat of a part of

the French troops tended not to discourage the idea ; and as

the national guards were heard beating to arms in all directions

of the city, I thought it most advisable to return, which I im-

mediately did before the firing had ceased, and in the same

cabriolet.

*
I visiied ihe spot a few dnys subsequently, and found that noble hall, which

had been totally Hned by the finest minors, without one remaining. I *tver

saw such luseless and wanton devastation as had been commited by the Prussians.
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On my return, judge of my astonishment at finding the very
same assemblage in the the very same place on the boulevard
as when I left itj nor did a single being, except my own family,

express the slighest curiosity upon hearing whence I had come.
The English army, as it turned out, did not move. The

firing, after awhile, totally ceased
;

and the French cavalry
(which I did not see engaged) with some infantry marched into

the Champ de Mars, to take up their night's position.

Having thus been gratified by the view of what to my un-
accustomed eyes seemed a great battle, and would, I suppose,
by military men be termed nothing more than a long skirmish,
I met Sir Francis Gold, who proposed that we should walk to

the Champ de Mars, "just," said he, "to see what the fel-

lows are doing after the battle."

To this I peremptorily objected, for reasons which must be

obvious, and which seemed to prohibit any Englishman in his

sober senses from going into such company at such a moment.
*' Never mind," continued Sir Francis, "I love my skin

every bit as well as you do yours; and depend upon it we shall

not meet the slightest molestation. If we go with a lady in

our company, be assured we may walk about and remain in the

place as long as we please. I can speak from experience!"
"Ah, true, true! but where is the lady?" said I.

** I will introdue you to a very charming one of my acquaint-
ance," answered Sir Francis, "and I'll request her to do us

the favour of accompanying us." I now half-reluctantly

agreed; curiosity prevailed as usual, and away we went to the

lodgings of Sir Francis's fair friend.

The lady certainly did not dishonour the epithet Sir Fran-
cis had bestowed on her: she was a young, animated, French

girly^rather pretty, and well dressed; one of those lively
creawbtes who, you would say, always have their " wits about
them. 3Iy friend explained the request he had come to pre-

ferUfndTfeggcd her to make her toilet with all convenient ex

pedition. The lady certainly did not dissent, but her acquies-
cence was followed by a hearty and seemingly uncontrollable

burst of laughter. "Excuse me, gentlemen," exclaimed she;
" but really, I cannot help laughing. I will, with pleasure,
walk with you; but the idea of my playing the escort to two

gallant English chevaliers, both (Tage miir, is too ridiculbus.

However, n' importe! I will endeavour to defend you, though
against a whole army!"
The thing unquestionably did look absurd, and I could not

restrain myself from joining in the laugh. Sir Francis too be-

came infected, and we msde a regular chorus of it, after whicli

the gay Frenchwoman resumed:
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" But surely, Sir Francis, you pay the French a great com-

pliment ;
for you have often told me how you alone used to

put to flight whole troops of rebels in your own country, and

take entire companies with your single hand!"

Champagne was now introduced, and Sir Francis and I hav-

ing each taken a glass or two, at the lady's suggestion, to keep

up our courage, we sallied out in sea'ch of adventures to the

Champ de Mars. The sentinel at the entrance demurred a lit-

tle on our presenting ourselves ; but our fair companion, with

admirable presence of mind, put it to his gallantry not to re-

fuse admittance to a lady; and the polite soldier, with very
o-ood grace, permitted us to pass. Once fairly inside, we
strolled about for above two hours, not only unmolested, but

absolutely unnoticed although I cannot say I felt perfectly at

ease. It is certain that the presence of the female protected us.

The respect paid to women by the French soldiery is apparent
at all their meetings whether for conviviality or service ; and

I have seen as much decorum preserved in an alehouse festivi-

ty at Paris, as at the far-famed Almack's in London.
The scene within the barrier must have appeared curious to

any Englishman. The troops had been about an hour on the

ground after fighting all the evening in the village of Issy: the

cavalry had not engaged, and their horses were picketed. The
soldiers had got in all directions tubs of water, and were wash-

ing; their hands and faces which had been covered with dirt

their mouths being quite blackened by the cartridges. In a

little time every thing was arranged for a merry-making : some
took oflf their coats, to dance the lighter ; the iaands played j

an immense number of women, of all descriptions, had come
to welcome them back

;
and in half-an-hour after we arrived

there, some hundred couples were at the quadrilles and waltzes,

as if nothing had occurred to disturb their tranquillity. |j^t ap-

peared, in fact, as if they had not only totally forgj^ten
what

bad passed that day, but cared not a sous as to what rm^hqpap-
pen the nest.

Old women, with frying-pans strapped before them, were

incessantly frying sliced potatoes, livers, and bacon : we tasted

some of these dainties, and found them really quite savoury.
Some soldiers, who were tired or perhaps slightly hurt, were

sitting in the fosses cooking soup, and together with the ven-

ders of bottled beer, &c. stationed on the elevated banks, gave
the whole a picturesque appeai'ance. I saw a very few men
who had rags tied round their heads ; some who limped a lit-

tle ; and others who had their hands in slings : but nobody
seemed to regard these, or indeed any thing except their own

pleasure.. The wounded had been carried to hospitals, and I
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suppose the dead were left on the ground for the night. The

guards mounted at the Champ dp Mars were all fresh troops.
There were kw circumstances attending that memorable era

which struck me more forcibly than the miserable condition of

those groups of fugitives who continued every hour arriving in

Paris during the few days immediately succeeding their signal
discomfiture at Waterloo. These unfortunate stragglers arrived

in parties of two, three, or four, and in a state of utter de^i-
tution most of them without arms, many without slioes, and
some almost naked. A great proportion of them were wound-
ed and bandaged: they had scarcely rested at all on their return ;

in short, I never beheld such pitiable figures.
One of these unfortunate men struck me forcibly one even-

ing as an object of interest and compassion. He was limping
along the Boulevard Italien : his destination I knew not

; he
looked elderly, but had evidently been one of the finest men I

ever saw, and attached, I rather think, to the Imperial guard.
His shoes were worn out

; his clothes in rags ; scanty hairs

were the only covering of his head
; one arm was bandaged

up with a bloody rag, and slung from his neck by a string ;

his right thigh and leg were also bandaged, and he seemed to

move with pain and difficulty.

Such figures were, it is true, so commor>^during that period,
that nobody paid them much attention : this man, however,
somehow or other, interested me peculiarly. It was said, that

he was going to the Hotel Dieu, where he would be taken

good care of : but I felt greatly for the old warrior ; and cross-

ing the street, put, without saying a word, a dollar into his

yellow and trembling hand.

He stopped, looked at me attentively, then at the dollar ;

and appearing doubtful whether or no he ought to receive it,

said, with an emphatic tone,
" Not for charity .'"

I saw his pride was kindled, and replied,
'* No, my friend,

in respect to your bra ery !" and I was walking away, when I

heard his voice exclaiming,
" Monsieur, Monsieur!" I turn-

ed, and as he hobbled up to me, he surveyed me in silence from
head to foot ; then, looking earnestly in my face, he held out

his hand vvith the dollar: "Excuse me. Monsieur," said he,
in a firm and rather proud tone,

" You are an Englishman,
and I cannot receive bounty from the enemy of my Emperor."
Good God ! thought I, what a man must Napoleon have been!

This incident alone affords a key to all his victOBies.

Vol. ii. 38



jJlS CAPITULA'rrON OF PARIS

CAPITULATION OF PARIS.

Retirement of the army of Vilette behind the Loire Occupation of the French

capital by the allies Thoughts on the disposition of the Bourbon Grovernment

towards Great Britain Conduct of the allies after their possession of Paris

Infringements of the treaty Removal of the works of art from the Louvre

Reflections on the injurious result of that measure to the British student Li'

beral motive operating on the English administration of that period Little in-

terludes got up between the French King and the allies Louis the Eighteenth's

magnanimous letters Threatened destruction of the Po7it de Jena by Marshal

Blucher Heroic resolution of His Most Christian Majesty to perish in the ex-

plosion.

The rapid succession of these extraordinary events bore to

me the character of some optical delusion, and my mind was

settling into a train of reflections on the past and conjectures
as to the future, when Fouche capitulated for Paris, and gave
up France to the discretion of its enemies. In a few hours

after, I saw that enHiusiastic, nay that half-frantic army of Vi-

lette (in the midst of which I had an opportunity of witness-

ing a devotion to its chief which no defeat could diminish,) on

the point of total annihilation, I saw the troops, sad and crest-

fallen, marching out of Paris to consummate, behind the Loire,
the fall of France as a warlike kingdoiTi. With arms still in

their hands, with a great park of artillery, and commanded by
able generals, yet were they constrained to turn their backs on

their metropolis, abandoning it to the "tender mercies" of

the Russian Cossacks, whom they had so often conquered.
I saw likewise that most accomplished of traitors, Fouche,

Duke of Otranto (who had with impu^aity betrayed his pa-
tron and his master,) betraying, in their turn, his awn tools

and instruments signing lists of proscription for the death or

exile of those whose ill fortune or worse principle had render-

ed them his dupes; and thus confirming, in my mind, the scep-
ticism as to men and measures which had long been growing
on me.
The only political point I fancy at present that I can see any

certainty in, is, that the French nation is not mad enough to

hazard lightly a fresh war with England. The highest-flown
ultras even the Jesuits themselves cannot forget that to the

inexha^ustible perseverance of the United Kingdom is mainly
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attributable the present political condition of Europe. The

people of France may not, it is true, owe us much gratitude ;

but, considering that we transmitted both his present and his

late Majesty safely from exile here to their exalted statioa

amongst the potentates of Europe, I do hope, for the honour of

our common nature, that the government of that country
would not willingly turn the weapons which ive put into their

hands against ourselves. If they should, however, it is not

too much to add, bearing in mind what we have successfully

coped with, that their hostility would be as ineffectual as un-

grateful. And here, I cannot abstain from briefly congratula-

ting my fellow-countrymen on the manly and encouraging ex-

position of our national power recently put forth by Mr. Can-

ning in the House of Commons. Let them rest assured, that

it has been felt by every Cabinet iu Europe even to its core.

The Holy Alliance has dwindled into comparative insignifi-

cance ; and Great Britain, under an energetic and liberal-

minded administration, re-assumes that influence to which she

is justly entitled, as one in the first order of European em-

pires.
To return : The conduct of the allies after their occupation

of Paris was undoubtedly strange, to say the least of it
; and #

nothing could be more inconsistent than that of the populace
on the return of King Louis, That Paris was betrayed is cer-

tain ;
and that the article of capitulation which provided that

*' wherever doubts existed, the construction should be in fa-
vour of the Parisians," was not adhered to, is equally so. It

was never in contemplation, for instance, that the capital was

to be rifled of all the monuments of art and antiquity, where-

of she had become possessed by right of conquest. A recla-

mation of the great mortar in St. James's Park, or of the

throne of the King of Ceylon, would have just as much ap-

pearance of fairness as Uiat of Apollo by the Pope, and Verms

by the Grand Duke of Tuscany. What preposterous affecta-

tion of justice was there in employing British engineers to take

down the brazen horses of Alexander the Great, in order that

they may be re-erected in St Mark's Place at Venice, a city

to which the Austrian Emperor has no more equitable a claim

than we have to Vienna! I always was, and still remain to be,

decidedly of opinion that, by giving our aid in emptying the

Louvre, we authorized not only an act of unfairness to the

French, but of impolicy as concerned ourselves ;
since by so

doing, we have removed beyond the reach of the great major-

ity of British artists and students the finest models of sculpture

and of painting this world has procluc^l.
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When this step was first determined on, the Prussians began
with moderation : they rather smuggled awny than openly
Stole, fourteen paintings ;

but no sooner was tliis rifling pur-

pose generally made known, than his Holiness, the Pope, was
all anxiety to have his gods again locked up in the dusty store-

rooms of the Vatican! The Parisians now took fire. They
remonstrated, and protested against this infringement of the

treaty : and a portion of the national guards stoutly declared

that they would defend the Gallery ! But the King loved the

Pope's toe better than all the works of art ever achieved
; and

the German Autocrat beins; also a devoted friend of St. Peter's

(whilst at the same time he lusted after the " brazen images,")
the assenting fiat was

^iven. Wishing, however, to throw the

stigma from the shoulders of Catholic monarchs upon those

of Protestant soldiers, these wily allies determined that, al-

though England was not to share the spoil, she should bear

the trouble
;

and therefore threatened the national guards
with a regiment of Scotchmen which threat produced the

desired effect.

Now it may be said, that the "
right of conquest" is as strong

on one side as on the other, and justifies the reclamation as fully
as it did the original capture of these chef d^ceiivres : to which

plausible argument I oppose two words ; the treaty! the trea-

ty! Besides, if the right of conquest is to decide, then I fear-

lessly advance the claim of Great Britain, who was the princi-

pal agent in winning the prize at Waterloo, and had therefore

surely a right to wear at least some portion of it
;
but who

nevertheless stood by and sanctioned the injustice, although
she had too high a moral sense to participate in it. What
W'ill my fellow-countrymen say, when they hear that the liber-

al motive which served to counterbalance, in the minds of the

British ministry of that day, tne solid advantages resulting
from the retention of the works of art at Paris, was, a jeal-

ousy of suffering the French capital to remain ** the Athens of

Europe!"
The farce played off between the French king and the allies

was supremely ridiculous. The Cossacks bivouacked in the

square of the Carousal before his Majesty's windows ; and
soldiers dried their shirts and trowsers on the iron railings of

the palace. This was a nuisance
;
and for the purpose of abat-

ing it, three pieces of ordnance duly loaded, with a gunner
and ready-lighted match, were stationed day and night upon the

Quay, and pointed directly at his Majesty^s drawing-room^ so

that one salvo would have despatched the Most Christian King
and all his august family to the genuine Champs Elysees.
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This was? carrying the jest rather too far, and every rational

inan in Paris was shaking his sides at so shallow a manoeuvre,

when a new object of derision appeared in shape of a letter

purporting to be written by King Louis, expressing his wish

that he was young and active enough (who would doubt his

wish to grow young again ?) to put himself at the head of

his own army, attack his puissant allies, and cut them all to

pieces for their duplicity to his loving and beloved subjects.

A copy of this letter was given me by a colonel of the na-

tional guards, who said that it was circulated by the highest

authority.

" Lettre du Roi au Prince Talleyrand.

Du 22 Juillet, 1815.

*'La conduite des armees alliees reduira bientot men
peuple a s'armer contre elles, comme on a fait en Espagne.

" Plus jeune, je me mettrais a sa tete : mais, si Page et

mes infirmites m'en empechent, je ne veux pas, au moins, pa-
roitre conniver a. des mesures dont je gemis! je suis resoiu, si

je ne puis les adoucii', a demander asile au roi d'Espagne.
'^Que ceux qui, meme apres la capture de Phomme a qui

ils on declare la guerre, continuent a trailer mon peuple en en-

nemi, et doivent par consequent me regarder comme tel, atten-

tent s'ils le veulenta ma liberte! ils en sont les maitres! j'aime
mieux vivre dans ma prison que de rester ici, temoin passif des

pleurs de mes enfans."

But, to close the scene of his Majesty's gallantry, and anx-

iety to preserve the capitulation entire. After he had permit-
ted the plunder of the Louvre, a report was circulated that
Blucher had determined to send all considerations of the trea-

ty to the D , and with his soldiers to blow up the Pont de
Jena, as the existence of a bridge so named was an insult to
the victorious Prussians! This was, it must be admitted, suffi-

ciently in character with Blucher: but some people were so fa-

stidious as to assert that it was in fact only a clap-trap on be-
half of his Most Christian Majesty; and true it was, that next

day copies of a very dignified and gallant letter from Louis
XVJII, were circulated extensively throughout Paris. The
purport of this royal epistle was not remonstrance: that
would have been merely considered as matter of course : it

demanded, that Marshal Blucher should inform his Majesty of
the precise moment the bridge was to be so blown up, as his

Majesty (having no power of resistance) was determined to go
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in person stand upon the bridge at the time of the explosion,
and mount into the air amidst the stones and mortar of his

beautiful piece of architecture! No doubt it would have been
a sublime termination of so sine cura a reign; and would have
done more to immortalize the Bourbon dynasty than any thing
they seem at present likely to accomplish!
However, Blucher frustrated that gallant achievement, as he

did many others; and declared in reply, that he would not singe
a hair of his Majesty's head for the pleasure of blowing up a

hundred bridges!
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THE CATACOMBS AND PERE LA CHAISE.

The Catacombs of Paris Ineffective nature of the written description of these

as compared with the reahty Author's descent into them His speedy return

Contrast presented by the cemetery of Pere la Chaise Tomb of Abelard

and Heloise An English capitalist's notions of sentiment.

The stupendous catacombs of Paris form perhaps the great-
est curiosity of that capital. I have seen many well-written

descriptions of this magazine of human fragments, yet on ac-

tually visiting it, my sensations of awe, and I may add, of dis-

gust, exceeded my anticipation.
I found myself (after descending to a considerable depth

from the light of day) among winding vaults, where, ranged
on every side, are the trophies of Death's universal conquest.

Myriads of grim, fleshless, grinning visages, seem (even

through their eyeless sockets) to stare at the passing mortals who
have succeeded them, and ready with long knotted fingers to

grasp the living into their own society. On turning away from
these hideous objects, my sight was arrested by innumerable
white scalpless sculls and mouldering limbs of disjointed skele-

tons mingled and misplaced in terrific pyramids ; or, as if in

mockery of nature, framed into mosaics, and piled into walls

and barriers!

There are men of nerve stronge enough 16 endure the con=

templation of such things without shrinking, I participate not

in this apathetic mood. Almost at the first step which I took

between these ghastly ranks in the deep catacomb d'Enfer,

(whereinto I had plunged by a descent of 90 steps,) my spirit

no longer reinained buoyant : it felt subdued and cowed ; my
feet reluctantly advanced through the gloomy mazes

; and at

length a universal thrill of horror crawled along the surface of

my flesh. It would have been to little purpose to protract this

struggle, and ybrce my will to obedience : I therefore, instinc-

tively as it were, made a retrograde movement ;
I ascended

into the world again, and left my less sensitive and wiser

friends to explore at leisure those dreary regions. And never

did the sun appear to me more bright ;
never did I feel his

rays more cheering and genial ;
than as I emerged from the

melancholy catacombs into the open air.
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The visiter of Paris will find it both curious and interesting
to contrast with these another receptacle for the dead the ce-

metery of Pere la Chaise. It is strange that there should exist

amongst the same people, in the same city, and almost in the
same vicinity, ^two Golgothas in their nature so utterly dis-

similar and repugnant from each other.

The soft and beautiful features of landscape which character-

ise P^rela Chaise are scarcely describable : so harmoniously are

they blended together, so sacred does the spot appear to quiet

contemplation and hopeful repose, that it seems almost pro-
fanation to attempt to submit its charms in detail before the

reader's eye. All in fact that I had ever read about it fell, as

in the case of the catacombs, (" alike, but ah, how differ-

ent!") far short of the reality.

I have wandered whole mornings together over its winding
paths and venerable avenues. Here are no **

ninety steps" of

descent to gloom and horror : on the contrary, a gradual as-

cent leads to the cemetery of Pere la Chaise, and to its enchant-

ing summit, on every side shaded by brilliant evergreens. The

straight lofty cypress and spreading cedar uplift themselves

around, and the arbutus exposing all its treasure of deceptive
berries. In lieu of the damp mouldering scent exhaled by
three millions of human skeletons, we are presented with the

fragrant perfume of jessamines and of myrtles of violet-beds

or variegated flower-plats decked out by the ministering hand
of love or duty ;

as if benignant nature had spread her most

splendid carpet to cover, conceal, and render alluring even the

abode of death.

Whichever way we turn, the labours of art combine with
the luxuriance of vegetation to raise in the mind new reflec-

tions : marble, in all its varieties of shade^and grain, is wrought
by the hand of man into numerous bewitching shapes ; whilst

one of the most brilliant and cheerful cities in the universe

seems to lie, with its wooded boulevards, gilded domes, pala-

ces, gardens, and glittciing waters, just beneath our feet. One

sepulchre, alone, of a decidedly mournful character, attracted

my notice : a large and 'solid mausoleum, buried amidst

gloomy yews and low drooping willows
;
and this looked only

like a patch on the face of loveliness. Pere la Chaise presents
a solitary instance of the abode of the dead ever interesting me
in an agreeable way.

I will not remark on the well known tomb of Abelard and
Eloisa : a hunureu pens have anticipated me m most of the ob-

servations I should be inclined to make respecting that celebra=

ted counle. The most obvious circumstance in tlieir '^sad
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whose name was probably selected at random by the iiurse of

a foundling hospital.
But as there is, I believe, no great mob of persons bearing

my name in existence, and as it is pretty well known to ha

rather old, I fancied I would pay a visit to our Irish herald-at-

arms, to find out, if possible, from what country I originally

sprang. After having consulted every thing he had to con-

sult, this worthy functionary only brought me back to Queen
Elizabeth, which was doing nothing, as it was that virgin
monarch who had made the first territorial grant to my family
in Ireland, with liberty to return two members to every future

parliament, which they actually did down to my father's time.

The Irish herald most honourably assured me what he could

not carry me one inch farther, and so (having painted a most
beautiful pedigree,) he recommended me to the English her-

ald-at-arms, who, he had no doubt, could take up the thread,
and unravel it to my satisfaction.

I accordingly took the first opportunity of consulting this

fresh oracle, whose minister having politely heard my case,

transferred it to writing screwed up his lips and looked

steadfastly at the cealing for some five minutes : he then began
to reckon centuries on his fingers, took down several large
books full of emblazonments, nodded his head, and at last,

cleverly and scientifically taking me up from the times of

Queen Elizabeth, where I had been abruptly dropped by my
fellow-countrymen, delivered me, in less than a fortnight, as

handsome a genealogical tree as could be reasonably desired :

on this I triumphantly ascended to the reign of William the

Conqueror, and the battle of Hastings, at which some of my
ancestors were, it appears, fairly sped, and provided with neat

lodgings in Battle Abbey, where, for aught I know to the con-

trary, ihey still remain.

The English herald-at-arms also informed me (but rather

mysteriously) that it was probable I had a right to put a French
De at the beginning of my name, as there was a Norlriua

ton at the end of it
;
but thar, as he did not profess French

heraldry, I had better inquire further from some of the crafi,

in Normandy, where that science had at the period of the cru-

sades greatly flourished William the Conqueror^ at the time

he was denominated the Bastard, having by all accounts esta-

blished a very celebrated heraldic college at Rouen.
I was much pleased with his candour, and thus the matter rest-

ed until Louis XVIII. returned home with his family, when, as

the reader is aware, I likewise passed over to France with mine.

I did not forget the hint given me by my armorial friend in
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London : and in order to benefit by it, repaired, as soon as

circumstances permitted, to Ruuen, in which town we had

been advised to plact our two youngest d;<ughters, for purposes
of education, at a celebrated Ursuline convent, the abbess

whereof was considered a more toleratins; 7^e:igieuse than any
of her contemporaries. Before I proceed to detail the sequel
of my heraldic investigations, I will lay before the reader one

or tvYo anecdotes connected with French nunneries.

The abbess of the convent in question, Madame Cousin, was

a fine, handsome old nun, as affable and insinuating as possible,

and gained on us at first sight. She enlarged on the great ad-

vantages of her system ;
and showed us long galleries of beau-

tiful little bed-chambers, together with gardens overlooking the

boulevards and adorned by that interesting tower wherein

Jeanne d'Arc vvas so long confined previously to her martyr-
dom. Her table, Madame Cousin assured us, was excellent

and abundant.

I vvas naturally impressed with an idea that a nun feared God
at any rate too much to tell twenty direct falsehoods and prac-

tise twenty deceptions in the course of half an hour, for the

lucre of fifty Napoleons, which she required in advance, with-

out the least intention of giving the value of five for them ;

and, under this impression, 1 paid down the sum demanded,

gave up our two children to Madame Cousin's inotherly tute-

lage, and returned to the Hotel de France almost in love with

the old abbess.

On our return to Paris, we received letters from my daugh-

ters, giving a most flattering account of the convent generally,

of the excellence of Madame I'Abbesse, the plenty of good

food, the comfort of the bed-rooms, and the extraordinary pro-

gress they were making in their several acquirements. I was

hence induced to commence the second half-year, also in ad-

vance ;
when a son-in-law of mine, calling to see my daugh-

ters, requested the eldest to dine with him at his hotel, which

request was long resisted by the abbess, and only granted at

length with manifest xeluctance. When arrived at the hotel,

the poor girl related a tale of a very different description from

the foregoing, and as piteous as unexpected. Her Ittters had

been dictated to her by a priest. 1 had scarcely arrived at

Paris, when my children were separated, turned a\\avfrom the

show bed-rooms, and allowed to speak any language to each

other only one fioriri^ da)', and not a word on Sunday s. The
eldest was urged to turn Catholic ; and, above ail, they were

fed in a manner at once so scanty and so bad, thai rny daugii-

ter begged hard not to be taken back, but to accompany her
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>brother-in-]aw to Paris. This was conceded ; and when the

poor child arrived, I saw the necessity of immediately recall-

ing her sister. I was indeed shocked at seeing her, so wan
and thin, and greedy did she appear.
On our first inquiry for the convent above alluded to, wo

were directed by mistake to another establishment belonging to

the saint of the same name, but bearing a very inferior appear-

ance, and superintended by an abbess whose toleration cer-

tainly erred not on the side of laxity. We saw the old lady
within her grated lattice. She would not come out to us ; btit,

on being told our business, smiled as cheerfully as fanaticism

would let her (I dare say the ex^i^cied pension already jing-
led in her glowing fancy.) Our terms were soon concluded,
and every thing was arranged, when Lady Barrington, as a

final direction, requested that the children should not be called

too early in the morning, as they were unused to it. The
old abbess started : a gloomy doubt seemed to gather on her

furrowed temples ;
her nostrils distended ;

and she abrupt-

ly asked,
" N'etes-vous pas Catholiques ?"

^^ A^on," replied Lady Barrington,
^^ nous som?nes Pro-

testans.''

The countenance of the abbess now utterly fell, and she

shrieked out,
" Mo7i Dieu! alors vous etes herttiqiies ! Je

ne pey^mets jamais d^heretique dans ce convent ! alltz I

allez ! vos enfans n'entreront jamais dans le convent des

Ursulines ! aUez ! allez .'" and instantly crossing herself,

and muttering, she withdrew from the grate.
Just as we were tur7ied out, we encountered, near the gate,

a very odd though respectable looking figure. It was that of

a man whose stature must originally have exceeded six feet,

and who was yet erect, and, but for the natural shrinking of

age, retained his full height and manly presence : his limbs

still bore him gallantly, and the frosts of eighty winters had
not yet chilled his warmth of manner. His dress was neither

neat nor shabby; it was of silk of the old costume : his thin

hair was loosely tied behind; and on the whole he appeared to

be what we call above the world.
This gentleman saw that we were at a loss about something

or other
;
and with the constitutional politeness of a French-

man of the old school, at once begged us to mention our em-
barrassment and command his services. Every body, he told

us, knew him, and he knew every body at Rouen. We ac-

cepted his offer, and he immediately constituted himself cicis-

heo to the ladies and Mentor to me. After having led us to

the other Convent des Ui'sulines, of which I have spoken, he

dined with us, and I conceived a great respect for the old gen-



230 PEDIGEEE-HUN'TING.

tleman. It was Monsieur Helliot, once a celebrated avocai ottl

the parliament at Rouen: his good manners and good nature

rendered his society a real treat to us; whilst his memory, in-

formation, and activity were almost wonderful. He was an

improvisore poet, and could converse in rhyme and sing a

hundred songs of his own composing.
On my informing M. Helliot that one of my principal ob-

jects at Rouen was a research in heraldry, he said, he would
next day introduce me to the person of all others most likely
to satisfy me on that point. His friend was, he told me of a

noble family, and had originally studied heraldry for his

amusement, but v/as subsequently necessitated to practise it for

pocket-money, since his regular income was barely sufficient

(as was then the average with the old nobility of Normandy)
to provide him soup in plenty, a room and a bed-recess, a

weekly laundress and a repairing tailor. <' Rouen," continued

the old advocate,
'*
requires no heralds now! The nobles are

not even able to emblazon their pedigrees, and the manufactu-
rers purchase arms and crests from the Paris heralds, who have

always a variety of magnificent ones to dispose of suitable to

their new customers."

M. Helliot had a country-house about four miles from Rou-

en, near the Commandery, which is on the Seine; a beautiful

wild spot, formerly the property of the Knights of St. John
of Jerusalem. Helliot's house had a large garden ornamented

by his own hands: he one day came to us to beg we would fix

a morning for taking a dejeuner a la fourchettt at his cottage,
and brought with him a long bill of fare (containing nearly

every thing in the eating and drinking way that could be pro-
cured at Rouen,) whereon he requested vve would mark with a

pencil our favourite dishes! He said, this was always their

ancient mode when they had the honour of a societe distingue^
and we were obliged to humour him. He was delighted ; and
then assuming a more serious air, "But," said he, '-I have
a very particular reason for inviting you to ray cottage: it is to

have the honour of introducing you to a lady who, old as I

am, has consented to marry me the ensuing spring. I know,"
added he,

'' that I shall be happier in her society than in that

of any other person ; and, at my time of life, we want some-

body interested in rendering our limited existence as comfort-
able as possible."

This seemed ludicrous enough, and the ladies' curiosity was
excited to see old Helliot's sweetheart. We were according-

ly punctual to our hour. He had a boat ready to take us across

the Seine near the Commandery, and we soon entered a beau-

tiful garden in a high state of order. In the house (a small
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j^nd very old one) we found a most excellent repast. The only

^oiiipany besides ourselves was the old herald to whom M.
Helliot had introduced me; and, after a few minutes, he led

from an inner chamber his intended bride. She appeared, in

point of years, at least as venerable as the bridegroom ; but a

droop in the person and a waddle in the gait bespoke a consti-

tution much more enfeebled than that of the gallant who was
to lepd her to the altar. "This," said the advocate, as he

presented her to the company,
" is Madame * *

*, but n'm-
porte ! aiipv our repast you shall learn her name and history.

Pray, Ma'dame," pursued he, with an air of infinite politeness,
*' have the goodness to do the honours of the table;" and his

request was complied with as nimbly as his inamorata's quiver-

ing hands would permit.
The wine went round merrily: the old lady declined not her

glass; the herald took enough to serve him for the two or three

following days; old Helliot hobnobbed a la mode Jinglaise ;

and in half-an-hour we were as cheerful, and, I should think,
as curious a breakfast party as Upper Normandy had ever pro-
duced.

When the repast was ended,
" Now," said our host,

"
you

shall learn the history of this venerable bride that is to be on
or about the 15th of April next. You know," continued he,
*'that between the age of seventy and death the distance is

seldpm ve7'y great, and that a person of j^our nation who ar-

rives at the one is generally fool enough to be alwa5's gazing
at the other. Now we Frenchmen like, if possible, to evade
the prospect; and with that object we contrive some new
event, which, if it cannot conceal, may at least take off our at-

tention from it; and, of all things in the world, I believe ma-

trimony will be admitted to be most effectual either in fixing
an epoch or directing a current of thought. We antiquated

gentry here, therefore, have a little law, or rather custom, of

our own namely, that after a man has been in a state of ma-

trimony for fifty years, if his charmer survives, they undergo
the ceremony of a second marriage, and so begin a new con-

tract for another half-century, if their joint lives so long con-

tinue! and inasmuch as Madame Helliot (introducing the old

lady anew, kissing her cheek and chucking her under the chin)
has been now forty-nine years and four months on her road to

a second husband, the day that fifty years are completed we
shall re-commence our honey-moon, and every friend we have

will, I hope, come and see the happy re-union. "Ah!" said

Madame, "I fear my bride's-maid, Madame Veuve Gerard,
can't held out so long! Mais, Dieu Merci!'^ cried she, "I
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think I shall myself, Monsieur, (addressing me) be well enough^k
to get through the ceremony."

^^
I wish I could end this little episode as my heart would dic-

tate. But, alas! a cold caught by my friend the advocate boat-

ing on the Seine before the happy month arrived, prevented a

ceremony which I would have gone almost any distance to wit-

ness. Sic transit gloina 7niindi!

But to my heraldic investigation. The old professor with
whom M. Helliot had made me acquainted had been one of the

ancienne noblesse^ and carried in his look and deportment evi-

dent marks of the rank from which he had been corfrpelled t

descend. Although younger than the advocate, he was still

somewhat stricken in years. His hair, thin and highly pow-
dered, afforded a queue longer than a quill and nearly as bulky.
A tight plaited stock and solitaire, a tucker and rufSes, and a

cross with the order of St. Louis; a well-cleaned black suit,

(which had survived many a cuff and cape, and seen many a

year of full-dress service,) silk stockings, paste knee and large
silver shoe-buckles, completed his toilet.

He said, on my first visit, in a desponding voice, that he

deeply regretted the republicans had burned most of his books
and records during the Revolution ;

and having consequently
little or nothing left of remote times to refer to, he really
could not recollect my ancestors, though they might perhaps
have been a very superbe famille. On exhibiting, however,

my English and Irish pedigrees, (drawn out on vellum, beau-

tifully ornamented, painted and gilt, with the chevalier's cas-

quet, three scarlet chevanels and a Saracen's head) and touch-

ing his withered hand with the metallic tractors, the old he-

rald's eyes assumed almost a youthful fire; even his voice seem-

ed to change; and having put the four dollars into his breeches-

pocket, buttoned the flap, and then felt at the outside to make
sure of their safety, he drew himself up with pride:

''Between this city and Havre de Grace," said he, after a

pause, and having traced with his bony fingers the best gilded
of the pedigrees, "lies a town called Barentin, and there once

stood the superb chateau of an old warrior, Drogo de Barentin.

At this town. Monsieur, you will assuredly obtain some ac-

count of your noble family." After some conversation about

William the Conqueror, Duke RoIIo, Richard Coeur de Lion,
&c. I took my leave, determining to start with all convenient

speed towards Havre de Grace.

On the road to that place, I found the town designated by
the herald, and having refreshed myself at an auberge, set out

to discover ti:e ruins of the castle, which lie not rervfirr distant.
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Uf these, however, I could make nothing; and, on returning to

the auberge, 1 found mine host decked out in his best jacket
and a huge opera-fiat. Having made this worthy acquainted
with the object of my researches, he told me, with a smiling
countenance, that there was a very old beggar-man extant in

the place, who was the depository of all the circumstances of

its ancient history, including that of the former lords of the

castle. Seeing I had no chance of better information, I ordered

my dinner to be prepared in the first instance, and the mendi-
cant to be served up with the dessert.

The figure which presented itself really struck me. His age
was said to exceed a hundred years: his beard and hair were
white, whilst the ruddiness of vouth still mantled in his cheeks.
I don't know how it was, but my heart and purse opened in

unison, and I gratified the old beggar-man with a sum which I

believe he had not often seen before at one time. I then di-

rected a glass of eau-de-vie to be given him, and this he relish-

ed even more than the money. He then launched into such a

eulogium on the noble race of Drogo of the Chateau, that I

thought he never would come to the point; and when he did,
I received but little satisfaction from his communications, which
he concluded by advising me to make a voyage to the island of

Jersey. "I knew," said he, "in my youth, a man much older

than i am now, and who, like me, lived upon alms. This maa
was the final descendant of the Barentin family, being an ille-

gitimate son of the last lord; and he has often told me, that on
that island his father had been murdered, who having made no
will his son was left to beg, while the king got all, and be-

stowed it on some young lady
"

This whetted my appetite for further intelligence, and I re-

solved, having fairly engaged in it, to follow up the inquiry.

Accordingly, in the spring of 1816, leaving my family in Pa-

ris, I set out for St. Maloes, thence to Granville, and, after a

most interesting journey through Brittany, crossed over in a

tishing-boat, and soon found myself in the square of St. Hil-

lier's, at Jersey. I had been there before on a visit to General

Don, with General Moore and Colonel le Blanc, and knew the

place: but this time I went incog.
On my first visit to Jersey, 1 had been much struck with the

fine situation and commanding aspect of the magnificent castle

of Mont Orgueil, and had much pleasure in anticipating afresh

survey of it. But guess the gratified nature of my emotions,
when I learnt from an old warder of the castle, that Drogo de

Barentin, a Norman chieftain, had been, in fact, its last gover-
nor! that his name was on its records, and that he had lost
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his life in its defence on the outer ramparts. He left no law^Ui

male offspring, and thus the Nornian branch of the family had
become extinct.

This I considered as making; ;ood progress; and I returned

cheerfully to Barentin, to thank my mendicant and his patron
the aubergiste, intending to prosecute the inquiry further at

Rouen. I will not hazard fatiguing the reader by detailing the

result of any more of my investigations; but it is curious enough
that at Ivetot, about four leagues from Barentin, (to an ancient

chateau near which place I had been directed by mine host,) I

met with, amongst a parcel of scattered furniture collected for

public sale, the portrait of an old Norman warrior, which ex-

actly resembled those of my great grandfather. Colonel Bar-

rington of Cullenaghmore: but for the difference of scanty black

hair in one case, and a wig in the other, the heads and counte-

nances would have been quite undistinguishable! I marked
this picture with my initials, and left a request with the inn-

keeper at Ivetot to purchase it for me at any price; but having
unluckily omitted to leave him money likewise, to pay for it,

the man, as it afterwards appeiired, thought no more of the

matter. So great was my disappointment, that I advertised

for this portrait but in vain.

I will now bid the reader farewell, at least for the present.
This last sketch may by some, perhaps, be considered super-
fluous: but, as a pardonable vanity in those who write any thing
in the shape of autobiography, and a spirit of curiosity in those

who peruse such works, generally dictate and require as much
information respecting the author's genealogy as can be ad-

duced with any show of plausibility, I hope I shall be held to

have done my utmost in this particular, and I am satisfied.

THE END.
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